gated  at  That  Point. 

Chattanooga,  Tenn.,  May  28.— The  big 
volunteer  army  at  Chickamauga  now, 
numbers  nearly  45.000  men  and  It  con-t 
tinues  to  grow.  The  Sixty-ninth  New- 
York,  the  First  Arkansas,  the  Fifth  Mis- 
souri and  three  troops  of  the  Third  vol- 
unteer cavalry  have  just  gone  into 
camp.  Together  these  commands  num- 
ber about  3,500  men.  The  Sixty-ninth 
New  York,  1,026  men,  under  Colonel  Ed- 
ward Duffy,  was  delayed  by  a  slight 
v.reck  and  did  not  arrive  until  a  lato 
hour  at  night.  Breakfast  was  served 
the  men  in  the  city  and  immediately 
thereafter  they  were  taken  to  the  park. 
This  regiment  attracts  great  attention 
on  account  of  the  very  evident  fact 
that  it  is  composed  entirely  of  Irish- 
men. 

.  The  First  Arkansas.  1,025  men,  under 
Colonel  Elias  Chardler,  arrived  at  1  a. 
Yn.  The  men  remained  In  their  cars 
over  night,  leaving  for  the  park  after 
breakfast    In    the    morning. 

Troops  A,  C  and  B,  227  men  of  Colonel 
Grigsby's  cowboy  regiment,  arrived 
in  the  city  at  6:30  o'clock  at  night  and 
remained  in  their  cars  until  morning, 
wlien  they  got  away  to  the  park  and 
began  work  on  their  camps. 

The  Pennsylvania  soldiers,  about  6,- 
000  in  all.  are  happy  over  the  announce- 
ment that  they  will  at  once  receive  pay 
for  the  fifteen  days  they  spent  in  camp 
liffn-e  being  mustered  into  the  servlcg 
of  the  Tnlted  States.  This  money, 
which  amounts  to  about  $35,000,  will  bo 
paid  by  the  state  of  Pennsylvania,  Tho 
'pipe  lines  to  nearly  all  the  commands 
in  the  park  have  been  completed  and 
hereafter  there  can  be  no  complaints 
about  water.  This  Is  the  quickest  Jolj 
of  pipe  laying  ever  done  in  the  south. 
Numc-rous  complaints  are  being  made 
by  men  of  various  regiments  of  tha 
army,  but  according  to  good  authority, 
these  complaints  are  not  well  founded. 
)j  General  Brooke  and  his  assistants  are 
giving  the  men  every  possible  accom- 
modation and  those  who  are  complain- 
ing are  dnuhtless  men  who  cannot  make 
up  their  minds  to  endure  the  hardships 
attendant  uv^r  --••"v  ijfe. 


TliouiMs  :it  (Muck.aui;iiii.';i  l  :iri 
>Ii-.  ('uclil.in  .ulisto.l  Willi.  Coiuii 
Fifth    Kt-  ■■■  ■     "    '      ■ 
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A  YOlNCi  SOLUIEK. 


Frank  Cochlao  Writes  of  Hla  Experiences 
at  Camp  Thomas. 

Mr.s.  Frank  r<v-lil:in.  of  lliri  Sr.  Cliiir 
street,  lias  riM-eived  Ji  letto>r  from  her 
SI. II  Fr:i.uk  ('ofhl:iii.  who  :s  stationed  :it 
Cainp  Tliumas.  riiickaniiiugii.  biittl«'fieUl. 
Yi.iiii;:  ('.xlilaii  is  a  ni<-iiili»-r  of  Co.  D, 
Fiflli  ^lissoiiri  iufniitry.  He  says:  "I 
have  lux'ii  here  since  May  1!7  aiyl  n*ver 
felt  better  in  my  life.  'Hie  weatlier  is 
tine.     There  i.s  n()  siekiu-ss  in  caiup.  'Hie 

niitry  around  hei-o  i.-*  noto<l  for  its 
nH-liun  pat<-lies.  peiuints.  sweet  potatoes 
and  colored  iK'opIe.  About  :i'>  years  aga 
:{i:,(MM>  s<>ld.iers  were  kilUtl  here.  You 
can  se»'  where  tlie  bark  of  the  tre*>s  ift 
spliiti  and  t<fni.  Ever.vb<Mly  is  on  the 
lookout  for  bullets  and  shells  and  many 
ai-e<  dug  out  of  the  tr*>es  by  the  iuA- 
dieis.  We  are  niider  strict  discipline. 
^Ve  have  a  pass  word  and  have  ^'i-eat 
fnii  with  some  of  the  rnlx's  that  get  lo«t. 
Evei"-oii<>  that  is  out  after  I)  i>.  ni.  and 
does  not  have  tlie  countersign  Ls  put  in 
the  guard  hoii.se.  Tlionia.s  Burke  and 
myself  are  the  only  soUU^m*:*  fisini  Port 
Huron,  but  I  Wlieve  some  other  .soldiers 
from  Michigan  are  fanipi><l  lU'ar  by.  At 
present  there  aiv  42.<MK»  men  here.  We 
get  up  ill  •">  o'clock  in  the  moriiLiig.  take 
<•xeiei.se,  then  breakfast.  ami  go 
out  to  drill  and  then  lie  around  niitil 
dinner.  If  it  is  too  Imt  in  the  aftennum 
we  rest  up  .and  tro  out  for  drill  after 
HupiM'r.  We  liave  reeeive^l  no  money  yet 
»licl  do  not  l<Mdc  for  any  until  July.  A 
k|(£U[i4-r  ri'ceives  $13  a  month  ami  20  per 
cent   more   during   limes   of   war. 
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THE  COUNT  OF  MONTE-CRISTO. 


CHAPTER  I. 

MARSEILLES — THE    ARRIVAL. 

On  the  28th  of  February, ,  1815,  the 
watch-tower  of  Notre-Dame  de  la  Garde 
sig-naled  the  three-master,  the  Fharaon, 
from  Smj^rna,  Trieste,  and  Naples. 

As  usual,  a  pilot  put  off  immediatelj', 
and  rounding-  the  Chateau  d'lf,  got  on 
board  the  vessel  between  Cape  Morgion 
and  the  Isle  of  Rion. 

Immediately^  and  according-  to  custom, 
the  platform  of  Fort  Saint-Jean  was  cov- 
ered with  lookers-on ;  it  is  always  an 
event  at  Marseilles  for  a  ship  to  come  into 
port,  especially'-  when  this  ship,  lilve  the 
Pharaon,  had  been  built,  rigged,  and 
laden  on  the  stocks  of  the  old  Phocee, 
and  belonged  to  an  owner  of  the  city. 

The  ship  drew  on  :  it  had  safely  passed 
the  strait,  which  some  volcanic  shock  has 
made  between  the  Isle  of  Calasareigne  and 
the  Isle  of  Jaros  ;  had  doubled  Pomegue, 
and  approached  the  harbor  under  topsails, 
jib  and  foresail,  but  so  slowly  and  sedateh- 
that  the  idlers,  with  that  instinct  which 
misfortune  sends  before  it,  asked  one  an- 
other what  misfortune  could  have  hap- 
pened on  board.  However,  those  experi- 
enced in  navigation  saw  plainly  that  if 
an,y  accident  had  occurred,  it  was  not  to 
the  vessel  herself,  for  she  bore  down  with 
all  the  evidence  of  being  skillfully  handled, 
the  anchor  ready  to  be  dropped,  the  bow- 
sprit-shrouds loose,  and  beside  the  pilot, 
who  was  steei-ing  tlie  Pharaon  hy  the 
narrow  entrance  of  the  port  Marseilles, 
was  a  young-  man,  wlio,  with  activity  and 
vigilant  eye,  watched  every  motion  of  the 
ship,  and  repeated  each  direction  of  the 
pilot. 

The  vague  disquietude  whicli  prevailed 
among  the  spectators  had  so  much  affect- 
ed one  of  the  crowd  that  he  did  not  await 
the  arrival  of  the  vessel  in  harbor,  but 
jumphig  into  a  small  skiff,  desired  to  be 
pulled  alongside  the  Pharaon,  which  he 


reached  as  she  rounded  the  creek  of  La 
Reserve. 

When   the  young  man   on  board   saw   • 
this  individual  approach,  he  left  his  sta- 
tion hy  the  pilot,  and  came,  hat  in  hand, 
to  the  side  of  the  ship's  bulwarks. 

He  was  a  fine,  tall,  slim  young-  fellow, 
with  black  eyes,  and  hair  as  dark  as  the 
raven's  wing- ;  and  his  whole  appearance 
bespoke  that  calmness  and  resolution 
peculiar  to  men  accustomed  from  their 
cradle  to  contend  with  danger. 

''Ah!  is  it  you,  Dantes?"  cried  the 
man  in  the  skiff.  ''What's  the  matter? 
and  wh}'  have  3-ou  such  an  air  of  sadness 
aboard  ?  " 

"A  great  misfortune,  M.  Moi-rel  I "'  re- 
plied the  3'oung  man — *•  a  great  misfort- 
une, for  me  especiallj' !  Off  Civita  Vec- 
chia  we  lost  our  brave  Captain  Leclere.'' 

"  And  the  cargo?  "  inquired  the  owner, 
eagerly. 

"Is  all  safe,  M.  Morrel  :  and  I  think 
5"ou  will  be  satisfied  oh  that  head.  But 
poor  Captain  Leclere — " 

"What  happened  to  him  ?  "  asked  the 
owner,  with  an  air  of  considerable  resig- 
nation. "What  happened  to  the  worthy 
captain  ?  "— "  He  died." 

"Fell  into  the  sea  ?  " 

"No,  sir,  he  died  of  the  brain-fever  in 
dreadful  agony."  Then  turning  to  the 
crew,  he  said  :  "  Look  out  there  !  all  read}' 
to  drop  anchor  !  " 

All  liands  obeyed.  At  the  same  mo- 
ment the  eight  or  ten  seamen  wlio  com- 
posed the  crew  sprang  some  to  the  main- 
sheets,  othei*s  to  the  braces,  others  to  the 
halyards,  others  to  the  jib-ropes,  and 
others  to  the  topsail  brails.  The  young- 
sailor  gave  a  look  to  see  his  ordei's  were 
promptly  and  accurately  obeyed,  ami 
tht>n  turned  again  to  the  owner. 

*•  And  how  did  this  misfortune  occur  ?  *' 
inquired  lie.  resuming  the  inquiry  sus- 
pended for  a  moment. 
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"  Alas  !  sir,  in  the  most  unexpected 
manner.  After  a  long*  conversation  -with 
the  harbor-master.  Captain  Leclere  left 
Naples  greatly  disturbed  in  his  mind.  At 
the  end  of  tuent3'-four  hours  he  was  at- 
tacked by  a  fever,  and  died  three  da^'S 
afterward.  We  performed  Irtie  usual 
burial  service,  and  he  is  at  his  rest,  sewn 
up  in  his  hammock  with  two  bullets  of 
thirt3'-six  pounds  each  at  his  head  and 
heels,  off  the  island  of  El  Giglio.  We 
bring"  to  his  widow  his  sword  and  cross 
of  honor.  It  was  Avorth  while,  truly," 
added  the  young"  man  with  a  melanchol}' 
smile,  "  to  make  war  against  the  Eng"lish 
for  ten  years,  and  to  die  in  his  bed  at  last, 
like  everybody  else." 

''Why,  you  see,  Edmond,"  replied  the 
owner,  who  appeared  more  comforted  at 
ever^^  moment,  ''we  are  all  mortal,  and 
the  old  must  make  way  for  the  young". 
If  not,  wh}'  there  would  be  no  promotion  : 
and  as  you  have  assured  me  that  the 
cargo— ^' ' 

"  Is  all  safe  and  sound,  M.  Morrel,  take 
m}''  word  for  it ;  and  I  advise  you  not  to 
take  1,000/.  for  the  profits  of  the  V03'- 
age." 

Then,  as  the}^  were  just  passing  the 
Round  Tower,  the  young  man  shouted 
out  :  "  Ready,  there,  to  lower  topsails, 
foresail,  and  jib  !  " 

The  order  was  executed  as  prompth'  as 
if  on  board  a  man-of-war. 

"  Let  go  !  and  brail  all  !  "  At  this  last 
word  all  tlie  sails  were  lowered,  and  the 
bai'k  moved  almost  imperceptibh^  onward. 

"Now,  if  you  will  come  on  board,  M. 
Morrel,"  said  Dantes,  observing  the  own- 
er's impatience,  "  here  is  your  sui)ercargo, 
M.  Dang"lars,  coming  out  of  his  cabin,  who 
will  furnish  you  with  every  particular. 
As  for  me,  I  must  look  after  the  anchor- 
ing, and  dress  the  ship  in  mourning." 

The  owner  did  not  wait  to  be  twice  in- 
vited. He  seized  a  rope  which  Dantes 
flung  to  liiin,  and  with  an  activity  that 
would  have  done  credit  to  a  sailor, 
climbed  up  the  side  of  the  ship,  wliile  the 
young  man,  going  to  his  1  ask,  loft  the  con- 
versation to  tlie  individual  wliom  lie  had 
announced  under  the  name  of  Danglars, 
who  now  came  toward    llie  owner.      He 


was  a  man  of  twenty-five  or  twenty-six 
years  of  age,  of  unprepossessing  counte- 
nance, obsequious  to  his  superiors,  inso- 
lent to  his  inferiors;  and  then,  besides  his 
position  as  responsible  agent  on  board, 
which  is  always  obnoxious  to  the  sailors, 
he  was  as  much  disliked  hj  the  crew  as 
Edmond  Dantes  was  beloved  by  them. 

"  AVell,  M.  Morrel,"  said  Danglars, 
"  you  ha^je  heard  of  the  misfortune  that 
has  befallen  us  ?  " 

"  Yes — yes  !  poor  Captain  Leclere  !  He 
was  a  brave  and  an  honest  man  !  " 

"And  a  first-rate  seaman,  grown  old 
between  &ky  and  ocean,  as  should  a  man 
charged  with  the  interests  of  a  house  so 
important  as  that  of  Morrel  &  Son,"  re- 
plied Danglars. 

"  But,"  replied  the  owner,  following 
with  his  look  Dantes,  who  was  watching 
the  anchoring  of  his  vessel,  '•  it  seems  to 
me  that  a  sailor  needs  not  to  be  so  old  as 
you  sa}',  Danglars,  to  understand  his 
business  :  for  our  friend  Edmond  seems 
to  understand  it  thoroughly,  and  not  to 
require  instruction  from  any  one." 

"Yes,"  said  Danglars,  casting  toward 
Edmond  a  look  in  Avhich  a  feeling  of  envy 
was  strongl}'  visible.  "  Yes,  he  is  ,young, 
and  youth  is  invariably  self-confident. 
Scarcel}''  was  the  captain's  breath  out  of 
his  body  than  he  assumed  the  command 
without  consulting  anj-  one,  and  he  caused 
us  to  lose  a  day  and  a  half  at  the  Isle  of 
Elba,  instead  of  making  for  Marseilles 
direct." 

"As  to  taking  the  command  of  the  ves- 
sel," replied  Morrel,  "that  was  his  duty 
as  captain's  mate  ;  as  to  losing  a  day  and 
a  half  olF  the  Isle  of  Elba,  he  was  wrong, 
unless  the  ship  wanted  some  repair." 

"  The  ship  was  as  well  as  I  am,  and  as, 
I  hope,  you  are,  M.  Morrel,  and  this  day 
and  a  half  was  lost  from  pure  whim,  for 
the  pleasure  of  going  ashore,  and  nothing 
else." 

"Dantes!"  said  Ihe  shipowner,  turn- 
ing toward  the  young  man,  "  come  this 
way  !  " 

"In  a  moment,  sir,"  answered  Dantes, 
"and  I'm  with  you!"  Then  calling  to 
the  crew,  he  said — "Let  go  !  " 

Tiie  anchor  was  instantly  dropped,  and 
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the  chain  ran  rattling-  throug-li  the  port- 
hole. Dantes  continued  at  his  post  in 
spite  of  tlie  presence  of  the  pilot,  until 
this  maneuver  was  completed,  and  then 
he  added,  "Lower  the  pennant  half-mast 
high — put  the  ensig-n  in  a  weft,  and  slope 
the  yards !  " 

'•'You  see,"  said  Danglars,  "  he  fancies 
himself  captain  already,  upon  my  word," 

*'And  so,  in  fact,  he  is,"  said  the  owner. 

**  Except  your  signature  and  your  part- 
ner's, M.  Morrel." 

"  And  wh}'  should  he  not  have  this  ?  " 
asked  the  owner ;  "  he  is  young,  it  is 
true,  but  he  seems  to  me  a  thorough  sea- 
man, and  of  full  experience." 

A  cloud  passed  over  Dang'lars'  brow. 
**  Your  pardon,  M.  Morrel,"  said  Dantes, 
approaching,  "the  ship  now  rides  at 
anchor,  and  I  am  at  j^our  service.  You 
hailed  me,  I  think?" 

Danglars  retreated  a  step  or  two.  '^I 
wisiied  to  inquire  wh^^  you  stopped  at  the 
Isle  of  Elba?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir;  it  was  to  fulfill  a 
last  instruction  of  Captain  Leclere,  who, 
when  dying,  gave  me  a  packet  for'  the 
Marechal  Bertrand." 

''  Then  did  3'ou  see  him,  Edmond  ?  " — 
*-'Who?" 

"  The  marechal."— ''  Yes," 

Morrel  looked  around  him,  and  then, 
drawing-  Dantes  on  one  side,  he  said  sud- 
denly— "  And  how  is  the  emperor  ?  " 

*•'  Very  well,  as  far  as  I  could  judge 
from  my  e3'es." 

"  You  saw  the  emperor,  then  ?  " 

**  He  entered  the  marechal's  apartment 
while  I  was  there." 

"  And  3'ou  spoke  to  him  ?  " 

*'Wh3%  it  was  he  who  spoke  to  me, 
sir."  said  Dantes,  with  a  smile. 

'•And  what  did  he  say  to  you?" 

"Asked  me  questions  about  the  ship, 
the  time.it  loft  Marseilles,  the  course  she 
had  taken,  and  what  was  her  cargo.  I 
believe,  if  she  had  not  been  laden,  and 
1  liad  been  her  master,  he  would  have 
bought  her.  But  I  told  him  I  was  only 
mate,  and  that  she  belonged  to  the  firm 
of  Morrel  &  Son.  '  Ah  !  ah  ! '  he  said, 
'  1  know  them  I  The  Moi-rels  have  been 
shipowners  from  father  to  son  ;  and  there 


was  a  Morrel  who  served  in  the  same 
regiment  with  me  when  I  was  in  garrison 
at  Valence.'  " 

.  "  Pardieu  !  and  that  is  true  I  "  cried 
the  owner,  greatly  delighted,  "And 
that  was  Policar  Morrel,  my  uncle,  who 
was  afterward  a  captain.  Dantes,  you 
nmst  tell  my  uncle  that  the  emperor  re- 
membered him,  and  you  will  see  it  will 
bring-  tears  into  the  old  soldier's  e^'es. 
Come,  come  !  "  continued  he,  patting  Ed- 
mond's  shoulder  kindly,  "  you  did  very 
right,  Dantes,  to  follow  Captain  Leclere's 
instruction,  and  touch  at  the  Isle  of  Elba, 
although  if  it  were  known  that  you  had 
conveyed  a  packet  to  the  marechal,  and 
had  conversed  with  the  emperor,  it  might 
bring-  j'ou  into  trouble." 

"  How  could  that  bring  me  into  trouble, 
sir  ?  "  asked  Dantes;  *•  for  I  did  not  even 
know  of  what  I  was  the  bearer ;  and  the 
emperor  merely'  made  such  inquiries  as  he 
would  of  the  first  comer.  But  your  |)ar- 
don,  here  are  the  officers  of  health  and 
the  customs  coming  alongside  !  "  and  the 
young-  man  went  to  the  gangway-.  As  he 
departed,  Dang-lars  approached  and  said — 

"Well,  it  appears  that  he  has  given 
you  satisfactory  reasons  for  his  landing- 
at  Porto-Ferrajo  ?  " 

"  Yes,  most  satisfactory,  my  dear  Dan- 
glars." 

"Well,  so  much  the  better,"  said  the 
supercargo;  "for  it  is  always  painful  to 
see  a  comrade  who  does  not  do  his  duty," 

"  Dantes  has  done  his,"  replied  the  ow- 
nei",  "and  that  is  not  saying-  much.  It 
was  Captain  Leclere  who  gave  ordei'«  for 
this  delay." 

"Talking  of  Captain  Leclere,  has  not 
Dantes  given  you  a  letter  from  him  ?  " 

"  To  me  ? — no — was  there  one  ?  " 

"  I  believe  that,  besides  the  packet. 
Captain  Leclere  had  confided  a  letter 
to  his  care." 

"Of  what  packet  are  3'ou  speaking-, 
Danglars  ?  " 

"Why.  that  which  Danles  loft  at 
Porto-Forrajo." 

"  How  do  you  know  he  had  a  packet  to 
leave  at  Porto-Ferrajo  ?  " 

Danglars  turned  vor}-  red. 

"  I  was  passing  close  to  the  door  of  the 
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captain's  cabin,  winch  was  half  open,  and 
I  saw  him  give  the  packet  and  letter  to 
Dantes." 

"  He  did  not  speak  to  me  of  it,"'  replied 
the  shipowner ;  "but  if  there  be  any  let- 
ter he  will  g-ive  it  to  me." 

Danglars  reflected  for  a  moment. 
"  Then,  M.  Morrel,  I  beg-  of  you,"  said 
he,  "not  to  say  a  word  to  Dantes  on  the 
subject ;  I  ma}'  have  been  mistaken." 

At  this  moment  the  A'oung-  man  re- 
turned, and  Danglars  retreated  as  before. 

"  Well,  my  dear  Dantes,  are  j^ou  now 
free  ?  "  inquired  the  owner. — "  Yes,  sir." 

"You  have  not  been  long-  detained." 

"  No.  I  gave  the  custom-house  officers 
a  copy  of  our  bill  of  lading ;  and  as  to  the 
other  papers,  the}'  sent  a  man  off  with 
the  pilot,  to  whom  I  gave  them." 

"  Then  you  have  nothing  more  to  do 
here?" — "  No,  all  is  arranged  now." 

"  Then  you  can  come  and  dine  with 
me?" 

"  Excuse  me,  M.  Morrel,  excuse  me,  if 
you  please  :  but  my  first  visit  is  due  to 
my  father,  though  I  am  not  the  less 
grateful  for  the  honor  you  have  done  me." 

"  Right,  Dantes,  quite  right.  I  always 
knew  you  were  a  good  son." 

"  And,"  inquired  Dantes,  with  some 
hesitation,  "  do  you  know  how^  m}'  father 
is?" 

"Well,  I  believe,  my  dear  Edmond, 
though  I  have  not  seen  him  latel3\" 

"  Yes,  he  likes  to  keep  himself  shut  up 
in  his  little  room." 

"  That  proves,  at  least,  that  he  has 
wanted  for  nothing  during  your  absence." 

Dantes  smiled.  "My  father  is  proud, 
sir;  and  if  he  had  not  a  meal  left,  I  doubt 
if  he  would  have  asked  anything  from  any 
one,  except  God." 

"Well,  then,  after  this  fust  visit  has 
been  made  we  rely  on  you." 

"  I  must,  again  excuse  myself,  M.  Morrel ; 
for  after  this  (ii-st  visit  has  Ix'en  paid  1 
have  another,  which  I  am  most  anxious  to 
pay." 

"  True,  Dantes.  I  forgot  that  there  was 
at  the  Catalans  some  one  who  expects  you 
no  less  impatient!}'  than  j'our  father — the 
lovelj'  Mercedes."     Dantes  blushed. 

"  Ah  !  ah  I  "  said  the  shipowner,  *'  that 


does  not  astonish  me,  for  she  has  been  to 
me  three  times,  inquiring  if  there  were  any 
news  of  the  Pharaon.  Peste!  Edmond,  3-0U 
have  a  \evy  handsome  mistress  !  " 

"She  is  not  my  mistress,"  replied  the 
3'oung  sailor,  gravely ;  "  she  is  my  be- 
trothed." 

"Sometimes  one  and  the  same  thing," 
said  Morrel,  with  a  smile.- 

"  Not  with  us,  sir,"  replied  Dantes, 

"Well,  well,  vay  dear  Edmond,"  con- 
tinued the  owner,  "do  not  let  me  detain 
3'ou.  You  have  managed  my  affairs  so 
well  that  I  ought  to  allow  you  all  the  time 
3'ou  require  for  your  own.  Do  j'ou  want 
any  money  ?" 

"  No,  sir  ;  I  have  all  my  paj-  to  take — 
nearlj^  three  months'  wages. 

"'  You  are  a  careful  fellow,  Edmond." 

"  Sa}'  I  have  a  poor  father,  sir." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  how  good  a  son  3'ou 
are,  so  now  haste  awa\'  to  see  your  father. 
I  have  a  son  too,  and  I  should  be  very 
wroth  with  those  who  detained  him  from 
me  after  a  three  months'  voyage." 

"  Then  I  have  your  leave,  sir  ?  '" 

"  Yes,  if  you  have  nothing  more  to  say 
to  me.'* — "  Nothing." 

"  Captain  Leclere  did  not,  before  he 
died,  give  a^ou  a  letter  for  me  ?  " 

"  He  was  unable  to  wi-ite,  sir.  But  that 
reminds  me  that  I  must  ask  3'our  leave  of 
absence  for  some  days." 

"  To  get  married  ?  "— "  Yes,  first,  and 
then  to  go  to  Paris." 

"  Yer}'  good  ;  have  what  lime  you  re- 
quire, Dantes.  It  will  take  quite  six  weeks 
to  unload  the  cargo,  and  we  cannot  get 
you  ready  for  sea  until  three  months  after 
that ;  only  be  back  again  in  three  montlis, 
for  the  Pharaon,^'  added  the  owner,  pat- 
ting the  young  sailoi- on  the  back,  "can- 
not sail  without  her  captain," 

"  Without  her  captain  !  "  cried  Dantes, 
his  eyes  sparkling  with  animation  ;  "pray 
minti  what  you  say,  for  you  are  touching 
on  the  most  secret  wishes  of  my  heart. 
Is  it  really  your  intention  to  nominate  me 
captain  of  tlie  Pharaon  ?  " 

"  If  T  were  sole  owner  I  would  nominate 
yo\i  this  moment,  mj'  dear  Dantes,  and 
say  it  is  settled  :  but  I  have  a  partner, 
and   you  know    the  Italian  proverb — Chi 
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ha  compagno  ha  padrone — *  He  who  has 
a  partner  has  a  master.'  But  the  thing- 
is  at  least  half  done,  as  you  have  one  out 
of  two  voices.  Rely  on  me  to  procure  you 
the  other ;  I  will  do  my  best." 

"  Ah  !  M.  Morrel,"  exclaimed  the  young- 
seaman,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  grasp- 
ing the  owner's  hand,  "  M.  Morrel,  I  thank 
you  in  the  name  of  my  father  and  of  Mer- 
cedes." 

"  Good,  good  !  Edmond.  There's  a 
sweet  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft  that 
keeps  a  good  watch  for  good  fellows  !  Go 
to  your  father  :  g'O  and  see  Mercedes,  and 
come  to  me  afterward." 

"  Shall  I  row  you  on  shore  ?  " 

"No,  I  thank  you  ;  I  shall  remain  and 
look  over  the  accounts  with  Danglars. 
Have  3'ou  been  satisfied  with  him  this 
voyag'e  : 

"  That  is  according  to  the  sense  you 
attach  to  the  question,  sir.  Do  you  mean, 
he  is  a  good  comrade  ?  No,  for  I  think  he 
never  liked  me  since  the  daj^  when  I  was 
silly  enough,  after  a  little  quarrel  we  had, 
to  propose  to  him  to  stop  for  ten  minutes 
at  the  isle  of  Monte-Cristo  to  settle  the 
dispute — a  proposition  which  I  was  wrong- 
to  suggest,  and  he  quite  right  to  refuse. 
If  3''ou  mean  as  responsible  agent  that  you 
ask  me  the  question,  I  believe  there  is 
nothing  to  say  against  him,  and  that  you 
will  be  content  with  the  way  in  which  he 
has  performed  his  duty." 

"But  tell  me,  Dantes,  if  you  had  the 
command  of  the  Phavaoii,  should  3'ou 
have  pleasure  in  retaining  Danglars  ?  " 

"  Captain  or  mate,  M.  Morrel,"  replied 
Dantes,  "I  shall  alw;\,ys  have  the  greatest 
respect  for  those  who  possess  our  owners' 
confidence." 

"  Good  !  good  !  Dantes.  I  see  you  are 
a  thorough  good  fellow,  and  will  detain 
you  no  longer.  Go,  for  I  see  how  im- 
patient you  are." 

"Then  I  have  h.ave  ?  "— "  Go,  I  tell 
you." 

'•  May  I  have  the  use  of  vour  skitT?  "— 
"Certainly." 

"  TluMi  for  the  pn^sent ,  M.  ]\[orrel,  fare- 
well, ;iu(l  a  thousand  thanks  !  " 

"  I  hope  soon  to  see  you  ag^in,  my  dear 
Edmond.     Good  luck  to  vou  !  " 


The  young  sailor  jumped  into  the  skifif» 
and  sat  down  in  the  stern,  desiring  to  be 
put  ashore  at  the  Canebiere.  The  two 
rowers  bent  to  their  work,  and  the  little 
boat  glided  away  as  rapidly  as  j)ossible  in 
the  midst  of  the  thousand  vessels  which 
choke  up  the  narrow  way  which  leads 
between  the  two  rows  of  ships  fi-om  the 
mouth  of  the  harbor  to  the  Quai  d' Orleans. 

The  ship  ownei-,  smiling,  followed  him 
with  his  eyes  until  he  saw  him  spring  out 
on  the  quay  and  disappeai-  in  the  midst  of 
the  throng,  which  from  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning-  until  nine  o'clock  at  niglit  choke 
up  this  famous  street  of  La  Canebiere,  of 
which  the  modern  Phoceens  ai-e  so  proud, 
and  say  with  all  the  g-ravity  in  the  world, 
and  with  that  accent  which  g-ives  so  much 
character  to  what  is  said,  "  If  Paris  had 
La  Canebiere,  Paris  would  be  a  second 
Marseilles."  On  turning-  round  the  owner 
saw  Danglars  behind  him,  who,  appar- 
ently^ attended  his  orders,  but  in  reality 
followed,  as  he  did,  the  young  sailor  with 
his  eyes,  only  there  was  a  g-reat  difference 
in  the  expression  of  the  looks  of  the  two 
men  who  thus  watched  the  movements  of 
Edmond  Dantes. 


CHAPTER  II. 

FATHER     AND     SON. 

We  will  leave  Danglars  strug-gling:  with 
the  feelings  of  hatred,  and  endeavoring  to 
insinuate, in  the  ear  of  the  shipowner,  Mor- 
rel, some  evil  suspicions  ag-ainst  his  com- 
rade, and  follow  Dantes  :  who,  after  hav- 
ing- traversed  the  Canebiere  took  tiie  Rue 
de  Noailles,  and  entering-  into  a  small 
house  situated  on  the  left  side  of  the 
Allees  de  Meillan,  rapidly  ascended  four 
stories  of  a  dark  staircase,  holding-  the 
balustei*  in  his  hand,  wliile  with  the  other 
he  repressed  the  beatings  of  his  heart,  and 
paused  before  a  half-opened  door,  wliich 
revealed  all  the  interior  of  a  small  apart- 
ment. 

This  apartment  was  occupied  by  Dantes' 
father.  The  newjs  of  the  arrival  of  tlit 
Pliaraou  luul  not  yet  reached  tlie  old  man, 
who.  mounted  on  a  chair,  was  amusing 
himself  with  staking  some  nastuitiums 
with  tremulous  liand,  which,  ming-led  with 
clematis,  formed  a   kind   of  trellis  at  his 
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window.  Suddenly,  he  felt  an  arm  thrown 
round  his  body,  and  a  Avell-known  voice 
behind  hiui  exclaimed,  "  Father !  dear 
father  !  " 

The  old  man  uttered  a  cry,  and  turned 
round  ;  then,  seeing-  his  son,  he  fell  into 
his  arms,  i^ale  and  trembling-. 

"What  ails  you,  1113'  dearest  father? 
Are  you  ill  ?  "  inquired  tlie  3'oung-  man, 
much  alarmed. 

"No,  no,  my  dear  Edmond — w^y  boy — 
my  son  ! — no  ;  but  I  did  not  expect  you  ; 
and  joy,  the  surprise  of  seeing-  you  so  sud- 
denly— Ah  !  I  realh'  seem  as  if  1  were  g'o- 
ing-  to  die." 

"  Come,  come,  cheer  up,  my  dear  father  ! 
'Tis  I — really  I  !  They  say  joy  never 
hurts,  and  so  I  come  to  you  without  any 
warning.  Come  now,  look  cheerfully  at 
me,  instead  of  g-azing*  as  3'ou  do  -with  your 
ej'es  so  wide.  Here  I  am  back  again,  and 
we  will  now  be  happy." 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  bo3%  so  we  will — so  we 
w'ill,"  replied  the  old  man ;  "  but  how 
shall  we  be  happj'  ?  Will  you  never  leave 
me  ag-ain  ?  Come,  tell  me  all  the  good 
fortune  that  has  befallen  you." 

"  God  forg-ive  me,"  said  the  young-  man, 
"  for  i-ejoicing-  at  happiness  derived  from 
the  misery  of  others  ;  but,  Heaven  knows, 
I  did  not  seek  this  g-ood  fortune:  it  has 
happened,  and  I  really  cannot  affect  to 
lament  it.  The  g-ood  Captain  Leclere  is 
dead,  father,  and  it  is  probable  that,  with 
the  aid  of  M.  Morrel,  I  sliall  iiave  his  place. 
Do  you  understand,  fa  ther  ?  Onl}'^  imagine 
me  a  captain  at  twenty,  with  a  hundred 
louis  pa}',  and  a  share  in  the  profits !  Is 
this  not  more  than  a  poor  sailor  like  me 
could  have  hoped  for  ?  " 

"Yes,  my  dear  boy,"  i-epli(«d  Ihc  old 
man,  "  and  nuich  more  than  you  could 
have  expected." 

"Well,  then,  with  the  Jli-st  money  I 
touch,  I  mean  you  to  have  a  small  house, 
with  a  garden  to  plant  your  clematis,  your 
nasturtiums,  and  your  honeysuckles.  But 
what  ails  you,  father?  'Arc  not  you  well  ?" 

"'Tis  nothing,  notliing;  it  will  .soon 
pass  away  :"  and  as  Ik*  said  so  the  old 
man's  strength  failed  hirji,  anil  he  fell 
backward. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  yoimg  man.  "  a 


glass  of   wine,   father,    will    revive   a'ou. 
Where  do  you  keep  your  wine  ?  " 

"  No,  no  ;  thank  ye.  You  need  not  look 
for  it ;  I  do  not  want  it,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  Yes,  yes,  father,  tell  me  where  it  is,'* 
and  he  opened  two  or  three  cupboards. 

"  It  is  no  use,'*  said  the  old  man,  "  there 
is  no  wine." 

"  What  !  no  -wine  ?  "  said  Dantes,  turn- 
ing pale,  and  looking  alternately  at  the 
hollow  cheeks  of  the  old  man  and  theempt}' 
cupboards.  "What!  no  wine  ?  Have  you 
wanted  money,  father  ?  " 

"  I  want  nothing  since  I  see  .vou,"  said 
the  old  man. 

''  Yet,"  stammered  Dantes,  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  brow — "  yet  I  gave 
you  two  hundred  francs  when  I  left,  three 
months  ago." 

"Yes,  3'es,  Edmond,  that  is  true,  but 
3^ou  forgot  at  that  time  a  little  debt  to  our 
neighbor,  Caderousse.  He  reminded  me 
of  it,  telling  me  if  I  did  not  pay  for  j'ou, 
he  Avould  be  paid  by  M.  Morrel ;  and  so, 
you  see,  lest  he  might  do  you  an  injury — " 

"  Well  ?  "— "  Why,  I  paid  him." 

"  But,"  cried  Dantes,  "it  was  a  hundred 
and  forty  francs  I  OAved  Caderousse." 

"Yes,"  stammered  the  old  man. 

"'  And  you  paid  him  out  of  the  two  hun- 
dred francs  I  left  3'ou  ?  " 

The  old  man  made  a  sign  in  the  aflirm- 
ative. 

"So  that  you  have  lived  for  three  months 
on  sixty  francs?"  muttered  tlieyoungman. 

"You  know  how  little  I  require,"  said 
the  old  man. 

"Heaven  pardon  me,"  cried  Edmond, 
going  on  his  knees  before  the  old  man. 

"  What  are  j'ou  doing  ?  " 

"You  have  wounded  my  very  heart.'^ 

"Never  mind  it,  for  I  sec  you  once 
more,"  said  the  old  man;  "and  now  all 
is  forgotten — all  is  well  again." 

"Yes,  hert^  I  am,"  said  th(\\oung  man 
"  with  a  hai)i)v  prospect  and  a  little  money. 
Here,  father  1  here  !  "  he  said,  "  take  this 

-take  it  and  send  for  something  immedi- 
ately." And  he  emptied  his  poclcets  on 
the  table,  whose  contents  consisted  of  a 
dozen  pieces  of  gold,  five  or  six  crowns, 
and  some  swialler  coin.  The  countenance 
I  of  old  Dantes  brightened. 
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''Whom  does  this  belong-  to?  "  he  m- 
quired. 

"  To  me  !  to  3'ou  !  to  us  !  Take  it;  buy 
some  provisions  ;  be  happ3',  and  to-morrow 
we  shall  have  more." 

''Gently,  g-enth-/*  said  the  old  man, 
with  a  smile;  ''and  by  your  leave  I  will 
use  your  purse  moderately,  for  they  would 
say,  if  they  saw  me  buy  too  many  thing's 
at  a  time,  that  I  had  been  oblig-ed  to  await 
your  return,  in  order  to  be  able  to  pur- 
chase them." 

"Do  as  you  please;  but,  first  of  all, 
pray  have  a  servant,  father.  I  will  not 
have  you  left  alone  so  long.  I  have  some 
smuggled  coflFee  and  most  capital  tobacco, 
in  a  small  chest  in  the  hold,  which  you 
shall  have  to-morrow.  But,  hush  !  here 
comes  somebody-." 

"  'Tis  Caderousse,  who  has  heard  of 
your  arrival,  and  no  doubt  comes  to  con- 
g-ratulate  you  on  j-our  fortunate  return." 

'•  Ah  !  lips  that  say-  one  thing,  while 
the  heart  thinks  another,"  murmured  Ed- 
mond.  "  But,  never  mind,  he  is  a  neig'li- 
bor  who  has  done  us  a  service  on  a  time, 
so  he's  welcome." 

As  Edmond  finished  his  sentence  in  a  low 
voice  there  appeared  at  the  door  the  black 
and  shock  head  of  Caderousse.  He  was  a 
man  of  twenty-five  or  twenty-six  3'ears  of 
ag:e,  and  held  in  his  hand  a  morsel  of  cloth, 
which,  in  his  capacity  as  a  tailor,  he  was 
about  to  turn  into  the  lining-  of  a  coat. 

"  What  !  is  it  you,  Edmond,  i-eturned  ?" 
said  he,  with  a  broad  Marseillaise  accent, 
and  a  grin  that  displayed  his  teeth  as 
white  as  ivory. 

'''  Yes,  as  you  see,  neig-hbor  Caderousse  : 
and  ready  to  be  agreeable  to  you  in  ^wy 
and  every  way,"  replied  Dantes,  but  ill- 
concealing-  his  feeling  under  this  appear- 
ance of  civil  it}'. 

"Thanks — thanks;  but,  fortunate!}',  I 
do  not  want  for  anything  ;  and  it  chances 
that  at  times  there  are  othei's  wlio  have 
need  of  me."  Dantes  made  a  gesture.  "  I 
do  not  allude  to  you,  ni}-^  boy.  No  ! — no  ! 
I  lent  you  money,  and  you  returned  it ; 
that's  like  good  neighbors,  and  we  are 
quits." 

"We  are  never  quits  with  those  who 
oblig(>  us,"  was  Dantes'  reply  ;   '-for when 


we  do  not  owe  them  mone}',  we  owe  them 
gratitude." 

'•What's  the  use  of  mentioning  that? 
What  is  done  is  done.  Let  us  talk  of  your 
happy  return,  m}-  bo}'.  I  had  gone  on  the 
quay  to  match  a  piece  of  mulberry  cloth, 
when  I  met  friend  Danglars. 

"  '  What !  you  at  Marseilles  ?  '— '  Yes,' 
says  he.        ^ 

"  '  I  thought  you  were  at  Smyrna.' — 
'  I  w-as  ;  but  am  now  back  again." 

"  '  And  where  is  the  dear  bo}',  our  little 
Edmond  ?  ' 

"'  Wh}',  with  his  fathei-,  no  doubt,'  re- 
plied Danglars.     And  so  I  came,"  added 
Caderousse,  "  as  fast  as  I  could,  to  have 
the    pleasure    of    shaking  hands  with   a . 
friend." 

"  W^orth}^  Caderousse  !  "  said  the  old 
man,  "  he  is  so  mucli  attached  to  us  !  " 

"Yes,  to  be  sure  I  am.  I  love  and  es- 
teem you,  because  honest  folks  are  so  rare! 
But  it  seems  you  have  come  back  rich, 
my  boy,"  continued  the  tailor,  looking 
askance  at  the  handful  of  gold  and  silver 
which  Dantes  had  thrown  on  the  table. 

The  young  man  remarked  the  greedy 
glance  which  shone  in  the  dark  eyes  of  his 
neighbor.  "Eh!"  he  said,  negligently, 
"  this  money  is  not  mine  :  I  was  express- 
ing to  111}'  father  my  fears  that  he  had 
wanted  manj'  things  in  my  absence,  and 
to  convince  mo  he  emptied  his  purse  on 
the  table.  Come,  father,"  added  Dantes, 
"  put  this  money  back  in  your  box — unless 
neighbor  Caderousse  wauls  anything,  and 
in  that  case  it  is  at  his  service." 

"No,  my  boy,  no,""  said  Caderousse. 
"I  am  not  in  any  want,  thank  God  !  the 
state  nourishes  me.  Keep  your  money — 
keep  it,  1  say  ; — one  never  lias  too  much  ; 
— but,  at  the  same  time,  my  boy,  I  am  as 
mucli  obliged  by  your  otTer  as  if  I  took 
advantage  of  it." 

"It  was  ofTerod  with  good  will,"  said 
Dantes. 

"No  doubt,  my  boy:  no  doubt.  Well, 
3'^ou  stand  well  with  M.  ^Morrel  I  hear — 
you  insinuating  dog,  you  I  " 

"  ^[.  Lionel  has  always  been  exceeiliug- 
ly  kind  to  me,"  replied  Dantes. 

"  Then  you  were  wrong  to  refuse  to  dine 
with  him." 


J2 


WORKS    OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


''What!  did  you  refuse  to  dine  with 
him  ?  "  said  old  Dantes;  "  and  did  he  in- 
vite you  to  dine  ?  " 

'•'Yes,  my  deat'  father,"  repUed  Ed- 
raond,  smihng-  at  his  father's  astonish- 
ment at  the  excessive  honor  paid  to  his 
son. 

"  And  v;\\y  did  you  refuse,  my  son  ?  '" 
inquired  the  old  man.  • 

"  That  I  mig-ht  the  sooner  see  you  again, 
my  dear  father,''  replied  the  young-  man. 
"  I  was  most  anxious  to  see  you." 

"But  it  must  have  vexed  M.  Morrel, 
g-ood,  worthy  man,"  said  Caderousse. 
"And  when  you  are  looking-  forward  to 
be  captain,  it  was  wrong  to  annoy  the 
owner." 

"  But  I  explained  to  him  tlie  cause  of 
my  refusal," replied  Dantes;  "and  I  hope 
he  full3"  understood  it." 

"Yes,  but  to  be  captain  one  nmst  give 
way  a  little  to  one's  patrons." 

"  I  hope  to  be  captain  without  that," 
said  Dantes. 

"  So  much  the  better — so  much  the  bet- 
ter !  Nothing  will  give  greater  pleasure 
to  all  your  old  friends ;  and  I  know  one 
down  there  beliind  the  citadel  of  Saint 
Nicolas  who  will  not  be  sorry  to  hear  it." 
"  Mercedes  ?  "  said  the  old  man. 
"  Yes,  my  dear  father,  and  with  your 
permission,  now  I  have  seen  you,  and 
know  you  are  well,  and  have  all  you  re- 
quiie,  I  will  ask  j'our  consent  to  go  and 
pay  a  visit  to  the  Catalans." 

"  Go,  my  dear  boy,"  said  old  Dantes ; 
"  and  heaven  bless  you  in  3'our  wife,  as  it 
lias  blessed  me,  mj'  son  !  " 

"  His  wife  !  "  said  Caderousse  ;  "  wh^', 
liovv  fast  3'ou  go  on,  fat  her  Dantes ;  she  is 
not  his  wife  yet,  it  appears." 

"No,  but  according  lo  all  jjrobability 
she  soon  will  be,"  replied  Edmond. 

«Yes — yes,"  said  Caderousse;  "but 
3'ou  were  right  to  return  as  soon  as  possi- 
ble, my  boy." 

"And  why?" — "Because  Mercedes  is 
a  very  fine  girl,  and  fine  girls  never  lack 
lovers  ;  she.  particui:irly,  has  them  l)y 
dozens." 

"Really?"  answered  Edmond.  will)  a 
srailc  which  had  in  it  traces  of  slight  un- 
(»asiness. 


"  Ah,  3^es,"  continued  Caderousse,  "and 
capital  offers,  too  ;  but  you  know,  you  will 
be  captain,  and  who  could  refuse  you 
then?" 

"  Meaning  to  saj',"  replied  Dantes,  wnth 
a  smile  which  but  ill-concealed  his  trouble, 
"that  if  I  were  not  a  captain — " 

"Eh — eh  !  "  said  Caderousse,  shaking 
his  head. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  sailor,  "  I  have 
a  better  opinion  than  3'ou  of  women  in 
general,  and  of  Mercedes  in  particular  : 
and  I  am  certain  that,  captain  or  not,  she 
will  remain  ever  faithful  to  me." 

"  So  much  the  better — so  much  the  bet- 
ter," said  Caderousse.  "  When  one  is  go- 
ing to  be  married,  there  is  nothing  like 
implicit  confidence  ;  but  never  mind  that, 
m3'  boy — but  go  and  announce  3'our  ar- 
rival, and  let  her  know  all  3"our  hopes  and 
prospects." 

"  I  will  go  directh',"  was  Edmond's  re- 
ph';  and,  embracing  his  father,  and  salut- 
ing Caderousse,  he  left  the  apartment. 

Caderousse  lingered  for  a  moment,  then 
taking  leave  of  old  Dantes,  ho  went  down- 
stairs to  rejoin  Danglars,  who  awaited 
him  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Senac. 

"Well,"  said  Danglars,  "did  3'Ou  see 
him  ?  " — "  I  have  just  left  him,"  answered 
Caderousse. 

"Did  he  allude  to  his  hope  of  being 
captain  ?  "  —  "He  spoke  of  it  as  a  thing 
alread3'  decided." 

"  Patience  !  "  said  Danglars,  "  he  is  in 
too  much  hurr3',  it  appears  to  me." 

"  Wh3',  it  seems  M.  Morrel  has  prom- 
ised him  the  thing." 

"  So  that  he  is  quite  elate  about  it." 
"  That  is  to  sa3',  he  is  actuall3'  insolent, 
on  the  matter — has  already  offered  me  his 
patronage,  as  if  he  were  a  grand  person- 
age, and   proffered  me  a  loan  of  mone3', 
as  though  he  wen^  a  banker." 
"  Which  you  refused  ?  " 
"Most    assuredly;    although   I   might 
easily  have  accepted  it,  for  it  wa%  I  who 
put  into  his  hands  the  first  silver  he  ever 
earned  ;  but  now  M.  Dantes  has  no  longer 
anv  occasion    for  as.sistance — he  is  about 
to  become  a  captain." 

"Pooh!"  said  Danglars,  "he  is  not 
I  one  vet." 
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'•  J/rt  foil — and  it  will  be  as  well  he 
never  should  be,"  answered  Caderousse ; 
•■•'for  if  he  should  be,  there  Avill  be  really 
no  speaking-  lo  him." 

'•'  If  we  choose,"  replied  Danglars,  "he 
will  remain  what  he  is ;  and  perhaps  be- 
come even  less  than  he  is." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

**  Nothing — I  was  speaking  to- mj'self. 
And  is  he  still  in  love  with  the  Catalane?" 

''  Over  head  and  ears  ;  but,  unless  I  am 
much  mistaken,  there  will  be  a  storm  in 
that  quarter." — ''Explain  yourself." 

"Whj'  should  I?" — "It  is  more  im- 
portant than  you  think,  perhaps.  You 
do  not  like  Dantes  ?  " 

"I  never  like  upstarts." — "Then  tell 
me  all  3"0U  know  relative  to  the  Catalane." 

"  I  know  nothing  for  certain  ;  only  I 
have  seen  things  which  induce  me  to  be- 
lieve, as  I  told  you,  that  the  future  cap- 
tain will  find  some  annoyance  in  the  en- 
virons of  .the  Vieilles  Infirmeries." 

"  What  do  you  know  ? — come  tell  me  !  " 

"Well,  every  time  I  have  seen  Mercedes 
come  into  the  city,  she  has  been  accom- 
panied by  a  tall,  strapping,  black-eyed 
Catalan,  with  a  red  complexion,  brown 
skin,  and  fierce  air,  whom  she  calls 
cousin." 

"  Really ;  and  you  think  this  cousin 
pays  her  attentions  ?  " 

"  I  only  suppose  so.  What  else  can  a 
strapping  chap  of  twenty-one  mean  with 
a  fine  wench  of  seventeen?" 

"  And  you  say  Dantes  has  g-one  to  the 
Catalans?" 

"  He  went  before  I  came  down." 

"Let  us  go  the  same  wa}';  we  will  stop 
at  La  Reserve,  and  we  can  drink  a  glass 
of  La  Malgue,  while  we  Avait  for  news." 

"  Come  along,"  said  Caderousse  ;  *'  but 
mind  you  pa}'  the  shot." 

"Certainly,"  replied  Danglars:  and  go- 
ing quickly  to  the  spot  alhided  to,  they 
called  for  a  bottle  of  wine  and  two  glasses. 

Pere  Pamphile  had  seen  Dantes  pass 
not  ten  minutes  before  ;  and  assured  that 
he  was  at  the  Catalans,  they  sat  down 
under  the  budding  foilage  of  the  planes 
and  sycamores,  in  the  branches  of  which 
the  birds  were  joyousl}'^  singing  on  a  lovely 
day  in  earh'^  spring. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE    CATALANS. 

About  a  hundred  paces  from  the  spot 
where  the  two  friends  were,  with  their 
looks  fixed  on  the  distance  and  their  ears 
attentive,  while  they  imbibed  the  spark- 
ling wine  of  La  Malgne,  behind  a  bare, 
and  torn,  and  weaiher-worn  wall,  was 
the  small  vilhig-e  of  the  Catalans.  One 
day  a  mysterious  colony  quitted  Spain, 
and  settled  on  the  tongue  of  land,  on 
which  it  is  to  this  day.  It  arrived  from 
no  one  knew  where,  and  spoke  an  unknown 
tong-ue.  One  of  its  chiefs,  who  understood 
Provencal,  begged  the  commune  of  Mar- 
seilles to  give  them  this  bare  and  barren 
promontorA',  on  which,  like  the  sailors  of 
the  ancient  times,  the^'^  had  run  their 
boats  ashore.  The  request  was  g-ranted  : 
and  three  months  afterward,  around  the 
twelve  or  fifteen  small  vessels  which  had 
brought  these  gypsies  of  the  sea,  a  small 
village  sprang  up.  This  village,  con- 
structed in  a  singular  and  picturesque 
manner,  half  Moorish,  half  Spanish,  is 
that  Ave  behold  at  the  present  day  inhab- 
ited by  the  descendants  of  those  men  Avho 
speak  the  language  of  their  fathers.  Eor 
three  or  four  centuries  they  remained 
faithful  to  this  small  promontory,  on 
AA'hich  they  had  settled  like  a  flight  of  sea- 
birds,  without  mixing  Avith  the  Marseil- 
laise population,  inter-marrying,  and  pre- 
serving- their  original  customs  and  the 
costume  of  their  mother  country,  as  they 
have  preserved  its  language. 

Our  readers  Avill  follow  us  along-  the 
only  street  of  this  little  village,  and  enter 
with  us  into  one  of  the  houses,  on  the  out- 
side of  Avhich  the  sun  had  stamped  that 
beautiful  color  of  the  dead  leaf  peculiar  to 
the  buildings  of  the  country,  and  within, 
a  coat  of  limeAA'ash,  of  that  white  tint 
which  forms  the  only  ornament  of  Spanish 
posadas.  A  young  and  beautiful  girl,  Avith 
hair  as  black  as  jet,  her  eyes  as  veh'ety 
as  the  gazelle's,  Avas  leaning  with  her 
back  against  the  Avainscot.  rubbing  in  her 
slender  lingers,  molded  after  the  antique, 
a  bunch  of  heath  blossoms,  tlie  flowei-s  of 
Avhich  she  Avas  picking  otf  and  strewing- 
on  the  floor  :  her  arms  bare  to  the  elbow, 
embrowned,  and  resembling-  those  of  the 


14 


WORKS    OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


Venus  at  Aries,  moved  with  a  kind  of 
restless  impatience,  and  she  tapped  the 
earth  with  her  pliant  and  well-formed 
foot,  so  as  to  display  the  jjure  and  full 
shape  of  her  well-turned  le^,  in  its  red 
cotton  stocking  with  gray  and  blue  clocks. 
At  three  paces  from  her.  seated  in  a  chair 
which  he  balanced  on  two  legs,  leaning 
his  elbow  on  an  old  worm-eaten  table,  was 
a  tall  young  man  of  twenty  or  two-and- 
twent3%  who  was  looking  at  her  with  an 
air  in  which  vexation  and  uneasiness  were 
mingled.  He  questioned  her  with  his 
eyes,  but  the  firm  and  stead}'  gaze  of  the 
young  girl  controlled  his  look. 

"  You  see,  Mercedes,"  said  the  young 
man,  "  here  is  Easter  come  round  again  ; 
tell  me,  is  this  the  moment  for  a  wed- 
ding?" 

*'  I  have  answered  you  a  hundred  times, 
Fernand ;  and  really  3'ou  must  be  your 
own  enemj'  to  ask  me  again." 

"Well,  repeat  it — repeat  it,  I  beg  of 
you,  that  I  ma}'  at  last  believe  it !  Tell 
me  for  the  hundredth  time  that  you  refuse 
my  love,  which  had  your  mother's  sanc- 
tion. Make  me  fully  comprehend  that 
you  are  trifling  with  my  happiness,  that 
m}'  life  or  death  are  immaterial  to  you. 
Ah  !  to  have  dreamed  for  ten  years  of 
being  3'our  husband,  Mercedes,  and  to 
lose  tiiat  hope,  which  was  the  only  sta}- 
of  my  existence  !  " 

"  At  least  it  was  not  I  who  ever  encour- 
aged you  in  that  shape,  Fernand,"  re- 
plied Mercedes;  "you  cannot  reproach 
me  with  the  slightest  co(|uetry.  I  have 
always  said  to  you,  '  I  love  you  as  a  bro- 
ther; but  do  not  ask  from  me  more  than 
sisterl}'  alfection,  for  my  heart  is  anoth- 
er's.'    Is  not  this  true,  Fernand  ?  " 

'•Yes,  I  know  it  well,  Mercedes,"  re- 
plied the  young  man.  "  Yes,  you  have 
been  cruelly  fmnk  with  me  ;  but  do  you 
forget  that  it  is  among  the  Catalans  a 
sacred  law  to  intermarry  ?  " 

"  You  mistake,  Fernand,  it.  is  not  a  law, 
but  merely  a  custom  ;  and,  I  pray  of  you, 
do  not  cite  this  custom  in  your  favoi*. 
You  an^  included  in  the  consci-iption. 
Fernand,  and  are  oidy  at  liberty  on  suf- 
ferance, liable  at  any  moment  to  be  called 
upon  to  take  up  arms.     Once  a  soldier, 


what  would  you  do  with  me,  a  poor  or- 
phan, forlorn,  without  fortune,  with  noth- 
ing but  a  hut,  half  in  ruins,  containing 
some  ragged  nets,  a  miserable  inheritance 
left  by  my  father  to  my  mother,  and  by 
my  mother  to  me  ?  She  has  been  dead  a 
year,  and  30U  know,  Fernand,  I  have  sub- 
sisted almost  entire!}'  on  public  charity. 
Sometimes  you  pretend  I  am  useful  to 
you,  and  that  is  an  excuse  to  share  with 
me  the  produce  of  your  fishing,  and  I  ac- 
cept it,  Fernand,  because  you  are  the  son 
of  m}'^  father's  brother,  because  we  were 
brought  up  together,  and  still  more  be- 
cause it  would  give  you  so  much  pain  if  I 
refuse.  But  I  feel  very  deeply  that  this 
fish  which  I  go  and  sell,  and  with  the 
produce  of  which  I  buy  the  flax  I  spin — 
I  feel  very  keenly,  Fernand,  that  this  is 
charity." 

"And  if  it  were,  Mercedes,  poor  and 
lone  as  you  are,  you  suit  me  as  well  as 
the  daughter  of  the  first  ship-owner,  or 
the  richest  banker  of  Marseilles  !  What 
do  such  as  we  desire  but  a  good  wife 
and  careful  housekeeper,  and  where  can 
I  look  for  these  better  than  in  you?" 

"Fernand,"  answered  Mercedes,  shak- 
ing her  head,  "'  a  woman  becomes  a  bad 
manager,  and  who  shall  say  she  will  re- 
main an  honest  woman,  when  she  loves 
another  man  better  than  her  husband  ? 
Rest  content  with  my  friendship,  for  I 
repeat  to  you  that  is  all  I  can  promise, 
and  1  will  promise  no  more  than  I  can 
bestow." 

"  I  understand,"  replied  Fernand,  "you 
can  endure  your  own  wretchedness  pa- 
tiently, but  you  are  afraid  of  mine.  W>11, 
Mercedes,  beloved  by  you,  I  would  tempt 
fortune,  you  would  bring  me  good  luck, 
and  I  should  become  rich.  1  could  extend 
my  occupation  as  a  fisherman,  might  get 
a  place  as  clerk  in  a  wareliouse,  and  be- 
come myself  a  dealer  in  time." 

"  You  could  do  no  such  thing,  Fernand  ; 
you  are  a  soldier,  and  if  you  remain  at  the 
Catalans,  it  is  because  there  is  not  a  war ; 
so  remain  a  fisherman,  And  contented  with 
my  fi'iendship,  as  I  cannot  give  you  more." 

"  Well,  you  are  right,  Mercedes.  I  will 
be  a  sailor  ;  instead  of  the  costume  of  our 
fathers,  which  you  despise,  I  will  wear  a 
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varnished  hat,  a  striped  shirt,  and  a  blue 
jacket,  with  an  anclior  on  the  buttons. 
Would  not  that  dress  please  you  ?  " 

<'Wliat  do  you  mean?"  asked  Mer- 
cedes, darting-  at  him  an  ang-ry  g-lance— 
''  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  do  not  under- 
stand you." 

"  I  mean,  Mercedes,  that  jow  are  tlius 
harsh  and  cruel  Avith  me,  because  you  are 
expecting-  some  one  who  is  thus  attired  ; 
but,  perhaps,  he  whom  j'ou  await,  is  in- 
constant, or  if  he  is  not,  the  sea  is  so  to 
him." 

''  Fernand  !  "  cried  Mercedes,  '*  I  be- 
lieved 3'ou  were  good-hearted,  and  I  was 
mistaken  !  Fernand,  you  are  wicked  to 
call  to  your  aid  jealousj^  and  the  anger  of 
God  !  Yes,  I  will  not  den^'  it,  I  do  await, 
and  I  do  love  him  to  whom  you  allude ; 
and,  if  he  does  not  return,  instead  of 
accusing  him  of  the  inconstancy  which  3'ou 
insinuate,  I  will  tell  j^ou  that  he  died  lov- 
ing me  and  me  onl3^"  The  young  Catalan 
made  a  gesture  of  rage. 

''  I  understand  you,  Fernand ;  3'ou  would 
be  revenged  on  him  because  I  do  not  love 
you  ;  you  would  cross  your  Catalan  knife 
with  his  dirk.  What  end  would  that 
ansAver  ?  To  lose  j^ou  m\'  friendship  if  he 
Avere  conquered,  and  see  that  friendship 
changed  into  hate  if  3'ou  Avere  conqueror. 
BelieA'e  me,  to  seek  a  quarrel  with  a  man 
is  a  bad  method  of  pleasing-  the  Avoman 
Avho  loA-es  that  man.  No,  Fernand,  a'ou 
Avill  not  thus  giA^e  Ava}'-  to  evil  thoughts. 
Unable  to  have  me  for  your  Avife,  3-0U  will 
content  3'ourself  Avith  haAnng  me  for  3'our 
friend  and  sister ;  and  besides,"  she  added, 
her  eyes  troubled  and  moistened  Avith 
tears,  "Avait,  wait,  Fernand;  you  said 
just  now  that  the  sea  Avas  treacherous, 
and  he  has  been  gone  four  months,  and 
during  these  four  months  Ave  luxA'e  had 
some  terrible  storms." 

Fernand  made  no  reply,  nor  did  he  at- 
tempt to  check  the  tears  Avhich  floAved 
doAvn  the  cheeks  of  Mercedes,  although  for 
each  of  those  tears  he  Avould  have  shed 
his  heart's  blood  ;  but  these  tears  floAA-ed 
for  another.  He  arose,  paced  aAvhile  up 
and  doAvn  the  hut,  and  then,  suddenly 
stopping  befoi-e  Mercedes,  Avith  his  eyes 
glowing  and    his  hands  clenched — **8;iv. 


Mercedes,"  he  said,  *'  once  for  all,  is  this 
your  final  determination  ?  * ' 

"I  loA'e  Edmond  Dantes,"  the  young- 
girl  calmly  replied,  "  and  none  but  Ed- 
mond shall  CA-er  be  m^^  husband." 

"  And   you    Avill    always    love   him  ?  " 

''As  long-  as  1  live." 

Fernand  let  fall  his  head  like  a  de- 
feated man,  heaA^ed  a  sigh  which  resembled 
a  groan,  and  then  suddenly  looking-  her 
full  in  the  face,  Avith  clenched  teeth  and 
expanded  nostrils,  said — "But  if  he  is 
dead—" 

*'If  he  is  dead,  I  shall  die  too," 

"  If  he  has  forgotten  you — " 

"Mercedes!"  cried  a  voice,  joyously, 
outside  the  house — "  Mercedes  !  " 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  the^'oung  g-iri,  blush- 
ing- with  delight,  and  springing-  up  with 
love,  "you  see  he  has  not  forg-otten  me, 
for  here  he  is  !  "  And  rushing  toward 
the  door,  she  opened  it,  saying-,  "  Here, 
Edmond,  here  I  am  !  " 

Fernand,  pale  and  trembling,  receded 
like  a  traA'eler  at  the  sight  of  a  serpent, 
and  fell  into  a  chair  beside  him.  Edmond 
and  Mercedes  were  clasped  in  each  other's 
arms.  The  burning  sun  of  Marseilles, 
Avhicli  penetrated  the  room  by  the  open 
door,  covered  them  with  a  flood  of  light. 
At  first  they  saAA-  nothing  around  them. 
Their  intense  happiness  isolated  them  from 
all  the  rest  of  the  Avorld,  and  they  only 
spoke  in  broken  words,  Avhich  are  the 
tokens  of  a  J03'  so  extreme  that  thcA^  seem 
rather  the  expression  of  sorrow.  Sud- 
denly Edmond  saw  the  gloomy  counte- 
nance of  Fernand,  as  it  Avas' defined  in  the 
shadoAV,  pale  and  threatening,  and  bA'  a 
moA'ement,  for  Avhich  he  could  scarcely 
account  to  himself,  the  young-  Catalan 
placed  his  hand  on  the  knife  at  his  belt. 

"  Ah  !  your  pardon,"  said  Dantes, 
froAvning  in  his  turn  ;  '*  I  did  not  perceive 
that  there  Avore  three  of  us."  Tlien.  turn- 
ing- to  Mercedes,  he  inquired.  '*  Who  is 
this  gentleman?  " 

"  One  Avho  avIU  be  your  best  friend, 
Dantes,  for  he  is  my  friend,  my  cousin,  my 
brother ;  it  is  Fernand — the  man  whom, 
after  you,  Edmond,  I  love  the  best  in  the 
Avorld.     Do  you  not  remember  him  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  said  Edmond.  and  Avithout  re- 
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linquishing-  Mercedes'  hand  clasped  in  one 
of  his  own,  he  extended  the  other  to  the 
Catalan  with  a  cordial  air.  But  Fernana, 
instead  of  responding-  to  this  amiable  gest- 
ure, remained  mute  and  trembling-.  Ed- 
mond  then  cast  his  exes  scrutinizing-ly  at 
Mercedes,  ag-itated  and  embarrassed,  and 
then  ag-ain  on  Fernand,  g-loomy  and  men- 
acing-. This  look  told  him  all,  and  his 
brow  became  suffused  and  angrj-. 

"I  did  not  know,  when  I  came  with 
such  haste  to  j'ou,  that  I  was  to  meet  an 
enemy  here." 

"  An  enemy  !  "  cried  Mercedes,  with  an 
ang-ry  look  at  her  cousin.  "An  enemy  in 
my  house,  do  you  saj',  Edmond  !  If  I  be- 
lieved that,  I  would  place  my  arm  under 
3'ours  and  g-o  with  you  to  Marseilles,  leav- 
ing the  house  to  return  to  it  no  more." 

Fernand's  eye  darted  lig-htning-.  "  And 
should  any  misfortune  occur  to  you,  dear 
Edmond,"  she  continued,  with  the  same 
calmness  which  proved  to  Fernand  that 
the  young-  girl  had  read  the  very  inner- 
most depths  of  his  sniister  thoug-ht,  ''if 
misfortune  should  occur  to  you,  I  would 
ascend  the  highest  point  of  the  Cape  de 
Morglon,  and  cast  myself  headlong  from 
it."  Fernand  became  deadly  pale.  ''But 
you  are  deceived,  Edmond,"  she  continued. 
**  You  have  no  enemy  here — there  is  no 
one  but  Fernand,  my  brother,  who  will 
grasp  your  hand  as  a  devoted  friend." 

And  at  these  words  the  young  giil  fixed 
hei-  iraper-ious  look  on  the  Catalan,  who, 
as  if  fascinated  by  it,  came  slowh-  toward 
Edmond  and  offered  him  his  hand.  His 
liatred,  liUe  a  powerless  though  furious 
wave,  was  brokrn  against  the  strong  as- 
cendency- wliich  Mercedes  exercised  over 
liiin.  Scarcely,  however,  had  he  touched 
Edmond's  hand  than  he  felt  he  had  done 
all  he  could  do,  and  rushed  liaslijy  out 
of  the  house. 

"Oh  !"  he  «'xclainied,  running  funous- 
\y  and  tearing  his  hair  — "Oh!  who  will 
deliver  me  from  this  man  ?  Wretched — 
wretched  that  I  am  !  "  * 

"Hallo,  Catalan!  Hallo,  Fernand! 
where  are  you  running  to  ?  "  exclaimed  a 
voice. 

The  young  man  stopped  suddenly,  looked 
around    him,  and    perceived    Caderousse 


sitting  at  table  with  Danglars  under  an 
arbor. 

"Well,"  said  Caderousse,  "why  don't 
j-ou  come  ?  Are  you  reallj-  in  such  a  hur- 
ry that  you  have  no  time  to  say  '  hoAv  do  ' 
to  your  friends?  " 

"  Particularly  when  they  have  still  a 
full  bottle  before  them,"  added  Danglars. 
Fernand  looked  at  them  both  with  a  stu- 
pefied air,  but  did  not  say  a  word. 

"He  seems  besotted,"  said  Danglars, 
pushing  Caderousse  with  his  knee.  "'  Are 
we  mistaken,  and  is  Dantes  triumphant 
in  spite  of  all  we  have  believed  ?  " 

"  W^h}^,  w^e  must  inquire  into  that,"  was 
Caderousse's  reph';  and  turning  toward 
the  young  man,  said  :  "  Well,  Catalan, 
can't  3'ou  make  up  your  mind  ?  " 

Fernand  wiped  away  the  perspiration 
streaming  from  his  brow,  and  slowly  en- 
tered the  arbor,  whose  shade  seemed  to  re- 
store somewhat  of  calmness  to  his  senses, 
and  whose  coolness  somewhat  of  refresh- 
ment to  his  exhausted  bod3% 

"  Good  day,"  said  he.  "  You  called  me, 
didn't  3-ou  ?  "  And  he  fell,  ratlier  than 
sat  down,  on  one  of  the  seats  which  sur- 
rounded the  table. 

"  I  called  you  because  you  were  running 
like  a  madman,  and  I  was  afraid  3'ou  would 
throw  3'Ourself  into  the  sea,"  said  Cade- 
rousse, laughing.  "Why!  when  a  man 
has  friends,  they  are  not  only  to  offer  him 
a  glass  of  wine,  but,  moreover,  to  prevent 
his  swallowing  three  or  four  pints  of  water 
unnecessarily  !  " 

Fernand  gave  a  groan,  which  resembled 
a  sob,  and  dropped  his  head  into  his  hands, 
his  elbows  leaning  on  the  table. 

"  Well,  Fei'nand,  I  must  say,"  said 
Caderousse,  beginning  the  conversation, 
with  that  brutality  of  the  common  people 
in  which  curiosity'  destroys  all  diplomacy, 
"you  look  uncommonly  like  a  rejected 
lover;  "  and  he  burst  into  a  hoarse  laugh. 

"Bah!"  said  Danglars,  "a  lad  of  his 
make  was  not.  born  to  be  unhappy  in  love. 
You  are  huigliing  at  him,  Caderousse  !  " 

"No,"  lie  replied,  "  only  liark  how  he 
sighs  !  Come,  come,  Fernand  !  "  said 
Caderousse,  "hold  up  your  head  and  an- 
swer us.  It's  not  polite  not  to  reply  to 
friends  who  ask  news  of  your  health." 
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"  My  health  is  well  enoug-h,"  said  Fer- 
nand,  clenching-  his  hands  without  raising- 
his  head. 

"  Ah  !  you  see,  Danglars,"  said  Cade- 
i-ousse,  winking-  at  his  f  fiend,  "  this  it  is  ; 
Fernand,  whom  you  see  here,  is  a  g-oodand 
brave  Catalan,  one  of  the  best  fishermen  in 
Marseilles,  and  he  is  in  love  with  a  ver^^ 
fine  g-irl,  named  Mercedes ;  but  it  appears, 
unfortunately,  that  the  fine  g-irl  is  in  love 
with  the  second  in  command  on  board  the 
Pharaon ;  and,  as  the  Pharaon  arrived 
to-daj'' — vfhv,  you  understand  !  " 

"  No,  I  do  not  understand,"  said  Dan- 
glars. 

"Poor  Fernand  has  been  dismissed," 
continued  Caderousse. 

"■  Well,  and  what  then  ?  "  said  Fernand, 
lifting-  up  his  head,  and  looking-  at  Cade- 
rousse like  a  man  who  looks  for  some  one 
on  whom  to  vent  his  ang-er ;  "  Mercedes  is 
not  accountable  to  i\wy  person,  is  she  ?  Is 
she  not  free  to  love  whomsoever  she  will  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  if  you  take  it  in  that  sense,"  said 
Caderousse,  "  it  is  another  thing- !  But  I 
thought  you  were  a  Catalan,  and  thej'^  told 
me  the  Catalans  were  not  men  to  allow 
themselves  to  be  supplanted  by  a  rival.  It 
was  even  told  me  that  Fernand,  especially, 
was  terrible  in  his  veng-eance." 

Fernand  smiled  piteously.  "  A  lover  is 
never  terrible,"  he  said. 

"Poor  fellow!"  remarked  Dang-lars, 
affecting-  to  \»\ty  the  young-  man  from  the 
bottom  of  his  heart.  "  Wlu^,  you  see,  he 
did  not  expect  to  see  Dantes  return  so 
suddenly  !  he  thoug-ht  he  was  dead,  per- 
haps; or  perchance  faithless  !  These  things 
always  come  on  us  more  severely  when 
tlie,y  come  suddenly." 

"  Ah,  ma  foi,  under  anj-  circum- 
stances !  "  said  Caderousse.  who  di-ank  as 
he  spoke,  and  on  whom  the  fumes  of  the 
wine  of  La  Malgue  beg-an  to  take  effect — 
"under  any  circumstances  Fernand  is  not 
the  only  person  put  out  by  the  fort  unate 
arrival  of  Dantes  ;  is  he,  Dang-lars  ?  " 

"No,  you  are  right — and  I  should  say 
that  would  bring-  hiiu  ill-luck." 

*'  Well,  never  mind,"  answered  Cade- 
rousse, pouring  out  a  glass  of  wine  for 
Fernand,  and  filling  his  own  for  the  eiglith 
or  ninth  time,  while  Danglars  had  merelv 


sipped  his.  ''  Never  mind — in  the  mean- 
time he  marries  Mercedes — the  lovely  Mer- 
cedes— at  least,  he  returns  to  do  that." 

During-  this  time  Dang-lars  fixed  his  pierc- 
ing- glaiice  on  the  3'oung  man.  on  whose 
heart  Caderousse's  words  fell  like  molten 
lead. 

"  And  when  is  the  wedding-  to  be  ?  "  he 
asked. — "  Oh,  it  is  not  3'et  fixed  !  "  mur- 
mured Fernand. 

"No,  but  it  will  be,"  said  Caderousse, 
"'  as  sureh'  as  Dantes  will  be  captain  of  the 
Pharaon — eh,  Dang-lars  ?  " 

Dang-lars  shuddered  at  this  unexpected 
attack,  and  turned  to  Caderousse,  whose 
countenance  he  scrutinized,  to  try  and  de- 
tect whether  the  blow  was  premeditated  : 
but  he  read  nothing  but  envy  in  a  counte- 
nance already  rendered  brutal  and  stupid 
by  drunkenness. 

"Well,"  said  he,  filling  the  glasses, 
"  let  us  drink  to  Captain  Edmond  Dantes, 
husband  of  the  beautiful  Catalane  !  " 

Caderousse  raised  his  glass  to  his  mouth 
with  unsteady  hand,  and  swallowed  the 
contents  at  a  gulp.  Fernand  dashed  his 
on  the  ground. 

"  Eh  !  eh  I  eh  !  "  stammered  Caderousse. 
"  What  do  1  see  down  tliere  by  the  wall, 
in  the  direclion  of  the  Catalans?  Look, 
Fernand  !  your  eyes  are  better  than  mine. 
I  believe  I  see  double.  You  know  wine  is 
a  deceiver ;  but  I  should  say  it  was  two 
lovers  walking  side  by  side  and  hand  in 
hand.  Heaven  forgive  me  !  they  do  not 
know  that  we  can  see  them,  and  they  are 
actualh'  embracing !  " 

Danglars  did  not  lose  one  pang  that 
Fernand  emlured. 

"'  Do  you  know  them,  M.  Fernand  ?  "  lie 
said . 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply,  in  a  low  voice. 
"  It  is  M.  Edmond  and  Mademoiselle  Mer- 
cedes." 

"  Ah  !  see  there  now  !  "said  Caderousse  ; 
'•  and  I  did  not  recognize  them  !  Holla, 
Dantes!  holla,  lovely  damsel !  Come  this 
way,  and  let  us  know  wlien  the  wedding  is 
to  be,  for  i\I.  Fernand  here  is  so  obstinato 
he  will  not  tell  us  !  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  will  you  ?  "  said 
Danglai*s,  pretending  to  I'estrain  Cade- 
rousse, who,  with  the  tenacity  of  drunk- 
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ards,  leaned  out  of  the  arbor.  ''  Try  to 
stand  uprig-ht,  and  let  the  lovers  make 
love  without  interruption.  See,  look  at 
M.  Fernand,  and  follow  his  example;  he 
is  "vvell  behaved  !  ''  • 

Fernand,  probably  excited  beyond  bear- 
ing, pricked  b}'  Danglars,  as  the  bull  is  by 
the  bandilleros,  was  about  to  rush  out ;  for 
he  had  risen  from  his  seat,  and  seemed  to 
be  collecting-  himself  to  dash  headlong-  upon 
his  rival,  when  Mercedes,  smiling  and 
graceful,  lifted  up  her  lovel}"  head,  and 
showed  her  clear  and  bright  eye.  At  this 
Fernand  recollected  her  threat  of  dying  if 
Edmond  died,  and  di'opped  again  heavil.y 
on  his  seat.  Danglars  looked  at  the  two 
men,  one  after  the  other,  the  one  brutal- 
ized b\' liquor,  the  other  overwhelmed  with 
love. 

''  I  shall  extract  nothing-  from  these 
fools,"  he  muttered;  "and  1  am  very 
much  afraid  of  being  here  between  a  drunk- 
ard and  a  coward.  Yet  this  Catalan  has 
eyes  that  glisten  like  the  Spaniards,  Sicil- 
ians, and  Calabrians,  who  practice  i-evenge 
so  well.  Unquestionably,  Edmond 's  star 
is  in  the  ascendant,  and  he  will  marry  the 
splendid  girl — he  will  be  captain,  too,  and 
laugh  at  us  all,  unless — "  a  sinister  smile 
passed  over  Danglars'  lips  —  "unless  I 
mingle  in  the  affair,"  he  added. 

"  Hallo  !  "  continued  Caderousse,  half  ris- 
ing-, and  with  his  fist  on  the  table,  "hallo, 
Edmond  !  do  you  not  see  3'our  friends,  oi- 
are  you  too  proud  to  speak  to  them  ?  " 

"No,  my  dear  fellow  I  "  replied  Dantes, 
"I  am  not  proud,  but  I  am  happy;  and  hap- 
piness blinds,  I  think,  more  than  pride." 

"  Ah  !  very  well,  that's  an  explana- 
tion!  "  said  Caderousse.  "Well,  g-ood 
day,  Madame  Dantes  !  " 

Mercedes  curiseyed  giavely,  and  said — 
"  That  is  not  my  name,  and  in  my  country 
it  bodes  ill  fortune,  they  say,  to  call  young 
gii-ls  by  1h<!  nanieof  llicii-  bet  i-ot  lied  before 
he  l)ec()in('s  tlieii-  husband.  Call  nie,  then, 
Merced«'s,  if  ^ou  please." 

"  We  nuist  excuse;  our  worthy  n<'iglibor, 
Caderousse,"  said  Dant.cs,  "  he  is  so  easil3' 
mistaken." 

"  So,  tlien,  the  wedding  is  to  tako  place 
immediately.  M.  Dantes,"  saitl  Danglars, 
bdwini;-  to  llic  young  couple. 


"'  As  soon  as  jjossible,  M.  Dang-lars  ;  to- 
day all  preliminaries  will  be  arrang-ed  at 
my  father's,  and  to-morrow,  or  next  da3'' 
at  latest,  the  wedding  festival  here  at  La 
Reserve.  My  friends  will  be  there,  I  hope  ; 
that  is  to  say,  you  are  invited,  M.  Dan- 
glars, and  you,  Caderousse." 

"And  Fernand,"  said  Caderousse  with, 
a  chuckle  ;  "  Fernand,  too,  is  invited  !  " 

"  My  wife's  brother  is  m}'^  brother,"  said 
Edmond  ;  "  and  we,  Mercedes  and  I,  should 
be  very  sorry  if  he  were  absent  at  such  a 
time." 

Fernand  opened  his  mouth  to'reply,  but 
his  voice  died  on  his  lips,  and  he  could  not 
utter  a  word. 

"  To-day  the  preliminaries,  to-morrow 
or  next  day  the  ceremony  I  3'ou  are  in  a 
hurrj-,  captain  !  " 

"  Danglars,"  said  Edmond,  smiling,  "  I 
will  sa3'  to  5^ou  as  Mercedes  said  just  now 
to  Caderousse,  '  Do  not  give  me  a  title 
which  does  not  belong  to  me  ; '  that  may 
bring  me  bad  luck." 

"Your  pardon,"  replied  Danglars,  "I 
merely  said  you  seemed  in  a  hurry,  and 
we  have  lots  of  time,  the  Pharaon  cannot 
be  under  weigh  again  in  less  than  three 
months." 

"  We  are  al  ways  in  a  hurry  to  be  happy, 
M.  Danglars  ;  foi*  when  we  have  suffered 
a  long  time,  Ave  have  great  difficulty  in 
believing  in  good  fortune.  But  it  is  not 
selfishness  alone  that  makes  me  thus  in 
haste  ;  I  must  go  to  Paris." 

"  To  Paris  !  really  !  and  will  it  be  the 
first  time  you  have  ever  been  there. 
Dantes?^'— "Yes." 

"  Have  you  business  there  ?  " — "  Not  of 
my  own  ;  the  last  commission  of  poor  Cap- 
tain Leclere ;  you  know  to  what  I  allude. 
Danglars — it  is  sacred.  Besides,  I  shall 
only  take  the  time  to  go  and  return." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  understand,"  said  Dan-  I 
glars,  and  then  in  a  low  tone  he  added, 
"  To  Paris,  no  doubt  to  deliver  the  letter 
which  the  Grand  Marshal  gave  liim.  Ah  ! 
this  letter  gives  me  an  idea — a  capital 
idea!  Ah!  Dantes,  my  friend,  you  are 
not  yet  registered  number  one  on  board 
the  good  ship  Pharaon;''  then  turning 
toward  Edmond,  who  was  walking  away, 
"  Good  journey,"  lie  cried. 
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"Thank  ye,"  said  Edmond  with  a 
friendly  nod,  and  the  two  lovers  con- 
tinued their  route,  calm  and  joyous. 


CHAPTER     IV. 

CONSPIRACY. 

Danglars  followed  Edmond  and  Mer- 
cedes with  his  eyes  until  the  two  lovers 
disappeared  behind  one  of  the  angles  of 
Fort  Saint  Nicolas,  then  turning-  round, 
he  perceived  Fernand,  who  had  fallen, 
pale  and  trembling-  into  his  chair,  while 
Caderousse  stammered  out  the  words  of  a 
drinking-song. 

"Well,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Danglars  to 
Fernand,  "  here  is  a  marriage  which  does 
not  appear  to  make  everybody  happy." 

"It  drives  me  to  despair,"  said  Fer- 
nand. 

"  Do  you,  then,  love  Mercedes  ?  " — "  I 
adore  her !  " 

"Have  3^ou  loved  her  long?" — "Ever 
since  I  have  known  her." 

"  And  you  sit  there,  tearing  your  hair, 
instead  of  seeking  to  remed}'  3'our  condi- 
tion ;  I  did  not  think  it  was  thus  3'our 
nation  acted," — "What  would  you  have 
me  do  ?  "  said  Fernand. 

"How  do  I  know  ?  Is  it  my  affair?  I 
am  not  in  love  with  Mademoiselle  Mer- 
cedes; but  for  you — seek,  and  you  shall 
find." 

"  I  have  found  already." — "  What  ?  " 

"  I  would  stab  the  man,  but  the  woman 
told  me  that  if  any  misfortune  happened 
to  her  betrothed  she  would  kill  herself." 

"  Pooh  !  women  say  those  thing's,  but 
never  do  them." 

"  You  do  not  know  Mercedes  ;  what  she 
threatens  she  will  do." 

"  Idiot!"  nmttered  Danglars  ;  "  whether 
she  kill  herself  or  not  what  matter,  pro- 
vided Dantes  is  not  captain  ?  " 

"Before  Mercedes  should  die,"  replied 
Fernand.  with  the  accents  of  unshaken 
resolution,  "  I  would  die  myself !  " 

"That's  what  I  call  love  !  "  said  Cade- 
rousse with  a  voice  more  tipsy  than  ever. 
"That's  love,  or  I  don't  know  what  love 
is." 

"Come,"  said  Danglars,  "you  appear 
I0  nic  a  good  sort  of  follow,  and  hang  me  ! 
init  I  should  like  to  help  you,  but — " 


"  Yes,"  said  Caderousse,  "  but  how  ?  " 

"My  dear  fellow,"  replied  Danglars, 
"  you  are  three  parts  drunk ;  finish  the 
bottle,  and  3'ou  will  be  completely'-  so. 
Drink,  then,  and  do  not  meddle  with  what 
we  are  discussing,  for  that  requires  all 
one's  wit  and  cool  judgment." 

"  I — drunk  !  "  said  Caderousse  ;  "well, 
that's  a  good  one  !  I  could  drink  four 
more  such  bottles ;  they  are  no  bigger 
than  Eau-de-Cologne  flasks.  Pere  Pam- 
phile,  more  wine  !  "  and  Caderousse  rattled 
his  glass  upon  the  table. 

"  You  were  saying,  sir — "  said  Fernand, 
awaiting  wuth  great  anxiety  the  end  of 
this  interrupted  remark. 

"What  was  I  saying  ?  I  forget.  This 
drunken  Caderousse  has  made  me  lose  the 
thread  of  my  sentence." 

"  Drunk,  if  you  like  ;  so  much  the  worse 
for  those  who  fear  wine,  for  it  is  because 
the}^  have  some  bad  thoughts  which  they 
are  afraid  the  liquor  will  extract  from 
their  hearts;  "  and  Caderousse  began  to 
sing  the  two  last  lines  of  a  song  ver3' 
popular  at  the  time — 

"  '  Tons  les  mechants  sont  beuveurs  d'eau  ; 
C'est  bien  prouve  par  le  deluge." " 

"  You  said,  sir,  you  would  like  to  help 
me,  but — " 

"  Yes ;  but  I  added,  to  help  3-0U  it 
would  be  sufficient  that  Dantes  did  not 
marry  her  you  love  ;  and  the  marriage 
may  easily  be  thwarted,  methinks,  and 
yet  Dantes  need  not  die." 

"Death  alone  can  separate  them,"  re- 
marked Fernand. 

"You  talk  like  a  noodle,  my  fi'iend," 
said  Caderousse;  "and  here  is  Danglars, 
who  is  a  wide-awake,  clever,  deep  fellow, 
who  will  prove  to  you  that  you  are  wrong. 
Prove  it,  Danglars.  I  have  answered  for 
you.  Say  there  is  no  need  why  Dantes 
should  die  :  it  would,  indeed,  be  a  pit}'  he 
should,  Dantes  is  a  good  fellow:  I  like 
Dantes  I     Dantes.  your  health,'' 

Fernand  rose  impatiently,  "  Let  him 
run  on,"  said  Danglars.  resti-aining  the 
young  man  :  "drunk  as  he  is,  he  is  not 
much  (nit  in  what  he  says.  Absence 
severs  as  well  as  death,  anii  if  the  walls 
of  a  prison  were  between  Edmond  and 
Mercedes   thev    would   be    as    ctTectually 
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separated  as  if  he  lav  under  a  tomb- 
stone." 

"  Yes ;  only  people  g-et  out  of  prison,'' 
said  Caderousse,  who,  with  what  sense  was 
left  him,  listened  eag-erly  to  the  conversa- 
tion, '•'  and  when  they  g-et  out,  and  their 
names  are  Edmond  Dantes,  they  re- 
venge— " 

"  What  matters  that  ?  "'  muttered  Fer- 
nand. 

"  And  wh}',  I  should  like  to  know,"  per- 
sisted Caderousse,  ''should  they  put  Dan- 
tes in  prison  ?  he  has  neither  robbed,  nor 
killed,  nor  murdered." 

''Hold  3-our  tongue  !  "  said  Danglars. 

"  I  won't  hold  my  tongue ! "  replied 
Caderousse;  "Isa\'Iwant  to  know  \\hy 
the}'  should  put  Dantes  in  prison ;  I  like 
Dantes  ;  Dantes,  your  health  !  "  and  he 
swallowed  another  glass  of  wine. 

Danglars  saw  in  the  muddled  look  of  the 
tailor  the  progi'ess  of  his  intoxication,  and 
turning  toward  Fernand  said,  "  Well,  you 
understand  there  is  no  need  to  kill  him." 

"  Certainl}'^  not,  if,  as  you  said  just  now, 
3^ou  have  the  means  of  having  Dantes  ar- 
rested.    Have  3'ou  tliat  means  ?  " 

*'  It  is  to  be  found  for  the  searching. 
But  why  should  I  meddle  in  the  matter? 
it  is  no  affair  of  mine." 

"I  know  not  why  you  meddle,"  said 
Fernand,  seizing-  his  arm;  "but  this  I 
know,  you  have  some  motive  of  personal 
hatred  against  Dantes,  for  he  who  himself 
hates  is  never  mistaken  in  the  sentiments 
of  others." 

"  I !  motives  of  hatred  against  Dantes? 
None,  on  m^'  word  !  I  saw  you  were  un- 
happy, and  your  unhappiness  interested 
me;  that's  all;  but  the  moment  you  be- 
lieve I  act  for  niy  own  account ,  adieu,  my 
dear  friend,  get  out  of  the  affair  as  best 
you  may  ;  "  and  Danglars  rose  as  if  he 
meant  to  depart . 

"No,  no,"  said  Fernand,  restraining 
him,  "stay!  it  is  of  vcr^'  little  conse- 
quence to  me  at  the  end  of  the  matter 
wlietlier  you  have  any  angry  feeling  or 
not  against  Dantes.  I  hate  liim  !  1  con- 
fess it  openly.  Do  you  find  the  means,  I 
will  execut<«  it,  provided  it  is  not  to  kill 
the  man,  for  Mercedes  has  decl:ii-ed  she 
will  kill  herself  if  Dantes  is  killed." 


Caderousse,  Avho  had  let  his  head  drop 
on  the  table,  now  raised  it,  and  looking"  at 
Fernand  with  his  dull  and  fishy  eyes  he 
said — '•  Kill  Dantes  !  who  talks  of  killing- 
Dantes  ?  I  won't  have  him  killed — I  w'on't  I 
He's  my  friend,  and  this  morning  offered 
to  share  his  money  -with  me,  as  I  shared 
mine  with  him.  I  won't  have  Dantes  killed 
—I  won't !  " 

'•'  And  who  has  said  a  word  about  kill- 
ing- him,  muddlehead  ?  "  replied  Danglars. 
"  We  were  merely  joking  :  drink  to  his 
health,"  he  added,  filling  Caderousse's 
glass,  "  and  do  not  interfere  with  us." 

"  Yes,  A-es,  Dantes'  good  health  !  "  said 
Caderousse,  emptA'ing  his  glass,  ''here's 
to  his  health  I  his  health  I — hurrah  !  " 

"But  the  means — the  means?"  said 
Fernand. 

"  Have  you  not  hit  upon  any  ?  " 

"  No  I — 3'ou  undertook  to  do  so." 

"  True,"  replied  Danglars ;  • '  the  French 
have  the  superiority  over  the  Spaniards, 
that  the  Spaniards  ruminate,  while  the- 
French  invent." 

"Do  vou  invent,  then?''  said  Fernand, 
impatiently. 

"Waiter,"  said  Danglars,  "pen,  ink. 
and  paper." — "  Pen,  ink,  and  pa  per,  "^ 
muttered  Fernand. 

"Yes;  I  am  a  supercargo;  pen,  ink, 
and  paper  are  my  tools,  and  without  my 
tools  I  am  fit  for  nothing." 

"Pen,  ink,  and  paper!"  then,  called 
Fernand,  loudly. 

"All  you  require  is  a  table,"  said  tin* 
waiter,  pointing  to  the  writing  materials. 

"  Bring  them  here."  The  waiter  did  as 
he  was  desired. 

"When  one  thinks,"  said  Caderousse^ 
letting  his  hand  drop  on  the  paper,  "  there 
is  here  wherewithal  to  kill  a  man  more 
sure  than  if  we  waited  at  the  corner  of  a 
wood  to  assassinate  him  !  I  have  always 
had  more  diead  of  a  pen,  a  bottle  of  ink, 
and  a  sheet  of  paper,  than  of  a  sword  or 
pistol." 

"The  fellow  is  not  so  drunk  as  he  ap- 
pears to  be,''  said  Danglars.  "  Give  him 
some  more  wine,  Fernand."'  Fernand 
filled  Caderousse's  glass,  who,  toper  as  he 
was,  lifted  his  hand  from  the  paper  and 
seized  the  glass. 
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The  Catalan  watched  him  until  Cade- 
rousse,  almost  overcome  by  this  fresh 
assault  on  his  senses,  rested,  or  rather 
allowed  his  glass  to  fall  upon  the  table. 
"Well!"  resumed  the  Catalan,  as  he 
saw  the  final  g'limmer  of  Caderousse's 
reason  vanishing-  before  the  last  giass  of 
wine. 

"Well,  then,  I  should  say,  for  instance," 
resumed  Danglars,  "  that  if  after  a  voy- 
age such  as  Dantes  has  just  made,  and  in 
which  he  touched  the  isle  of  Elba,  some 
one  were  to  denounce  him  to  the  king"'s 
procureur  as  a  Bonapartist  ag'ent — " 

'•'  I  will  denounce  him  !  "  exclaimed  the 
young"  man,  hastily". 

"Yes,  but  t\\ey  will  make  you  then  sig"n 
your  declaration,  and  confront  3'ou  with 
him  you  have  denounced  ;  I  Avill  supply 
you  with  the  means  of  supporting*  your 
accusation,  for  I  know  the  fact  well.  But 
Dantes  cannot  remain  forever  in  prison, 
and  one  da\^  or  other  he  will  leave  it,  and 
the  day  when  he  comes  out,  woe  betide 
him  who  was  the  cause  of  his  incarcera- 
tion !  " 

"  Oh,  I  should  wish  nothing-  better  than 
that  he  would  come  and  seek  a  quarrel 
with  me." 

"Yes,  and  Mercedes!  Mercedes,  who 
will  detest  you  if  3'ou  have  onh'  the  mis- 
fortune to  scratch  the  skin  of  her  dearly' 
beloved  Edmond ! " 

"True  !  "  said  Fernand. 
"No!  no!"  continued  Dang-lars;  "if 
we  resolve  on  such  a  step,  it  would  be 
much  better  to  take,  as  I  now  do,  this  pen, 
dip  it  into  this  ink,  and  write  with  the  left 
liaod  (that  the  writing-  may  not  be  recog-- 
nized)  the  denunciation  we  propose."  And 
Dang-lars,  uniting-  practice  with  theory, 
wrote  with  his  left  hand,  and  in  a  writing- 
reversed  from  his  usual  stylo,  and  totally 
unlike  it,  the  following-  lines  which  he 
handed  to  Fernand,  and  which  Fernand 
read  on  in  undertone : — 

"'Monsieur — The  Procureur  du  Roi  is 
informed  by  a  friend  of  the  throne  and 
religion,  that  one  Edmond  Dantes,  mate 
of  the  ship  Pharaon,  arrived  this  morn- 
ing- from  Smyrna,  after  having  touched  at 
Naples  and  Porto-Ferrajo,  has  boon  in- 
trusted  by  Murat  with  a   letter   for   the 


usurper,  and  by  the  usurper  with  a  letter 
for  the  Bonapartist  committee  in  Paris. 

"  '  Proof  of  this  crime  will  be  found  on 
arresting  him,  for  the  letter  will  be  found 
upon  him,  or  at  his  father's,  or  in  his  cabin 
on  board  the  Pharaon.'  "  ' 

"Yery  g-ood,"  resumed  Dang-lars;  "now 
your  revenge  looks  like  common  sense,  for 
in  no  way  can  it  revert  to  yourself,  and  the 
matter  will  thus  work  its  own  wa^- ;  there 
is  nothing-  to  do  now  but  fold  the  letter  as 
I  am  doing,  and  write  upon  it,  '  To  M.  le 
Procureur  Ro.yal,'  and  that's  all  settled." 
And  Danglars  wrote  the  address  as  he 
spoke. 

"Yes,  and  that's  all  settled  !  "  exclaimed 
Caderousse,  who,  by  a  last  eilort  of  intel- 
lect, had  followed  the  reading-  of  the  let- 
ter, and  instinctively  comprehended  all  the 
misery  which  such  a  denunciation  must 
entail.  "Yes,  and  that's  all  settled: 
onl}^  it  will  be  an  infamous  shame ;  "  and 
he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  reach  the 
■  letter. 

"Yes,"  said  Danglars,  taking-  it  from 
beyond  his  reach;  "and  as  what  I  say 
and  do  is  merely  in  jest,  and  I,  among-  the 
first  and  foremost,  should  be  sorry  if  any- 
thing happened  to  Dantes — the  worthy 
Dantes — look  here  !  "  And  taking  the 
letter,  he  squeezed  it  up  in  his  hands  and 
threw  it  into  a  corner  of  the  arbor. 

"  All  right !  "  said  Caderousse.  "  Dan- 
tes is  my  friend,  and  I  won't  have  him  ill- 
used." 

"  A  nd  who  thinks  of  using  him  ill  ?  Cer-^ 
tainly  neither  I  nor  Fernand  !  '*  said  Dan- 
glars, rising  and  looking  at  the  young  man, 
who  still  remained  seated,  but  whose  eye 
was  fixed  on  the  denunciatory  sheet  of  pa- 
per flung  into  the  corner. 

"  In  this  case,"  replied  Caderousse, 
"let's  have  some  more  wine.  I  wish  to 
drink  to  the  health  of  Edmond  and  (he 
lovely  Mercedes." 

"  You  have  had  too  much  already, 
drunkard,"  said  Danglars:  "and  if  you 
continue,  you  will  be  compelled  to  sleep 
here,  because  unable  to  stand  on  j'our 
legs." 

"I?"  saiil  Caderousse,  rising  witli  all 
the  otTonded  dignity  of  a  drunken  man,  "I 
can't  koop  on  my  log-s !     Why,  I'll  bet  a 
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wag-er  I  go  up  into  the  belfry  of  the 
Acoules,  and  without  stagg-ering,  too  !  " 

"  Well  done  !  "  said  Danglars,  "  I'll  take 
your  bet ;  but  to-morrow — to-day  it  is 
time  to  return.  Give  me  3'our  arm  and  let 
us  go," 

"  Very  well,  let  us  go,"  said  Caderousse ; 
"  but  I  don't  want  your  arm  at  all.  Come, 
Fernand,  won't  j^ou  return  to  Marseilles 
with  us  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Fernand  ;  "1  shall  return  to 
the  Catalans." 

"  You're  wrong*.  Come  with  us  to  Mar- 
seilles— come  along." — "  I  Avill  not." 

''  What  do  you  mean  ?  you  will  not  ? 
Well,  just  as  you  like,  my  prince  ;  there's 
liberty  for  all  the  world.  Come  along, 
Danglars,  and  let  the  young  gentleman 
return  to  the  Catalans  if  he  chooses." 

Danglars  took  advantage  of  Cade- 
rousse's  temper  at  the  moment  to  take 
him  off  toward  Marseilles  by  the  Porte 
Saint  Victor,  staggering  as  he  went. 

When  they  had  advanced  about  twenty 
yards,  Danglars  looked  back  and  saw 
Fernand  stoop,  pick  up  the  crumpled 
paper,  and  putting  it  into  his  pocket  then 
rush  out  of  the  arbor  toward  Pillon. 

"Well,''  said  Caderousse,  "  why,  what 
a  lie  he  told  I  He  said  ho  was  going"  to 
the  Catalans,  and  he  is  going  to  the  cit3\ 
Holloa,  Fernand !  " 

"  Oh,  you  see  wrong,"  said  Danglars; 
*'  he's  gone  right  enough." 

''Well,"  said  Caderousse,  "I  should 
have  said  not — how  treaciierous  wine  is  !  " 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Danglars  to  him- 
self, "  now  the  thing  is  at  work  and  it  will 
effect  its  purpose  unassisted." 


CHAPTER  V. 
THE  makkia(;e  fkast. 

The  morning's  sun  rose  clear  and  re- 
splendent, gilding  th(^  lieavcns,  and  even 
the  foamy  waves  with  its  bright  rdiilgcnt 
beams. 

The  plenteous  f(>ast  had  been  prepared 
at  La  Reserve,  with  wliose  arbor  the 
reader  is  already  fa  miliar.  The  apart- 
ment destined  for  tlie  purpose  was  spacious 
and  lighted  by  a  number  of  windows,  over 
each  of  which  was  written  in  golden  letters 
the  name  of  one  of  the  principal  cilies  of 


France  ;  beneath  these  windows  a  wooden 
balcony  extended  the  entire  length  of  the 
house.  And  although  the  entertainment 
was  fixed  for  twelve  o'clock  at  noon,  an 
hour  previous  to  that  time  the  balconj' 
was  filled  with  impatient  and  expectant 
guests,  consisting  of  the  favored  part  of 
the  crew  of  the  Pharao7i,  and  other  per- 
sonal friends  of  the  bridegroom,  the  whole 
of  whom  had  arrayed  themselves  in  their 
choicest  costumes,  in  order  to  do  greater 
honor  to  the  day. 

Various  rumors  were  afloat  to  the  effect 
that  the  owners  of  the  P/?a/'aou  had  prom- 
ised to  attend  the  nuptial  feast ;  but  all 
seemed  unanimous  in  doubting  that  an  act 
of  such  rare  and  exceeding  condescension 
could  possibly  be  intended, 

Danglars,  however,  who  now  made  his 
appearance,  accompanied  hy  Caderousse, 
effectually  confirmed  the  report,  stating 
that  he  had  recentl.y  conversed  with  M, 
Morrel,  who  had  himself  assured  him  he 
intended  joining  the  festive  party  upon 
the  occasion  of  their  second  officer's  mar- 
riage. 

Even  while  relating  this  aloud,  an  en- 
thusiastic burst  of  applause  from  the  crew 
of  the  Pharaon  announced  the  presence 
of  M.  Morrel,  who  hailed  the  visit  of  the 
shipowner  as  a  sure  indication  that  the 
man  whose  wedding  feast  he  thus  delighted 
to  honor  would  ere  long  be  first  in  com- 
mand of  the  Pharaon  ;  and  asDantes  was 
universally  beloved  on  board  his  vessel, 
the  sailors  put  no  restraint  on  the  tumult- 
uous joy  at  finding  the  opinion  and  choice 
of  their  superiors  so  exactl}'^  coincide  with 
their  own. 

This  noisy  though  hearty  welcome  over, 
Danglars  and  Caderousse  were  dispatched 
to  the  residence  of  the  bi-idegroom  to  con- 
vey to  him  the  intelligence  of  the  arrival 
of  the  important  personage  who  had  re-  J 
cently  joined  them,  and  to  desire  he  would  ' 
liasten  to  receive  his  honorable  guest. 

The  above-mentioned  individuals  started 
off  upon  their  erj'and  at  full  speed ;  but 
ore  they  had  gone  many  steps  the.y  per- 
ceived a  group  advancing  toward  tliem, 
composed  of  the  betrothed  pair,  a  party  of 
young  gii'ls  in  attendance  on  the  bride,  b^' 
whose   side    walked    Dantes'    father;    the 
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whole  broLig-ht  up  by  Fernancl,  whose  lips 
wore  their  usual  sinister  smile. 

Neither  Mercedes  nor  Edmond  observed 
the  strang-e  expression  of  his  countenance  ; 
basking'  in  the  sunshine  of  each  other's 
love,  they  heeded  not  the  dark,  lowering- 
look  that  scowled  on  their  innocent  felicity. 

Having  acquitted  themselves  of  their  er- 
rand, and  exchanged  a  hearty  shake  of  the 
hand  with  Edmond,  Danglars  and  Cade- 
rousse  took  their  places  beside  Fernand  and 
old  Dantes — tlie  latter  of  whom  attracted 
universal  notice.  The  old  man  was  attired 
in  a  suit  of  black,  trimmed  with  steel  but- 
tons, beautifuU}^  cut  and  polished.  His 
thin  but  still  powerful  legs  w-ere  arra3''ed 
in  a  pair  of  i-ichly  embroidered  clocked 
stockings,  evidentl^^  of  English  manufact- 
ure, while  from  his  three-cornered  hat 
depended  a  long  streaming  knot  of  white 
and  blue  ribands.  Thus  he  came  along-, 
supporting  himself  on  a  curiously  carved 
stick,  his  aged  countenance  lit  up  with 
happiness,  while  beside  him  crept  Cade- 
rousse,  whose  desire  to  partake  of  the  good 
things  provided  for  the  wedding  party 
had  induced  him  to  become  reconciled  to 
the  Dantes,  father  and  son,  although  there 
still  lingered  in  his  mind  a  faint  and  imper- 
fect recollection  of  the  events  of  the  pre- 
ceding night;  just  as  the  brain  retains  on 
waking  the  dim  and  misty  outline  of  the 
dream  that  has  "  murdered  sleep." 

As  Danglars  approached  the  disap- 
pointed lover,  he  cast  on  him  a  look  of 
deep  meaning,  while  Fernand,  as  he  SI0WI3' 
paced  behind  the  happy  pair,  who  seemed, 
in  tlieir  own  unmixed  content,  to  have  en- 
tirely forgotten  that  such  a  being-  as  him- 
self existed,  was  pale  and  abstracted  :  oc- 
casionall}",  however,  a  deep  flush  would 
overspread  his  countenance  and  a  nervous 
contraction  distort  his  features,  while, 
with  an  agitated  and  restless  gaze,  he 
would  glance  in  the  direction  of  Marseilles, 
like  one  who  either  anticipated  or  foresaw 
some  great  and  important  event. 

Dantes  himself  was  simply,  tliough  be- 
comingly, clad  in  the  dress  peculiar  to  the 
merchant  service — a  costume  somewhat 
between  a  militai-y  and  a  civil  garb:  and 
with  his  fine  countenance,  radiant  with  joy 
and  happiness,   a   more  perfect  speciim'u 


of  manly  beauty  could  scarcely  be  imag- 
ined. 

Lovely  as  the  Greeks  of  Cj'prus  or 
Chios,  Mercedes  boasted  the  same  bright 
flashing-  eyes  of  jet,  and  ripe,  round,  corai 
lips.  One  more  practiced  in  the  arts  of 
great  cities  would  have  hid  her  blushes 
beneath  a  veil,  or,  at  least,  have  cast 
down  her  thickly-fringed  lashes,  so  as  to 
have  concealed  the  liquid  luster  of  her 
animated  e3^es  ;  but,  on  the  contrarj^  the 
delighted  girl  looked  around  her  with  a 
smile  that  seemed  to  invite  all  who  saw 
her  to  behold,  and  beholding,  to  rejoice 
with  her  in  her  exceeding  hapi^iness. 

Immediateh^  the  bridal  cortege  came  in 
sight  of  La  Reserve,  M.  Morrel  come  forth 
to  meet  it,  followed  by  the  soldiers  and 
sailors  there  assembled,  to  whom  he  had 
repeated  the  promise  already  given,  that 
Dantes  should  be  the  successor  to  the  late 
Captain  Leclere.  Edmond,  at  the  ap- 
proach of  his  patron,  respectfully  placed 
the  arm  of  his  affianced  bride  within  that 
of  M.  Morrel,  w'ho,  forthwith  conducting- 
her  up  the  flight  of  wooden  steps  leading* 
to  the  chamber  in  Avhich  the  feast  was 
prepared,  was  g-ajiy  followed  hx  the 
guests,  beneath  wiiose  thronging-  num- 
bers the  slight  structure  creaked  and 
groaned  as  though  alarmed  at  the  un- 
usual pressure. 

"  Father,"  said  Mercedes,  stopping 
w^hen  she  had  reached  the  center  of  the 
table,  "sit,  I  praj'  ^-ou,  on  my  right 
hand ;  on  m}'  left  I  will  place  him  who 
has  ever  been  as  a  brotlior  to  me,"  point- 
ing with  a  soft  and  genile  smile  to  Fer- 
nand ;  but  her  words  and  look  seemed  to 
inflict  the  direst  torture  on  him,  for  his  lips 
became  ghastly  pale,  and  even  beneath 
the  dark  hue  of  his  complexion  the  blood 
might  be  seen  retreating  as  though  some 
sudden  pang-  drove  it  back  to  tlie  heart. 

During  this  time  Dantes,  at  the  opposite 
side  of  the  table,  had  been  occupied  in 
similarly  placing  his  most  honored  g-uesti>. 
M.  ^[orrel  was  seated  at  his  right  hand. 
Danglars  at  his  left  :  while,  at  a  sign 
from  Edmond,  tlie  rest  of  the  company 
ranged  themselves  as  they  found  it  most 
agreeable. 

And  now  commenced   the  work  of  dev- 
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astation  upon  the  many  good  things 
with  which  the  table  was  loaded.  Saus- 
ages of  Aries,  with  their  delicate  season- 
ing and  piquant  flavor,  lobsters  in  their 
dazzling  red  cuirasses,  prawns  of  large 
size  and  brilliant  color,  the  echinus,  witli 
its  prickly  outside  and  dainty  morsel  with- 
in ;  the  clovis,  esteemed  by  the  epicures 
of  the  south  as  more  than  rivaling  the 
exquisite  flavor  of  the  03'ster.  All  these, 
in  conjunction  with  the  numerous  delica- 
cies cast  up  b^'  the  wash  of  waters  on  the 
sandj'  beach,  and  styled  by  the  grateful 
fishermen  "sea-fruits,"  served  to  furnish 
forth  this  marriage-table. 

"A  pretty  silence,  truly,"  said  the  old 
father  of  the  bridegroom,  as  he  carried  to 
his  lips  a  glass  of  wane  of  the  hue  and 
brightness  of  the  topaz,  and  which  had 
just  been  placed  before  Mercedes  herself. 
"Now,  would  anybody  think  that  this 
room  contained  a  happy,  merrj'  party, 
who  desire  nothing  better  than  to  laugh 
and  dance  the  hours  awaj'  ?  " 

"Ah!"  sighed  Caderousse,  "a  man 
cannot  always  feel  happy  because  he  is 
about  to  be  married." 

"The  truth  is,"  replied  Dantes,  "that 
I  am  too. happy  for  nois^'  mirth;  if  that  is 
what  3'ou  meant  by  your  observation,  n\y 
worthy  friend,  you  are  right ;  ]oy  takes  a 
strange  efl'ect  at  times,  it  seen)s  to  op- 
press us  almost  the  same  as  sorrow." 

Dangfars  looked  toward  Fernand,  whose 
excitable  nature  received  and  betrayed 
each  fresh  impression. 

"  Wh}',  what  ails  you  ?  "  asked  he  of 
Edmond.  "  Do  you  fear  any  approaching 
<'vil  ?  I  should  say  that  you  were  the 
lia[)piest  man  alive  at  this  instant." 

"  And  that  is  the  very  thing  that  alarms 
me,"  returned  Dantes.  "Man  does  not 
appear  to  me  to  be  intended  to  enjoy 
felicity  so  unmix<'d  :  liappiness  is  likt^  tlie 
enchanted  palaces  we  r(!ad  of  in  oui-  child- 
hood, where  fierce,  fiery  dragons  defend 
t  lie  entrance  and  approach  ;  and  monsters 
of  all  shapes  and  kinds,  retjuiring  to  be 
overcome  ere  victory  is  ours.  I  own  that 
1  am  lost  in  wonder  to  find  myself  pro- 
moted t/O  an  honor  of  which  1  feel  my- 
self unworthy — that  of  being  the  husband 
of  Mercedes." 


"' Na3',  nay  !  "  cried  Caderousse,  smil- 
ing, "  3'ou  have  not  attained  that  honor 
yet.  Mercedes  is  not  yet  3'our  wife.  Just 
assume  the  tone  and  manner  of  a  husband, 
and  see  how  she  will  remind  j^ou  that  3'our 
hour  is  not  3'et  come  !  " 

The  bride  blushed,  and  seemed  half- 
inclined  to  be  angr3' ;  w^hile  Fei-nand,  rest- 
less and  uneas3',  seemed  to  start  at  ever3' 
fresh  sound,  occasionall3^  appl3'ing  his 
handkerchief  to  his  brow  to  wipe  away 
the  large  drops  of  perspiration  that  gath- 
ered again  almost  as  soon  as  the3''  w^ere 
removed. 

"Well,  never  mind  that,  neighbor 
Caderousse ;  it  is  not  w^orth  while  to 
contradict  me  for  such  a  trifle  as  that. 
'Tis  true  that  Mercedes  is  not  actuall3- 
m3''  wife  ;  but,"  added  he,  drawing  out  his 
watch,  "  in  an  hour  and  a  half  from  this 
she  will  be  as  fast  and  firm  as  H0I3' 
Church  can  make  her." 

A  general  exclamation  of  surprise  ran 
round  the  table,  with  the  exception  of  the 
elder  Dantes,  whose  laugh  displayed  the 
still  perfect  beaut3^  of  his  large  white 
teeth.  Mercedes  looked  pleased  and  grati- 
fied, while  Fernand  grasped  the  handle  of 
his  knife  with  a  convulsive  clutch. 

"In  an  hour?"  inquired  Danglars, 
turnhig  pale.  "  How  is  that,  m3'  friend  ?" 

"Wh3',  thus  it  is,"  replied  Dantes. 
"  Thanks  to  the  influence  of  M.  Morrel, 
to  whom  next  to  m3-  father,  I  owe  ever3' 
blessing  I  enjo3',  ever3^  dilficult3'  lias  been 
removed.  We  have  purchased  permission 
to  waive  the  usual  delax' ;  and  at  half-past 
two  o'clock  the  Mayor  of  Marseilles  will 
be  waiting  for  us  at  the  Hotel  de  Ville. 
Now,  as  a  quarter-past  one  has  alread3' 
struck,  I  do  not  consider  I  have  asserted 
too  much  in  saying  that  in  another  hour 
and  thirt\'  minutes  ]\Iercedes  will  have 
become  Madame  Dantes." 

Fernand  clo.sed  his  eyes,  a  burning  sen- 
sation passed  across  his  brow,  and  he  was 
compelled  to  support  himself  113'  the  table 
to  pr<'vent  his  falling  from  his  chair;  but 
in  spite  of  all  his  elTorts  he  could  not 
refi-ain  fi-om  uttering  a  deep  groan, 
which,  lu)wevei'.  was  lost  amid  the  nois3'' 
felicitations  of  the  conipanv. 

"Upon  \\\\  word,"   cried  the  old  man. 


THi]     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


25 


'•you  make  short  work  of  this  kind  of 
affairs.  Arrived  here  only  yesterday 
morning,  and  married  to-da3''  at  three 
o'clock  !  Commend  me  to  a  sailor  for 
going-  the  quick  wAy  to  worlc  !  " 

"  But,"  asked  Danglars,  in  a  timid  tone, 
"how  did  you  manage  about  the  other 
formalities  —  the  contract  —  the  settle- 
ment ?  " 

"Oh,  bless  you!"  answered  Dantes, 
laughingly,  "  our  papers  were  soon  drawn 
up.  Mercedes  has  no  fortune ;  I  have 
none  to  settle  on  her.  So,  you  see,  our 
papers  were  quickly  written  out,  and  cer- 
tainly do  not  come  ver^'  expensive."  This 
joke  elicited  a  fresh  burst  of  applause. 

"  So  that  what  we  presumed  to  be 
merely  the  betrothal  feast  turns  out  to  be 
the  actual  wedding  dinner  !  "  said  Dan- 
glars. 

''No,  no!"  answered  Dantes;  "don't 
imagine  I  am  going  to  put  yon  off  in  that 
shabby  manner.  To-morrow  morning  I 
start  for  Paris :  five  da^'s  to  go,  and  the 
same  to  return,  with  one  day  to  dis- 
charge the  commission  intrusted  to  me, 
is  all  the  time  I  shall  be  absent.  I  shall 
be  back  here  by  the  12th  of  March,  and 
the  next  daj'  I  give  vay  real  marriage 
feast." 

This  prospect  of  fresh  festivity"  re- 
doubled the  hilaritj^  of  the  guests  to 
such  a  degree,  that  the  elder  Dantes, 
who,  at  the  commencement  of  the  repast, 
had  commented  upon  the  silence  that  pre- 
vailed, now  found  it  difficult,  amid  the 
general  din  of  voices,  to  obtain  a  mo- 
ment's tranquillity'-  in  which  to  drink  to 
the  health  and  prosperity  of  the  bride  and 
bridegroom. 

Dantes,  perceiving  the  affectionate  ea- 
gerness of  his  father,  responded  by  a  look 
of  grateful  pleasure ;  while  Mercedes, 
whose  ej^es  had  been  constantl,y  consult- 
ing the  pendulc  which  decked  Ihe  cham- 
ber, made  an  expressive  gesture  to  Ed- 
motid. 

Around  the  festive  board  reigned  that 
mirthful  freedom  from  all  restraint  which 
is  usually  found  at  the  termination  of  so- 
cial meetings  among  those,  at  least,  whose 
inferior  station  in  the  worUl  givos  them  a 
happy  dispensation  from  the  frigid  rules 


of  etiquette  ;  and  so  it  was  with  the  party 
now  assembled.  Such  as  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  repast  had  not  been 
able  to  seat  themselves  according  to  their 
inclination,  rose  unceremoniously,  and  ex- 
changed their  place  for  the  more  imme- 
diate proximity  of  some  preferred  individ- 
ual, male  or  female,  as  the  case  might  be. 
All  spoke  at  the  same  time,  and  3'et  none 
lieeded  a  reply,  but  appeared  as  though 
merely  addressing  their  own  thoughts. 

The  paleness  of  Fernand  appeared  to 
have  communicated  itself  to  Danglars. 
As  for  Fernand  himself,  he  seemed  as 
though  undergoing  the  tortures  of  the 
damned  :  unable  to  rest,  he  was  among 
the  first  to  quit  the  table,  and,  as  though 
seeking  to  avoid  the  hilarious  mirth  that 
rose  in  such  deafening  sounds,  he  con- 
tinued, in  utter  silence,  to  pace  the  farther 
end  of  the  salon. 

Caderousse  approached  him  just  as 
Danglars,  whom  Fernand  seemed  most 
anxious  to  avoid,  had  joined  him  in  a 
corner  of  the  room. 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  Caderousse, 
from  whose  mind  the  friendly  treatment 
of  Dantes,  united  with  the  effect  of  the 
excellent  wine  he  had  partaken  of,  had  * 
effaced  every  feeling  of  envy  or  jealousj- 
at  Dantes'  good  fortune  —  "  upon  my 
word,  Dantes  is  a  downright  good  fellow, 
and  when  I  see  him  sitting  there  beside 
his  pretty  wife  that  is  so  soon  to  be,  I 
cannot  help  thinking  it  would  have  been 
a  great  pity  to  have  served  him  that  trick 
you  were  planning  yesterday." 

*'  Oh,  there  was  no  harm  meant !  "  an- 
swered Danglars;  "at  first  I  certainly 
did  feel  somewhat  uneasy  as  regarded 
what  Fernand  might  be  tempted  to  do  : 
but  when  I  saw  how  completely  he  had 
mastered  his  feelings,  even  so  far  as  to 
become  one  of  his  rival's  bridem«Mi,  I 
knew  there  was  no  further  cause  for  ap- 
prehension." Caderousse  look-ivi  \\\\\  .it 
Fernand — he  was  ghastly  pale 

"  ("Certainly,"  contiiuied  Danglars.  "  ilio 
sacrilice  was  no  trifling  one,  when  the 
beauty  of  the  bi'ide  is  concerneil.  Upon 
my  soul,  that  future  captain  of  mine  is  a 
lucky  dog  !  Gad  !  1  only  wish  he  would 
let    uie  take  his  place." 


2G 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


"  Shall  we  not  set  forth  ?  "  asked  the 
sweet,  silvery  voice  of  Mercedes  ;  "  two 
o'clock  has  just  struck,  and  you  know  we 
are  expected  at  the  Hotel  de  Ville  in  a 
quarter  of  an  hour."' 

"  To  be  sure  ! — to  be  sure  !  "  cried 
Dantes,  eag-erly  quitting"  the  table  ;  "let 
us  g-o  directl}' !  " 

His  words  were  re-echoed  by  the  whole 
party,  who  7'ose  with  a  simultaneous  cheer, 
and  commenced  forming-  themselves  into 
procession. 

At  this  moment,  Dang-lars,  who  had 
been  incessanth'  observing  every  change 
in  Fernand's  look  and  manner,  perceived 
him  stagger  and  fall  back,  with  an  almost 
convulsive  spasm,  against  a  seat  placed 
near  one  of  the  open  windows.  '  At  the 
same  instant  the  ear  caught  a  sort  of 
indistinct  sound  on  the  stairs,  followed  by 
the  measured  tread  of  soldiery,  with  the 
clanking  of  swords  and  military  accouter- 
ments ;  then  came  a  hum  and  buzz  as  of 
many  voices,  so  as  to  deaden  even  the 
noisj'  mirth  of  the  bridal  party,  among 
whom  a  vague  feeling  of  curiosity  and 
apprehension  quelled  every  disposition  to 
talk,  and  almost  instantaneouslj^  the  most 
'  deathlike  stillness  prevailed. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  those  sounds  of 
terror.  Three  distinct  knocks,  as  though 
from  the  hilt  of  a  sword,  against  the  door, 
increased  the  fears  of  the  before  g"ay  pa  rty . 
Each  looked  inquiringly  in  the  countenance 
of  his  neighl)oi',while  all  wished  themselves 
quietly  and  safel}'  at  liome. 

"  I  demand  admittance,"  said  a  loud 
voice  outside  the  room,  "  in  the  name  of 
the  law  !  "  As  ro  attetnpt  was  made  to 
prevent  it,  tlio  door  was  opened,  and  a 
magistrate,  wearing  his  oflicial  scarf, 
pi-esrnlcd  liimst'lf.  followed  by  four  sol- 
diers and  a  corporal.  Uneasiness  now 
yielded  to  the  most  extreme  dread  on  the 
part  of  those  present. 

"  May  I  venture  to  iiKpiire  th(^  icason 
of  this  unexpected  visit?"  said  M.  .Mor- 
rel.  addressing  tlic  magistrale,  whom  he 
evident  ly  knew  ;  "  there  is  doubtless  .some 
mistake  easily  explained." 

"If  it  be  .so,"  replied  the  magistrate, 
**  rely  upon  every  reparation  being  made  ; 
meanwhile,  I  am  the  bearer  of  an  order  of 


arrest,  and  although  I  most  reluctantl}- 
perform  the  task  assigned  me,  it  must, 
nevertheless,  be  fulfilled.  Who  among- 
tlie  persons  here  assembled  answers  to 
the  name  of  Edmond  Dantes?"  Every 
e.ye  was  turned  toward  the  individual  so 
described,  who,  spite  of  the  agitation  he 
could  not  but  feel,  advanced  with  dignit}', 
and  said,  in  a  firm  voice,  "  I  am  he  ;  what 
is  .your  pleasure  with  me  ?  " 

"Edmond  Dantes,"  replied  the  magis- 
trate, "  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of  the 
law!"— "Me!"  repeated  Edmond,  slig-htly 
changing  color,  "  and  wherefore,  I  pray?" 

"I  cannot  inform  you,  but  you  will  be 
dul}'  acquainted  with  the  reasons  that 
have  rendered  such  a  step  necessary  at 
your  first  examination." 

M.  Morrel  felt  that  further  resistance 
or  remonstrance  was  useless.  He  saw 
before  him  an  officer  delegated  to  enforce 
the  law,  and  perfectly  well  knew  that  it 
would  be  as  unavailing  to  seek  pity  from 
a  magistrate  decked  with  his  official  scarf 
as  to  address  a  petition  to  some  cold 
marble  effigy.  Old  Dantes,  however,  saw 
not  all  this.  His  paternal  heart  could  not 
contemplate  the  idea  of  such  an  outrage 
as  consigned  his  beloved  child  to  prison 
amid  the  joj^s  of  his  wedding-feast.  Rush- 
ing forward,  therefore,  he  threw  himself 
at  the  magistrate's  feet,  and  prayed  and 
supplicated  in  terms  so  moving  that  even 
the  officer  was  touched ;  and,  although 
firm  in  his  duty,  he  kindly  said,  "My 
worthy  friend,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  calm 
your  appreliensions.  Your  son  has  prob- 
ably neglect(Hl  some  prescribed  form  or 
attention  in  registering  his  cargo,  and  it 
is  more  than  probable  he  will  be  set  at 
liberty  directly  he  has  given  the  infoi-ma- 
tion  required,  whether  touching  the  health 
of  his  crew,  or  the  value  of  his  freight." 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?" 
incjuired  Cadei-ousse,  frowningly,  of  Dan- 
glars,  who  had  assumeti  an  air  of  utter 
surprise. 

"  How  can  I  tell  you  ?  "  replied  he  ;  "I 
am,  lilce  your.self,  utterly  bewildered  at 
all  that  is  going  on.  not  a  word  of  which 
do  I  understand."  Caderousse  then  looked 
around  for  Fernand,  but  ho  had  disap- 
peared. 
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The  scene  of  the  previous  nig-ht  now 
came  back  to  his  mind  with  startling- 
accuracy.  The  painful  catastrophe  he 
had  just  witnessed  appeared  effectually 
to  have  rent  away  the  veil  which  the 
intoxication  of  the  evening-  before  had 
raised  between  himself  and  his  memor3\ 

"  So  !  so  !  "  said  he,  in  a  hoarse  and 
choking  voice,  to  Dang-lars,  "  this,  then, 
I  suppose,  is  a  part  of  the  trick  you  were 
concerting"  yesterday'  ?  All  I  can  say  is, 
that  if  it  be  so,  'tis  an  ill  turn,  and  well 
deserves  to  bring  double  evil  on  those  who 
have  projected  it." 

''  Nonsense  !  "  returned  Danglars,  "  I 
tell  3'ou  again  I  have  nothing  whatever  to 
do  with  it ;  besides,  3'ou  know  very  well 
that  I  tore  the  paper  to  pieces." 

"No,  you  did  not!"  answered  Cade- 
rousse,  "  you  merely  threw  it  \)x — I  saw  it 
\ymg  in  a  corner." — •'  Hold  your  tongue, 
3^ou  fool  ! — what  should  j^ou  know*  about 
it? — why,  you  were  drunk  !  " 

"  Where  is  Fernand  ?  "  inquired  Cade- 
rousse.  —  "How  do  I  know?"  replied 
Danglars  ;  "  gone,  as  every  prudent  man 
ought  to  do,  to  look  after  his  own  affairs, 
most  likely.  Never  mind  Avhere  he  is,  let 
you  and  I  go  and  see  what  is  to  be  done 
for  our  poor  friends  in  this  their  affliction." 

During  this  conversation,  Dantes,  after 
having  exchanged  a  cheerful  shake  of  the 
hand  with  all  his  S3''mpathiziug  friends, 
had  surrendered  himself  to  the  offlcer 
sent  to  arrest  him,  merel^^  saj'ing,  "  Make 
yourselves  quite  eas}^  my  good  fellows, 
there  is  some  little  mistake  to  clear  up, 
that's  all,  depend  upon  it  !  and  very  likol,y 
I  ma.y  not  have  to  go  so  far  as  the  prison 
to  effect  that." 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure  !  "  responded  Dan- 
glars, who  had  now  approached  the  gi-oup, 
"  nothing  more  than  a  mistake,  I  feel  quite 
certain." 

Dantes  descended  the  staircase,  pre- 
ceded by  the  magistrate,  and  followed  by 
the  soldiers.  A  carriage  awaited  him  at 
the  door  ;  he  got  in,  followed  by  two  sol- 
diers and  the  magistrate,  and  the  vehicle 
drove  off  toward  Marseilles. 

"  Adieu  !  adieu  !  dearest  Edmond  \  " 
cried  Mercedes,  stretching  out  hei'  arms 
to  him  from  the  balconj'. 


The  prisoner,  whose  read}'  ear  caught 
the  despairing  accents  of  his  betrothed, 
felt  as  though  the  chill  hand  of  death 
pressed  on  his  heart,  as  leaning  from  the 
coach  he  tried  to  reph"  in  cheerful  tones — 
"  Good-b}',  my  sweet  Mercedes  ! — we  shall 
soon  meet  again  !  "  The  rapid  progress 
of  the  vehicle,  which  disappeared  round 
one  of  the  turnings  of  Fort  Saint  Nicolas, 
prevented  his  adding  more. 

"  Wait  for  me  here,  all  of  3-ou  !  "  cried 
M.  Morrel ;  "  I  will  take  the  first  con- 
veyance I  find,  and  hurr}-  to  Marseilles, 
whence  I  will  bring  3'ou  word  how  all  is 
g-oing  on." 

''  That's  right  I  "  exclaimed  a  multitude 
of  voices ;  "go,  and  return  as  quickly' as 
3^ou  can  !  " 

This  second  departure  was  followed  b3' 
a  long-  and  fearful  state  of  terrified  silence 
on  the  part  of  those  who  were  left  behind. 
The  old  father  and  Mercedes  remained  for 
some  time  apart,  each  absorbed  in  their 
separate  griefs ;  but  at  length  trfe  two 
poor  victims  of  the  same  blow  raised  their 
63^03,  and  with  a  simultaneous  burst  of 
feeling  rushed  into  each  other's  arms. 

Meanwhile  Fernand  made  his  reappear- 
ance, poured  out  for  himself  a  glass  of 
water  with  a  trembling  hand  :  then  hastilj'' 
swallowing  it,  went  to  sit  down  on  the  first 
vacant  chair  he  perceived,  and  this  was, 
b3"  mere  chance,  placed  next  to  the  seat 
on  which  poor  Mercedes  had  fallen  half 
fainting,  when  released  from  the  warm 
and  affectionate  embrace  of  old  Dantes. 
Instinctivelv  Fernand  drew  back  his  chair. 

"  He  is  the  cause  of  all  this  miser}- — I 
am  quite  sure  of  it,"  whispered  Cade- 
rousse,  who  had  never  taken  his  eyes  off 
Fernand,  to  Danglars. 

"I  reall}'^  do  not  think  so."  answered 
the  other :  "he  is  too  stupid  to  imagine 
such  a  scheme.  I  onl\-  hope  the  mischief 
will  fall  upon  the  head  of  whoever  wrought 
it." 

"You  don't  mention  those  wlio  aided 
and  abetted  the  cruel  deed,  any  more  than 
those  who  advised  it."  said   Caderousse. 

"  Sureh-,"  answered  Danglars.  "one 
cannot  be  expected  to  become  responsible 
for  all  the  idle  words  one  ma}'  have  been 
oblig-ed  to  listen  to  in  the  course  of  our 
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lives."  Meantime  the  subject  of  the 
arrest  w;is  being-  canvassed  in  every  dif- 
ferent form. 

"  What  think  you,  Dang-lars/'  said  one 
of  the  party,  turning-  toward  him,  "of 
the  late  unfortunate  event?  " 

"  Why,  upon  my  word,  I  know  not 
what  to  say,"  replied  he.  ''  I  think,  how- 
ever, that  it  "is  just  possible  Dantes  may 
have  been  detected  with  some  trifling- 
article  on  board  ship  considered  here  as 
contraband." 

'•'  But  how  could  he  have  done  so  with- 
out your  knowledge,  Danglars,  who  was 
the  ship's  supercargo?  " 

"  Why,  as  for  that,  I  could  only  know 
what  I  was  told  respecting  the  merchan- 
dise with  which  the  vessel  was  laden.  I 
know  she  was  loaded  with  cotton,  and 
that  she  took  in  her  freight  at  Alexandria 
from  the  magazine  of  M.  Pastret,  and  at 
Smyrna  from  M.  Pascal's;  that  is  all  I 
was  obliged  to  know,  and  I  beg  I  xn^y  not 
be  aslied  for  any  further  particulars." 

"Now  I  recollect!"  said  the  afflicted 
old  father ;  "  my  poor  boy  told  me  yester- 
day he  had  got  a  small  case  of  coffee,  and 
another  of  tobacco  for  me  !  " 

"  There  3'ou  see  !  "  exclaimed  Danglars. 
"  Now  the  mischief  is  out ;  depend  upon 
it  the  custom-house  people  went  rummag- 
ing about  the  ship  in  our  absence,  and  dis- 
covered poor  Dantes'  hidden  treasures." 

Mercedes,  however,  paid  no  heed  to  this 
explanation  of  her  lover's  arrest.  Her 
grief,  which  she  had  hitherto  tried  to 
restrain,  now  burst  out  in  a  violent  fit  of 
hysterical  sobbing. 

"Come,  come,"  said  the  old  man,  "be 
comforted,  my  poor  child  ;  there  is  still 
hope  I  " — "  Hope  !  "    repeated   Danglars, 

"Hope!"  faintly  murmured  Fernand  ; 
but  the  word  seemed  to  die  away  on  his 
pale  agitated  lips,  and  a  convulsive  spasm 
passed  over  liis  countenance. 

"Good  news!  good  news!"  shouted 
forth  one  of  the  party  stationed  in  tlif 
balcony  on  the  lookout.  "Here  comes 
M.  Morrel  back.  No  doubt,  now,  we  shall 
hear  that  our  friend  is  released  !  " 

Mercedes  anil  the  old  man  rushed  to 
meet  the  person  from  whom  they  hopcMl 
so  much  ;  but  the  first  glance  at.  t  lie  j^ale, 


desponding  countenance  of  M.  Morrel  pre- 
pared them  for  evil  tidings. 

"What  news?"  exclaimed  a  general 
burst  of  voices. 

"Alas!  my  friends,"  replied  M.  Morrel, 
with  a  mournful  shake  of  his  head,  "the 
thing  has  assumed  a  more  serious  aspect 
than  I  expected." 

"'  Oh  !  indeed — indeed,  sir,  he  is  inno- 
cent !  "  sobbed  forth  Mercedes. 

'•'  That  1  believe  !  "  answered  M.  Mor- 
rel; "but  still  he  is  charged — " 

"  With  what  ?  "  inquired  the  elder 
Dantes. 

"  W^ith  being  an  agent  of  the  Bona- 
partist  faction ! "  Many  of  my  readers 
maj-  be  able  to  recollect  how  formidable 
such  an  accusation  became  in  the  period 
at  which  our  story  is  dated. 

A  despairing  cry  escaped  the  pale  lips 
of  Mercedes,  w^hile  the  heart-stricken 
father  fell  listlessly  into  a  chair,  kindly 
placed  for  him  by  one  of  the  pit^-ing 
guests. 

"  Ah,  Danglars  !  "  whispered  Cade- 
rousse,  "you  have  deceived  me — the  trick 
you  spoke  of  last  night  has  been  plaj'ed  off, 
I  see ;  but  I  cannot  suffer  a  poor  old  man 
or  an  innocent  girl  to  die  of  grief  through 
your  fault.  I  am  determined  to  tefl  them 
all  about  it." 

"  Be  silent,  3'ou  simpleton  !  "  cried 
Danglars,  grasping  him  by  the  arm,  "  or 
I  will  not  answer  even  for , your  own  safety. 
Who  can  tell  whether  Dantes  be  innocent 
or  guilt}'  ?  The  vessel  did  touch  at  Elba, 
where  he  quitted  it,  and  passed  a  whole 
day  in  the  island.  Now,  should  any  let- 
ters or  other  documents  of  a  compromising 
character  be  found  upon  him,  will  it  not 
be  taken  for  granted  that  all  who  uphold 
hitn  are  his  accomplices  ?  " 

With  the  rapid  instinct  of  selfishness. 
Caderousse  readily  perceived  the  solidity 
of  this  mode  of  reasoning;  he  gazed, 
doubtfully,  wistfully  on  Danglars.  and 
then  insensibly  continued  to  retreat  fi'oin 
the  dangerous  proximity  in  which  he  found 
himself. 

"Suppose  we  wait  a  while  and  see  what, 
comes  of  it !  "  said  ho,  casting  a  bewil- 
dered look  on  his  companion. 

"To    be    siu'e !  "    answered    Danglar.s. 
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"  Let  us  wait,  by  all  means.  If  he  be  in- 
nocent, of  course  he  will  be  set  at  liberty ; 
if  g'uilt}'-,  why,  it  is  no  use  involving-  our- 
selves in  his  conspiracy." 

"Then  let  us  go  hence.  I  cannot  stay 
to  endure  the  sig-ht  of  that  old  man's  dis- 
tress." 

"  With  all  my  heart  !"  replied  Danglars, 
but  too  pleased  to  find  a  partner  in  his  re- 
treat. "  Let  us  take  ourselves  out  of  the 
way,  and  leave  ever^^  one  else  to  do  the 
same  thing-,  if  they  please." 

After  their  departure,  Fernand,  who 
had  now  ag-ain  become  the  only  friend  and 
protector  poor  Mercedes  could  find  in  this 
trying-  hour,  led  the  weeping-  g'irl  back  to 
her  home,  which  she  had  quitted  with  such 
different  hopes  and  feeling's  in  the  morn- 
ing-, while  some  friends  of  Dantes  con- 
ducted the  poor  heart-broken  parent  to  his 
childless  and  dreary  abode. 

The  rumor  of  Edmond's  arrest  as  a 
Bonapartist  ag-ent  was  not  slow  in  cir- 
culating throug-hout  the  c\\>j. 

"  Could  3'ou  ever  have  credited  such  a 
thing-,  my  dear  Dang-lars  ?  "  asked  M.  Mor- 
rel,  as,  on  his  return  to  the  port  for  the 
purpose  of  gleaning-  fresh  tidings  of  Dan- 
tes, he  overtook  his  supercarg-o  and  Cade- 
rousse.  "  Could  you  have  believed  such 
a  thing-  possible?  " 

''Wh3%  you  know  I  told  j^ou,"  replied 
Dang-lars,  "  that  I  considered  the  circum- 
stance of  his  having-  anchored  in  the  isle 
of  Elba  as  a  \eyy  suspicious  circumstance." 

''  And  did  3'ou  mention  these  suspicions 
to  any  person  beside  myself  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not !  "  returned  Danglars. 
Then  added  in  a  low  whisper,  "  You  un- 
derstand that,  on  account  of  your  uncle, 
M.  Polican  Morrel,  who  served  under  the 
other  g-overnment,  and  who  does  not  alto- 
gether conceal  what  he  thinks  on  the  sub- 
ject, .you  are  strongl^'^  suspected  of  re- 
gretting- the  abdication  of  Napoleon.  I 
should  have  feared  to  injure  both  Edmond 
uul  yourself,  had  1  divulg-ed  my  own  ap- 
])reliensions  to  a  soul.  I  am  too  well  aware 
that  though  a  subordinate,  like  myself,  is 
bound  to  acquaint  the.  shipowner  with- 
everything:  that  occurs,  tliere  are  many 
tilings  he  oug-ht  most  carefully  to  conceal 
from  all  else." 


"  'Tis  well,  Dangrlars— 'tis  well  !  "  re- 
plied M.  Morrel.  "  You  are  a  worthy  fel- 
low ;  and  I  had  already  thoug-ht  of  your 
interests  in  the  event  of  poor  Edmond  hav- 
ing- become  captain  of  the  Pharaon." 

'•  Is  it  possible  you  were  so  kind  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed  ;  I  had  previouslj'^  inquired 
of  Dantes  what  was  his  opinion  of  3'ou,  and 
if  he  should  have  any  reluctance  to  con- 
tinue 30U  in  3"our  post,  for  somehow  I  have 
perceived  a  sort  of  coolness  between  you 
two  that  led  nie  to  believe  that  he  would 
rather  have  another  in  your  place  as  super- 
cargo."— "  And  what  was  his  reply  ?  " 

"  That  he  certainh-  did  think  he  had 
g-iven  3'^ou  offense  in  an  affair  which  he 
merel}'  referred  to  without  entering-  into 
particulars,  but  that  whoever  possessed 
the  g-ood  opinion  and  confidence  of  -the 
ship's  owners  would  have  his  preference 
also." — "The  hypocrite!"  murmured  Dan- 
g-lars between  his  teeth. 

"  Poor  Dantes  !  "  said  Caderousse. 
"No  one  can  deny  his  being-  a  noble- 
hearted  young-  fellow  !  " 

''But  in  the  midst  of  all  our  trouble," 
continued  M.  Morrel,  "  we  must  not  for- 
g-et  that  the  Pharaon  has  at  present  no 
captain." 

"Oh!"  replied  Danglars,  "since  we 
cannot  leave  this  port  for  the  next  three 
months,  let  us  hope  that  ere  the  expira- 
tion of  that  period  Dantes  will  be  set  at 
liberty." — ''  Of  that  I  entertain  no  doubt  : 
but  in  the  meantime  what  are  we  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  am  entirely'  at  your  service,  M.  Mor- 
rel," answered  Dang:lars.  "You  know 
that  I  am  as  capable  of  matiaging-  a  ship 
as  the  most  experienced  captain  in  the 
service  ;  and  it  will  be  so  far  advanta- 
geous to  you  to  accept  my  services,  that 
upon  Edmond's  release  from  prison  no 
further  change  will  be  requisite  on  boaixl 
the  Pharaon  than  for  Dantes  and  myself 
each  to  resume  our  respective  posts." 

"Thanks!  thanks  !  my  g-ood  friend,  for 
your  excellent  idea  and  acceptable  propo- 
sition—that will  smooth  all  ililhculties.  I 
fully  authorize  you  at  once  to  assume  the 
command  of  the  Pliaraon,  and  look  care- 
fully to  the  unloading-  of  her  freight.  Pri- 
vate misfortmies  must  never  induce  us  to 
neglect  public  alTairs." 
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"  Depend  upon  my  zeal  and  attention, 
M.  Morrel ;  but  wlien  do  you  think  it 
likely  we  may  be  i^ermitted  to  visit  our 
poor  friend  in  his  prison  ?  " 

''  I  will  let  you  know  that  directly  I 
have  seen  M.  de  Villefort,  whom  I  shall 
endeavor  to  interest  in  Edmond's  favor. 
I  am  aware  he  is  a  furious  royalist ;  but, 
in  spite  of  that,  and  of  his  being-  the 
king-'s  procureur,  he  is  a  man  like  our- 
selves, and  I  fancy  not  a  bad  sort  of  one  !" 

"  Perhaps  not,"  replied  Danglars  ;  "but 
he  is  universallj'  spoken  of  as  extremely 
ambitious,  and  ambition  is  a  sore  hardener 
of  the  heart !  " 

'MVell,  well!"  returned  M.  Morrel, 
"  we  shall  see  !  But  noAV  hasten  on  board. 
I  will  join  you  there  ere  long."  So  saying", 
the-  worthj"^  shipowner  quitted  the  two 
allies,  and  proceeded  in  the  direction  of 
the  Palais  de  Justice. 

"You  see,"  said  Danglars,  addressing- 
Cad  erousse,  "  tiie  turn  things  have  taken. 
Do  you  still  feel  any  desire  to  stand  up  in 
his  defense  ?  " 

"  Not  the  slightest,  but  yet  it  seems  to 
nie  a  shocking-  thing-  a  mere  joke  should 
lead  to  such  frightful  consequences." 

"  But  who  perpetrated  that  joke,  let  me 
ask  ?  neither  you  nor  mj'self,  but  Fernand  : 
you  knew  verj'  well  that  1  threw  the  paper 
into  a  corner  of  the  room — indeed,  I  fan- 
cied I  had  destroyed  it." 

"  Oh  no  !  "  replied  Cadcrousse,  "  that  I 
can  answer  for,  you  did  not.  I  only  wish 
I  could  see  it  now  as  plainlj'^  as  I  saw  it 
lying-  all  crushed  and  crumpled  in  a  corner 
of  liie  ai-bor." 

"  Well,  then,  if  you  did,  depend  upon  it, 
Fernand  picked  it  up,  and  either  copied  it 
or  caused  it  to  be  copied  ;  perhaps,  even, 
he  did  not  take  the  trouble  of  recopying  it. 
And  now  I  think  of  it,  by  Heavens  !  he  has 
sent  the  letter  itself  !  Fortunately,  forme, 
the  handwriting  was  disguised." 

"  Tiien  you  were  aware  of  Dantes  being- 
eng-aged  in  a  conspiracy  ?  " 

"  Not,  I.  As  I  before  said.  I  thought  the 
whole  thing- was  a  joke,  notiiing-  mon-.  It 
seems,  however,  that  I  have  unconsciously 
stumbled  upon  the  truth." 

"Still,"  argued  Cadcrousse,  "  I  would 
g-ive  a  great  deal  if  nothing  of  lh(M<ind 


had  happened  ;  or,  at  least,  that  I  had 
had  no  hand  in  it.  You  will  see,  Dan- 
glars, that  it  will  turn  out  an  unluck}'-  job 
for  both  of  us." 

'•'  Nonsense  !  If  any  harm  comes  of  it, 
it  should  fall  on  the  guilty  person  :  and 
that,  \ou  know,  is  Fernand.  How  can 
we  be  implicated  in  any  way  !  All  we 
have  got  to  do  is,  to  keep  our  own  coun- 
sel and  remainperfectly  quiet,  not  breath- 
ing" a  word  to  an}'  living  soul ;  and  you 
will  see  that  the  storm  will  pass  away 
without  in  the  least  affecting  us." 

'•'  Amen  !  "  responded  Caderousse,  wav- 
ing his  hand  in  token  of  adieu  to  Danglars, 
and  bending  his  steps  toward  the  Allees 
de  Meillan,  moving  his  head  to  and  fro,  and 
muttering-  as  he  went,  after  the  manner 
of  one  whose  mind  was  overcharged  with 
one  absorbing  idea. 

"So  far,  then,"  said  Danglars,  men- 
tall3%  "  all  has  gone  as  I  would  have  it.  I 
am,  temporarily,  commander  of  the  Pha- 
I'don,  with  the  certainty  of  being  perma- 
nenth-  so,  if  that  fool  of  a  Caderousse 
can  be  persuaded  to  hold  his  tongue.  M3' 
onh'  fear  is  the  chance  of  Dantes  being 
released.  But  bah  !  he  is  in  the  hands  of 
Justice;  and,"  added  he,  with  a  smile, 
"she  will  take  her  own."  So  saj-ing,  he 
leaped  into  a  boat,  desiring  to  be  rowed 
on  board  the  Pliaraon,  where  M.  Morrel 
had  appointed  to  meet  him." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE   DEPUTY   PROCUREUR   DU  ROI. 

In  one  of  the  large  aristocratical  man- 
sions situated  in  the  Rue  du  Grand  Cours 
opposite  the  fountain  of  Medusa,  a  second 
marriage  feast  was  being  celebrated, 
almost  at  the  same  hour  with  the  ill- 
fated  nuptial  repast  given  b.y  Dantes.  In 
this  case,  however,  althougli  the  occasion 
of  the  entertainment  was  similar,  the 
company  assembled  formed  a  striking  dif- 
ference. Instead  of  a  rude  mixture  of  sai- 
lors, soldiers,  and  those  l)elonging  to  the 
humblest  grade  of  life,  the  present  reun- 
ion was  composed  of  the  very  flower  and 
elite  of  Marseilles  society.  Magistrates 
who  had  resign<'d  their  olHce  during  the 
usurper's  reign  :  ofTiccrs  who,  scorning 
to   [ii,'-ht   under  his   banners,  had   olfered 
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then-  services  to  foreig-n  powers,  with 
young-er  members  of  the  famil.y,  brought 
up  to  hate  and  execrate  the  man  whom 
five  years  of  exile  would  have  converted 
into  a  martyr,  and  fifteen  of  restoration 
elevated  to  the  rank  of  a  demig-od. 

The  guests  were  still  at  table,  and  the 
heated  and  energetic  conversation  that 
prevailed  betrayed  the  violent  and  vin- 
dictive passions  that  then  agitated  each 
dweller  of  the  south,  where,  unhappily, 
religious  strife  had  long  given  increased 
bitterness  to  the  violence  of  part}'^  feeling. 

The  emperor,  now  king  of  the  petty 
isle  of  Elba,  after  having  held  sovereign 
sway  over  one  half  of  th,e  world,  counting 
us,  his  subjects,  a  small  population  of 
twenty  millions — after  having  been  accus- 
tomed to  hear  the  "  Vive  Napoleons  "  of 
at  least  six  times  that  number  of  human 
beings,  uttered  in  nearl.y  every  language 
of  the  globe — was  looked  upon  among 
the  haute  societe  of  Marseilles  as  a  ruined 
man,  separated  forever  from  any  fresh  con- 
nection with  France  or  claim  to  her  throne. 

The  magistrates  freely  discussed  their 
political  views ;  the  military  part  of  the 
company  talked  unreservedly  of  Moscow 
and  Leipsic,  while  the  females  indulg-ed 
in  open  comments  upon  the  divorce  of  the 
Empress  Josephine.  All  seemed  to  evince 
that  in. this  focus  of  royalism  it  was  not 
over  the  downfall  of  one  man  they  re- 
joiced, but  in  the  bright  and  cheering 
prospect  of  a  revivified  political  existence 
for  themselves. 

An  old  man,  decorated  with  the  cross 
of  Saint  Louis,  now  rose  and  proposed  the 
health  of  King  Louis  XVIII.  Tliis  aged 
individual  was  the  Marquis  do  Saint- 
Meran.  This  toast,  recalling  at  once  the 
patient  exile  of  Hartwell  and  the  peace- 
loving  king  of  France,  excited  universal 
enthusiasm  ;  glasses  were  elevated  in  the 
air  a  V Anglais,  and  the  ladies,  snatching 
their  bouquets  from  their  fair  bosoms, 
strewed  the  table  with  their  floral  treas- 
ures. In  a  word,  an  almost  poetical  fer- 
vor prevailed. 

"Ah!"'  said  the  Marquise  de  Saint - 
Meran,  a  woman  with  a  stern,  forbidding- 
eye,  though  still  noble  and  elegant-look- 
ing, despite  her  having  reached  hei-  fift lot  li 


year  —  "  ah  !  these  revolutionists,  who 
have  driven  us  from  those  very  posses- 
sions they  afterward  purchased  for  a  mere 
trifle  during  the  Reign  of  Terror,  would 
be  compelled  to  own,  were  they  here,  that 
all  true  devotion  was  on  our  side,  since  we 
were  content  to  follow  the  fortunes  of  a 
falling  monarch,  w^hile  they,  on  the  con- 
traiy,  made  their  fortune  by  worshiping 
the  rising  sun  ;  yes,  3'^es,  they  could  not 
help  admitting  that  the  king,  for  whom 
we  sacrificed  rank,  wealth,  and  station 
was  truly  our  'Louis  the  well-beloved,' 
while  their  wretched  usurper  has  been, 
and  ever  will  be,  to  them  their  evil  genius, 
their  '  Napoleon  the  accursed.'  Am  I  not 
right,  Villefort  ?  " 

"  1  beg  your  pardon,  madame.  I  really 
must  pray  3''ou  to  excuse  me,  but — in  truth 
— I  was  not  attending  to  the  conversa- 
tion." 

''Marquise,  marquise!"  interposed  the 
same  elderl3'  personag'e  who  had  proposed 
the  toast,  '•'  let  the  3"oung  people  alone ; 
let  me  tell3''ou,  on  one's  wedding  da3^  there 
are  more  agreeable  subjects  of  conversa- 
tion than  dry  politics." 

"Never  mind,  dearest  mother,"  said 
a  3'oung  and  lovel\'  girl,  with  a  profusion 
of  light  brown  hair,  and  e3'es  that  seemed 
to  float  in  liquid  cr3^stal,  "  'tis  all  m3'^ 
fault  for  seizing  upon  M.  de  Villefort,  so 
as  to  prevent  his  listening  to  what  j'ou 
said.  But  there — now  take  him — he  is 
3'our  o\vn  for  as  long  as  3'ou  like.  M. 
Villefort,  I  beg  to  remind  3'ou  n^y  mother 
speaks  to  3-0 u." 

'*  If  Madame  la  Marquise  will  deign  to 
repeat  the  words  I  but  imperfectl3' caught, 
I  shall  be  delighted  to  answer,"  said  M. 
de  Villefort. 

'*  Never  mind,  Reneo,''  replied  the  mar- 
quise, with  such  a  look  of  tenderness  as 
all  were  astonished  to  see  her  hai'sh  d.vy 
features  capable  of  expressing;  for.  how- 
ever all  other  feelings  ma\'  be  withereil  in 
a  woman's  nature,  there  is  alwa3'S  one 
bright  smiling  spot  in  the  maternal  breast, 
and  that  is  where  a  dearl\--beloved  child 
is  concerned — ''  I  forgive  n-ou.  What  I 
was  saying,  Villefort,  was,  that  the  Bona- 
partists  had  neither  our  sinceritv*,  enthu- 
siasm, nor  devotion." 
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','  They  had,  however,  what  supplied  the 
place  of  those  fine  qualities,"  replied  the 
young  man,  "  and  that  was  fanaticism. 
Napoleon  is  the  Mahomet  of  the  West, 
and  is  worshiped  by  his  commonplace 
but  ambitious  followers,  not  only  as  a 
leader  and  lawg-iver,  but  also  as  the  per- 
sonification of  equality." 

"■  He  !  "  cried  the  marquise,  "  Napoleon 
the  type  of  equalitj'-  !  For  merc3^'s  sake, 
then,  what  would  you  call  Robespierre  ? 
Come,  come,  do  not  strip  the  latter  of  his 
just  rights  to  bestow  them  on  one  who  has 
usurped  enough,  methinks." 

"  Na}',  madame  ;  I  would  place  each  of 
these  heroes  on  his  right  pedestal — that 
of  Robespierre  to  be  built  where  his  scaf- 
fold was  erected  ;  that  of  Napoleon  on  the 
column  of  the  Place  Vendome.  The  onh' 
difference  consists  in  the  opposite  charac- 
ter of  the  equality  supported  by  these  two 
men  ;  the  one  advocates  the  equalit3-  that 
elevates,  the  other  professes  Ihe  equalit}- 
that  depresses ;  the  one  brings  a  king 
within  reach  of  the  guillotine,  the  other 
elevates  the  people  to  a  level  with  the 
throne.  Observe,"  said  Villefort,  smil- 
ing, "  I  do  not  moan  to  deny  that  both 
the  individuals  we  have  been  referring  to 
were  revolutionary  scoundrels,  and  that 
the  9tli  Thermidor  and  the  4th  of  April 
were  lucky  days  for  France,  worthy  of 
being  gratefully  remembered  b}-^  every 
friend  to  monarchy  and  civil  order ;  and 
that  explains  how  it  comes  to  pass  that, 
fallen,  as  I  trust  he  is,  foi'cver.  Napoleon 
lias  still  preserved  a  train  of  parasitical 
satellites.  Still,  marquise,  it  has  been  so 
with  other  usurpers  :  Cromwell,  foi-  in- 
stance, who  w;\s  not  half  so  bad  as  Napo- 
leon, had  his  partisans  and  advocates." 

"Do  you  know,  Villefort,  that  you  arc 
talking  in  a  most  dreadfully  revolutionary 
stiain  ?  But  I  excuse  it;  it  is  impossible 
to  expect  llie  son  of  a  Girondin  to  bo  free 
from  a  small  spice  of  the  old  leaven."  A 
deep  crimson  suffused  the  coimtcnance  of 
Villefort. 

" 'Tis  true,  madame,*'  answered  he. 
**  that  my  father  was  a  Cilrondin.  but  he 
was  not  among  the  number  of  those  who 
voted  for  the  king's  death  ;  lie  was  an 
equal    sufferer  wiili    yoiu'self  during   the 


Reign  of  Terror,  and  Lad  wellnigh  lost 
his  head  on  the  same  scalfold  as  your  own 
father." 

"True,"  replied  the  marquise,  without 
wincins"  in  the  slightest  degree  at  the 
tragical  remembrance  thus  called  up ; 
•'but  bear  in  mind,  if  you  please,  that 
our  respective  parents  underwent  persecu- 
tion and  proscription  from  diametrically 
opposite  principles ;  in  pro  .f  of  which  I 
may  remark,  that  while  i  13'  famil3''  re- 
mained among  the  stanchest  adherents  of 
the  exiled  princes,  your  fathe  lost  no  tinie 
in  joining  the  new  government ;  and  that 
after  the  Citizen  Noirtier  hc;d  become  a 
Girondin,  the  Count  Noirtier  opeared  as- 
a  senator  and  statesman." 

"  Dear  mother,"  interposed  Renee, 
"3"ou  know  ver3'  well  it  was  agreed  that 
all  these  disagreeable  reminiscences  should 
forever  be  laid  aside." 

"Suffer  me,  also,  madame,  to  add  mv 
earnest  request  that  3'ou  will  kindl3^  allow 
the  veil  of  oblivion  to  cover  and  conceal 
the  past.  What  avails  retrospection  and 
recrimination  touching  circumstances 
wholl3'  past  recall  ?  For  m3'  own  part, 
I  have  laid  aside  even  the  name  of  m3^ 
father,  and  altogetlier  disown  his  political 
principles.  He  was — nd^y,  probabl3'  maj' 
still  be — a  Bonapartist,  and  is  called  Noir- 
tier; I,  on  the  contra r3%  am  a  stanch  ro3'- 
alist,  and  st3'le  myself  de  Villefort..  Let 
what  may  remain  of  revolutionarj'^  sap 
exhaust  itself  and  die  awa3'  with  t  le  old 
trunk,  and  condescend  onh'  to  regard  the 
3'oung  shoot  which  has  started  up  at  a 
distance  from  the  parent  tree,  wi  hout 
having  the  power,  an3'  more  than  the 
wish,  to  separate  entirelv  from  the  stock 
from  which  it  sprung." 

"  Bravo,  Villefort !  "  cried  the  marquis ; 
" excellentl3'  well  said!  Come,  now,  I 
have  hopes  of  obtaining  what  I  have  been 
for  vears  end<'avoring  to  persuade  vhe 
manjuise  to  promise,  namel3',  a  perfect 
amnestv  and   forgetfulnoss  of  the  past." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  replied  the  mar- 
([uise  ;  "  let  the  past  be  forever  forgotten  I 
I  p»H)mis«'  you  it  affords  me  as  little  pleas- 
ure to  revive  it  as  it  does  30U.  All  I  ask 
is,  that  Villefort  will  be  firm  and  inflexible 
for    tlie    future    in    mai'king    his    j>olitieal 
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principles.  Remember  also,  Villefort,  that 
we  have  pledged  ourselves  to  his  majesty 
for  3^our  fealty  and  strict  lo3^alty,  and  that 
at  our  recommendation  the  king-  consented 
to  forget  the  past,  as  I  do  "  (and  here  she 
extended  to  him  her  hand) — "  as  I  now  do 
at  3'our  entreaty.  But  bear  in  mind,  that 
should  there  fall  in  your  way  any  one 
guilty  of  conspiring  against  the  govern- 
ment, ^'^ou  will  be  so  much  the  more  bound 
to  visit  the  offense  with  rigorous  punish- 
ment, as  it  is  known  you  belong  to  a  sus- 
pected famil3^" 

"Alas!  madame,"  returned  Villefort, 
"mj^  profession,  as  well  as  the  times  in 
which  we  live,  compel  me  to  be  severe.  I 
have  already  successfully  conducted  sev- 
eral public  prosecutions,  and  brought  the 
offenders  to  merited  punishment.  But  we 
have  not  done  with  the  thing  yet." 

''Do  you,  indeed,  think  so?"  inquired 
the  marquise. 

"  I  am,  at  least,  fearful  of  it.  Napo- 
leon, in  the  island  of  Elba,  is  too  near 
France,  and  his  proximitj'-  keeps  up  the 
hopes  of  his  partisans.  Marseilles  is  filled 
with  half-pay  officers,  who  are  daily,  under 
one  frivolous  pretext  or  other,  getting  up 
quarrels  with  the  royalists;  from  hence 
arise  continual  and  fatal  duels  among  the 
higher  classes  of  persons,  and  assassina- 
tions in  the  lower." 

*' You  have  heard,  perhaps,"  said  the 
Count  de  Salvieux,  one  of  M.  de  Saint- 
Meran's  oldest  friends,  and  chamberlain 
to  the  Count  d'Artois,  ''  that  the  Hoi}- 
Alliance  purpose  removing  him  from 
thence?  " 

"  Ah  !  they  were  talking  about  it  when 
we  left  Paris,"  said  M.  de  Saint-Mei-an  ; 
''and  where  is  it  decided  to  transfer 
him  ?  "—'-To  Saint  Helena  !  " 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  where  is  that?" 
asked  the  marquise. — "  An  island  situated 
on  the  other  side  of  the  equator,  at  least 
two  thousand  leagues  from  lience,"  re- 
plied the  count. 

"  So  much  the  better  !  As  Villefort  ob- 
serves, it  is  a  great  act  of  folly  to  have 
left  such  a  man  between  Corsica,  where 
he  was  born,  Naples,  of  which  his  brother- 
in-law  is  king,  and  Italy,  the  sovereignty 
of  which  he  coveted  for  his  son." 
1 


"Well,"  saia  the  marquise,  "it  seems 
probable  that,  by  the  aid  of  the  Holy  Alli- 
ance, we  shall  be  rid  of  Napoleon  ;  and  we 
must  trust  to  the  vigilance  of  M.  de  Ville- 
fort to  purify  Marseilles  of  his  partisans. 
The  king  is  either  a  king  or  no  king ;  if  he 
be  acknowledged  as  sovereign  of  France, 
he  should  be  upheld  in  peace  and  tranquil- 
lity; and  this  can  best  be  effected  by  em- 
plojdng  the  most  inflexible  agents  to  put 
down  every  attempt  at  conspiracy — 'tis 
the  best  and  surest  means  of  preventing 
mischief." 

"  Unfortunately^  madame,"  answered 
Villefort,  "the  strong  arm  of  the  law  is 
not  called  upon  to  interfere  until  the  evil 
has  taken  place." 

"Then  all  he  has  got  to  do  is  to  en- 
deavor to  repair  it." 

"Nay,  madame,  the  law  is  frequently 
powerless  to  effect  this  ;  all  it  can  do  is  to 
avenge  the  wrong  done." 

"Oh  !  M.  de  Villefort,"  cried  a  beauti- 
ful young  creature,  daughter  to  Count 
Salvieux,  and  the  cherished  friend  of 
Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Meran,  "do  try 
and  get  up  some  famous  trial  while  we 
are  at  Marseilles.  I  never  was  in  a  law- 
court  ;  I  am  told  it  is  so  very  amusing  ! '' 

"  Amusing,  certainly,"  replied  the 
3'oung  man,  "inasmuch  as,  instead  of 
shedding  tears  as  at  the  fictitious  tale  of 
woe  produced  at  a  theater,  you  behold  in 
a  law-court  a  case  of  real  and  genuine 
distress — a  drama  of  life.  The  prisoner 
whom  you  there  see  pale,  agitated,  and 
alarmed,  instead  of — as  is  the  case  when 
the  curtain  falls  on  a  tragedy — going  home 
to  sup  peacefully  with  his  family,  and  then 
retiring  to  rest,  that  he  may  reconmience 
his  mimic  woes  on  the  morrow,  is  i-emoved 
from  your  sight  merely  to  be  reconducted 
to  his  prison  and  delivered  up  to  the  exe- 
cutioner. I  leave  you  to  judge  how  far 
your  nerves  are  calculated  to  bear  you 
through  such  a  scene.  Of  this,  however, 
be  assured,  that  should  any  favorable  op- 
portunity present  itself,  I  will  not  fail  to 
otfer  you  the  choice  of  being  present  at  it." 

"For  shame,  M.  de  Villefort!''  said 
Renee,  becoming  quite  pale  :  "  don't  you 
see  how  you  are  frightening  us  ? — and  j'ef. 
vou  lauch." 
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''  Wh3%  I  stand  almost'  in  the  lig-ht  of 
one  engaged  in  a  duel.  I  have  already 
recorded  sentence  of  death,  five  or  six 
times,  against  the  movers  of  political  con- 
spiracies, and  who  can  say  how  many 
daggers  may  be  read^'^  sharpened,  and 
only  waiting  a  favorable  opportunity  to 
be  buried  in  my  heart  ?  " 

''Gracious  heavens!  M.  de  Villefort," 
said  Renee,  becoming  more  and  more  ter- 
rified ;  '''3^ou  surel}'  are  not  in  earnest." 

"Indeed  I  am,"  replied  the  joung 
magisti^ate  with  a  smile  ;  "  and  in  the  in- 
teresting trial  that  young  lady  is  anxious 
to  witness,  the  case  would  owXy  be  still 
more  aggravated.  Suppose,  for  instance, 
the  prisoner,  as  is  more  than  probable,  to 
have  served  under  Napoleon — well,  can 
vou  expect  for  an  instant  that  one  accus- 
touied,  at  the  word  of  his  commander,  to 
rush  fearlessh''  on  tlie  very  baj'^onets  of 
his  foe,  will  scruple  more  to  drive  a  stiletto 
into  the  heart  of  one  he  knows  to  be  his 
personal  enemj',  than  to  slaughter  his  fel- 
low-creatures, merelj'  because  bidden  to 
do  so  b\^  one  he  is  bound  to  obey  ?  Be- 
sides, one  requires  the  excitement  of  being 
hateful  id  the  eyes  of  the  accused,  in  order 
to  lash  one's  self  into  a  state  of  sufficient 
vehemence  and  power.  I  would  not  choose 
to  see  the  man  against  whom  I  pleaded 
smile,  as  though  in  mockery  of  my  words. 
No  !  my  pride  is  to  seethe  accused  pale, 
agitated,  and  as  though  beaten  out  of  all 
composure  bj'  the  fire  of  my  eloquence." 

"Bravo!"  cried  one  of  the  guests; 
"  that  is  what  I  call  talking  to  some  pur- 
pose." 

"Just  tin*  person  we  require  at  a  time 
like  tlie  present,"  said  a  second. 

''  Wiiat  a  splendid  business  that  last 
cause  of  yours  was,  my  dear  Villefort  !  " 
remarked  a  third  ;  *' I  mean  the  trial  of 
the  man  for  murdering  his  father.  Upon 
my  word,  .you  killed  him  ere  the  execu- 
tioner had  laid  his  hand  upon  him." 

"  Oh  !  as  for  p:\rricides,  and  sucli  dread- 
ful peopk^  as  that,"  interposed  Renee,  "it 
matters  very  little  what  is  done  to  them  ; 
but  as  I'egards  poor  unfortunate  creatures 
whose  only  crime  consists  in  having  mixed 
themselves  up  in  political  intrigues — " 

**  Why,  that  is  the  very  worst  otTense 


they  could  possibly-  commit ;  for,  don't 
you  see,  Renee,  the  king  is  the  father  of 
his  people,  and  he  who  shall  plot  or  con- 
trive aught  against  the  life  and  safety  of 
the  parent  of  thirty-two  millions  of  souls 
is  a  parricide  upon  a  fearfully  great 
scale  ?  " 

'•'  I  don't  know  anything  about  that," 
replied  Renee  ;  "but,  M.  de  Villefort,  3'ou 
have  promised  me — have  you  not  ? — al- 
ways to  show  mercy  to  those  I  plead  for." 

"Make  yourself  quite  easy  on  that 
point,"  answered  Villefort,  with  one  of 
his  sweetest  smiles  ;  "'  you  and  I  will  al- 
ways consult  upon  our  verdicts." 

"M^'love,"  said  the  marquise,  "  attend 
to  your  doves,  your  lap-dogs,  and  em- 
broider}', but  do  not  meddle  with  what 
3'ou  understand  not.  Nowadays  the  mili- 
tary profession  has  rest,  and  its  brave 
sons  repose  under  their  well-earned  laurels. 
Now  is  the  time  for  those  of  the  long  robe, 
like  M.  de  Villefort,  to  achieve  a  splendid 
notoriety  ;  seek  not,  therefore,  to  cross 
the  brilliant  career  j'-our  betrothed  hus- 
band may  otherwise  pursue." 

"Well,"  said  Renee,  "I  cannot  help 
regretting  you  had  not  chosen  some  other 
profession  than  your  own — a  physician, 
for  instance.  Do  j'ou  know  I  always  felt 
a  shudder  at  the  idea  of  even  2^.  destroying 
angel  ?  " 

"  Dear,  good  Renee  !  "  whispered  Ville- 
fort, as  he  gazed  with  unutterable  lender-' 
ness  on  the  lovely  speaker. 

"Let  us  hope,  my  child,"  cried  the 
marquis,  "  that  M.  de  Villefort  may  prove 
the  moral  and  political  physician  of  this 
province  ;  if  so,  he  will  have  achieved  a 
noble  work." 

"And  one  which  will  go  far  to  efface 
the  recollection  of  his  father's  conduct," 
added  the  incorrigible  marquise. 

"Madame,"  replied  Villefort,  with  a 
mournful  smile,  "  I  have  already  had  tlie 
honor  to  observe  that  my  father  has — at 
least  I  hope  so — abjured  his  past  errors, 
and  that  lie  is,  at  the  present  moment,  a 
firm  and  zealous  friend  to  religion  and 
oi'der — a  better  royalist,  possibly,  than 
his  son  ;  for  he  has  to  atone  for  past  dere- 
liction, while  1  have  no  ot  lirr  impulse  than 
warm,  decided  preTercnce  and  conviction." 
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Having"  made  this  well-turned  speech, 
Villefort  looked  carefully  round  to  mark 
the  etfect  of  his  oratorj^  much  as  he  would 
have  done  had  he  been  addressing-  the 
bench  in  open  court. 

"'Do  you   know,    my   dear  Villefort," 
cried  the  Count  de  Salvieux,  *'  that  is  as 
nearlj^  as  possible  what  I  myself  said  the 
other  day   at   the  Tuileries,  when   ques- 
tioned by  his  majestj'^'s  principal  chamber- 
lain touching"  the  sing-ulai'ltj^  of  an  alliance 
between   the   son   of  a  Girondin  and  the 
daughter  of  an   officer  of  the    Duke  de 
Conde ;  and  I  assure  you  he  seemed  fully 
to  comprehend  that  this  mode  of  reconcil- 
ing" political  differences  was  based   upon 
sound  and  excellent  principles.     Then  the 
king",  who,  without  our  suspecting"  it,  had 
overheard,   our  conversation,  interrupted 
us  by  sa^ang",    'Villefort' — observe  that 
the  king"  did  not  pronounce  the  word  Noir- 
tier,  but,  on  the  contrary,  placed  consider- 
able emphasis  on  that  of  Villefort — '  Ville- 
fort/ said  his  majesty,   'is  a  .young-  man 
of  great   judgment   and   discretion,    who 
will  be  sure  to  make  a  figure  in  his  pro- 
fession ;  I  like  him  much,  and  it  gave  me 
great  pleasure  to  hear  that  he  was  about 
to  become  the  son-in-law  of  M.  le  Marquis 
and  Madame  la  Marquise  de  Saint-Meran. 
I  should  m,yself  have  recommended    the 
match,  had  not  the  noble  marquis  antici- 
pated my  wishes  by  requesting  my  con- 
sent to  it.'" 

"  Is  it  possible  the  king  could  have  con- 
descended so  far  as  to  express  himself  so 
favorablj'  of  me  ?  "  asked  the  enraptured 
Villefort. 

"  I  give  you  his  very  words  ;  and  if  the 
marquis  chooses  to  be  candid,  he  will  con- 
fess that  they  perfectly  agree  with  what 
his  majesty  said  to  him,  when  he  Avent  six 
months  ago  to  consult  him  upon  the  sub- 
ject of  your  espousing  his  daughter." 

"  Certainl.y,"  answered  the  marquis; 
•'you  state  but  the  truth." 

"How  much  do  I  owe  tins  gracious 
prince  !  What  is  th(M-e  I  would  not  do  to 
evince  my  earnest  gratitude  !  " 

"That  is  right,"  cried  the  marquise. 
"  T  love  to  see  you  thus.  Now,  then,  were 
a  conspirator  to  fall  into  your  hands,  he 
would  be  most  welcome." 


"For- my  part,    dear   mother,"   inter- 
posed Renee,    "  I  trust  your  wishes  will 
not  prosper,  and  that  Providence  will  only 
permit  petty  offenders,  poor  debtors,  and 
miserable  cheats,  to  fall  into  M.  de  Ville- 
fort's  hands  :   then  I  shall  be  contented." 
"Just  the  same  as  though  you  prayed 
that  a  physician  might  only  be  calh-d  upon 
to  prescribe  for  headaches,  measles,  and 
the  stings  of  wasps,  or  an}'  other  slight 
affection  of  the  epidermis.     If  j-ou  wish  to 
see   me  the  king's  procureur,  you  must 
desire  for  me  some  of  those  violent  and 
dangerous  diseases  from  the  cure  of  which 
so  much  honor  redounds  to  the  physician. " 
At   this   moment,  and   as   though  the 
utterance  of  Villefort's  wish  had  sufficed 
to  effect  its  accomplishment,  a  servant  en- 
tered the  room  and  whispered  a  few  words 
in   his    ear.     Villefort    immediately  rose 
from  table  and  quitted  the  room  upon  the 
plea  of  urgent  business  :    he  soon,  how- 
ever, returned,  his  whole   face   beaming 
with  delight.     Renee  regarded  him  with 
fond   affection  :    and   certainh'  his  hand- 
some features,  lit  up  as  the}'  then  ^vere 
with  more  than  usual  fire  and  animation, 
seemed  formed  to  excite  the  innocent  ad- 
miration   with   which    she   gazed    on  her 
graceful  and  intelligent  lover. 

"You  were  wishing  just  now,"  said 
Villefort,  addressing  her,  "that  I  were 
a  doctor  instead  of  a  lawj'er.  Well,  I  at 
least  resemble  the  disciples  of  Esculapius 
in  one  thing — that  of  not  being  able  to  call 
a  day  ni}'  own,  not  even  that  of  my  be- 
trothal." 

"And  wherefore  were  you  called  away 
just  now  ?  "  asked  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- 
Meran,  with  an  air  of  deepjnterest. — "For 
a  very  serious  affair,  which  bids  well  to 
afford  our  executioner  here  some  work." 
"How  dreadful  I"  exclaimed  Renee: 
her  cheeks,  that  were  before  glowing  with 
emotion,  becoming  pale  as  marble. 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  ''  burst  simultaneously 
from  all  who  wtM'e  near  enough  to  the 
magistrate  to  lu^ar  his  words. 

"  Why,  if  my  information  prove  corred  . 
a  sort  of  Bonaparte  conspiracy  has  just 
been  disco vereil." 

"Can  I  believe  my  ears  ?  "  cried  the 
marquise. 
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**I  will  read  you  the  letter  containing 
the  accusation,  at  least,"  said  Villefort : 

"  '  The  procureur  du  roi  is  informed  by 
a  friend  to  the  throne  and  the  religious 
institutions  of  his  countr^^  that  an  indi- 
vidual named  Edraond  Dantes,  second  in 
command  on  board  the  Pharaon,  this  day 
arrived  from  Smyrna,  after  having  touched 
at  Naples  and  Porto-Ferrajo,  has  been 
the  bearer  of  a  letter  from  Murat  to  the 
usurper,  and  again  taken  charge  of  an- 
other letter  from  the  usurper  to  the 
Bonapartist  club  in  Paris.  Ample  cor- 
roboration of  this  statement  may  be  ob- 
tained hy  arresting  the  above-mentioned 
Edmond  Dantes,  who  either  carries  the 
letter  for  Paris  about  with  him,  or  has  it 
at  his  father's  abode.  Should  it  not  be 
found  in  the  possession  of  father  or  son, 
then  it  will  assuredly  be  discovered  in  the 
cabin  belonging  to  the  said  Dantes  on 
board  the  Pharaon.^  " 

'*  But,"  said  Renee,  "  this  letter,  which, 
after  all,  is  but  an  anonymous  scrawl,  is 
not  even  addressed  to  you,  but  to  the  pro- 
cureur du  roi." 

''True;  but  that  gentleman  being  ab- 
sent, his  secretar3%  by  his  orders,  opened 
his  letters ;  thinking  this  one  of  impor- 
tance, he  sent  for  me,  but  not  finding  me, 
took  upon  himself  to  give  the  necessary 
orders  for  arresting  the  accused  party." 

'•'Then  the  guilty  person  is  absolutely 
in  custyd3'?  "  said  the  marquise. 

"Na3%  dear  mother,  sa^'  the  accused 
person.  You  know  we  cannot  yet  pro- 
nounce him  guilty," 

"He  is  in  safe  custody,"  answered 
Villefort ;  "and  rely  upon  it,  if  the  letter 
alluded  to  is  found,  he  will  not  be  likely  to 
be  trusted  abroad  again,  unless  he  goes 
forth  under  the  especial  protection  of  the 
headsman." 

"And  where  is  the  unfortunate  being  ?  " 
asked  Renee.— "  He  is  at  my  house  ?  " 

"Come,  come,  ray  friend,"  interrupted 
the  marquise,  "do  not  neglect  yoiir  duly 
to  linger  with  us.  You  are  the  king's  ser- 
vant, and  must  go  whithersoever  that  ser- 
vice calls  you." 

"  Oh,  Villefort !  "  cried  Renee,  clasping 
her  hands,  and  looking  toward  her  lover 
with  piteous  earnestness,  "  be  merciful  on 


this  the  daj^  of  our  betrothal."  The  young 
man  passed  round  to  the  side  of  the  table 
w^here  the  fair  pleader  sat,  and  leaning 
over  her  chair  said  tenderly  : 

"To  give  ,you  pleasure,  my  sweet  Renee, 
I  promise  to  show  all  the  lenity  in  my 
power  ;  but  if  the  charges  brought  against 
thisBonapartean  hero  prove  correct,  why, 
then,  you  reallj^  m'ust  give  me  leave  to 
order  his  head  to  be  cut  off." 

Renee,  with  an  almost  convulsive  shud- 
der, turned  aw^ay  her  head,  as  thougli  the 
\ev\  mention  of  killing  a  fellow-creature 
in  cold  blood  was  more  than  her  tender 
nature  could  endure. 

"  Never  mind  that  foolish  girl,  Ville- 
fort," said  the  marquise,  "  she  will  soon 
get  over  these  things."  So  saying,  Mad- 
ame de  Saint-Meran  extended  her  dry 
bony  hand  to  Villefort,  who,  while  im- 
printing a  son-in-law's  respectful  salute 
on  it,  looked  at  Renee,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"'  I  must  tr}'-  and  fancy  'tis  your  dear 
hand  I  kiss,  as  it  should  have  been." 

"These  are  mournful  auspices  to  accom- 
pany a  betrothal !  "  sighed  poor  Renee. 

"Upon  my  word,  child!"  exclaimed 
the  angry  marquise,  "  j'our  folly  exceeds 
all  bounds.  I  should  be  glad  to  know 
what  connection  there  can  possibly'  be  be- 
tween 3'our  sickly  sentimentality  and  the 
affairs  of  the  state  !  " 

"  Oh,  mother  !  "  murmured  Renee. 

"  Na3-,  madame,  I  pra\'  you  pardon  this 
little  traitor  ;  I  promise  3'ou  that  to  make 
up  for  her  want  of  lo^'altj'  I  will  be  most 
inflexibly  severe;"  then  casting  an  ex- 
pressive glance  at  his  betrothed,  wliich 
seemed  to  say,  "  Fear  not,  for  your  dear 
sake  my  justice  shall  be  tempered  with 
mercy,"  and  receiving  a  sweet  and  ap- 
proving smile  in  return.  Villefort  quitted 
the  room. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE   EXAMINATION. 

No  sooner  had  Villefort  left  the  saloon 
than  he  assumed  the  grave  air  of  a  man 
who  holds  the  balance  of  life  and  death  in 
his  hands.  E.xcept  the  recollection  of  tlie 
line  of  politics  his  father  had  adopted,  and 
which  might  interfere,  unless  he  acted 
with  the  greatest  prudence,  with  his  own 
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career,  Villefort  was  as  happj^  as  a  man 
could  be.  Already  rich,  he  held  a  high 
official  situation,  though  only  twenty- 
seven.  He  was  about  to  marry  a  young- 
and  charming-  woman ;  and  besides  her 
personal  attractions,  which  were  verj' 
g-reat,  Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Meran's 
familj^  possessed  considerable  political  in- 
fluence, which,  they  would,  of  course,  exert 
in  his  favor.  The  dowry  of  his  wife 
amounted  to  six  thousand  pounds,  besides 
the  prospect  of  inheriting-  twenty  thou- 
sand more  at  her  father's  death.  At  the 
door  he  met  the  commissary  of  police,  who 
was  waiting-  for  him.  The  sig-ht  of  this 
officer  recalled  Villefort  from  the  third 
heaven  to  earth  ;  he  composed  his  face  as 
we  have  before  described,  and  said  :  "  I 
have  read  the  letter,  monsieur,  and  you 
have  acted  rightly  in  arresting  this  man ; 
now  inform  me  what  3'ou  have  discovered 
concerning  him  and  the  conspiracy'." 

"  We  know  nothing-  as  yet  of  the  con- 
spiracy, monsieur ;  all  the  papers  found 
have  been  sealed  up  and  placed  on  your 
bureau.  The  prisoner  himself  is  named 
Edmond  Dantes,  mate  on  board  the  three- 
master  the  Pharaon,  trading-  in  cotton 
with  Alexandria  and  Smyrna,  and  belong-- 
ing-  to  Morrel  &  Son,  of  Marseilles." 

"Before  he  entered  the  navy,  had  he 
ever  served  in  the  marines  ?  " 

"Oh,  no,  monsieur,  he  is  ver^'-  young." 

"  How  old  ?  " — "Nineteen  or  twenty  at 
the  most."  At  this  moment,  and  as 
Villefort  had  arrived  at  the  coi'ner  of  the 
Rue  des  Conseiles,  a  man,  who  seemed  to 
have  been  waiting  for  him,  approached  : 
it  was  M.  Morrel. 

"Ah!  M.  de  Villefort,"  cried  he,  "I 
am  delighted  to  see  you.  Some  of  3'our 
people  have  committed  the  strang-est  mis- 
take— they  have  just  arrested  Edmond 
Dantes,  the  mate  of  my  ship." 

"I  know  it,  monsieur,"  replied  Ville- 
fort, "and  I  am  now  g-oing-  to  examine 
him." 

"Oh,"  said  Morrel,  carried  away  by 
his  friendship,  "you  do  not  know  him, 
and  I  do.  He  is  the  most  estimable,  the 
most  trustworthy  creature  in  the  world, 
and  I  will  venture  to  say,  there  is  not  a 
better  seaman  in  all  the  merchant  service. 


Oh,  M.  de  Villefort,  I  beseech  your  indul- 
gence for  him," 

Villefort,  as  we  have  seen,  belonged  to 
the  aristocratic  party  at  Marseilles,  Mor- 
rel to  the  plebeian  ;  the  first  was  a  royal- 
ist, the  other  suspected  of  Bonapartism, 
Villefort  looked  disdainfully  at  Morrel, 
and  replied  : 

"  You  are  aware,  monsieur,  that  a  man 
may  be  estimable  and  trustworthj'  in 
private  life,  and  the  best  seaman  in  the 
merchant  service,  and  yet  be,  politically 
speaking-,  a  g-reat  criminal.  Is  it  not 
true  ?  " 

The  mag-istrate  laid  emphasis  on  these 
words,  as  if  he  wished  to  apply  them  to 
the  owner  himself,  while  his  CN-es  seemed 
to  plung-e  into  the  heart  of  him  who,  while 
he  interceded  for  another,  had  himself 
need  of  indulgence.  Moi-rel  reddened,  for 
his  own  conscience  was  not  quite  clear  on 
politics  ;  besides,  what  Dantes  had  told 
him  of  his  interview  with  the  grand-mar- 
shal, and  what  the  emperor  had  said  to 
him,  embarrassed  him.  He  replied,  how- 
ever : — 

"  I  entreat  you,  M.  de  Villefort,  be,  as 
3'ou  alwaj's  are,  kind  and  equitable,  and 
give  him  back  to  us  soon."  This  give  us 
sounded  revolutionarj'^  in  the  sub-prefect's 
ears. 

"Ah,  ah  !  "  murmured  he,^Ms  Dantes 
then  a  member  of  some  Carbonari  society, 
that  his  protector  thus  employs  the  col- 
lective form  ?  He  was,  if  I  recollect,  ar- 
rested in  a  cabaret,  in  company  with  a 
great  many  others."  Then  he  added, 
"  Monsieur,  j'ou  may  rest  assured  I  shall 
pei'form  my  duty  impartially,  and  that  if 
he  be  innocent  you  shall  not  have  ap- 
pealed to  mo  in  vain  :  should  he,  how- 
ever, be  guilty,  in  this  present  epoch, 
impunity  would  furnish  a  dangerous  ex- 
ample, and  I  must  do  my  duty." 

As  he  had  now  arrived  at  the  door  of 
his  own  house,  which  adjoined  the  Palais 
de  Justice,  he  entered,  after  having  sa- 
luted the  shipowner,  who  stood,  as  if 
petrified,  on  the  spot  wliore  Villefort  had 
left  him.  The  antechamber  was  full  of 
agents  of  police  and  gendarmes,  in  the 
midst  of  whom,  carefully  watched,  but 
calm  and    smiling,    stood    the    prisoner. 
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Yillefort  traversed  the  antechamber,  cast 
a  side  glance  at  Dantes,  and  taking  a 
packet  Avhich  a  gendarme  offered  him, 
disappeared,  saying  :  *'"'  Bring  in  the  pris- 
oner." 

Rapid  as  had  been  Villefort's  glance,  it 
had  served  to  give  him  an  idea  of  the  man 
he  was  about  to  interrogate.  He  had 
recognized  intelligence  in  the  high  fore- 
head, courage  in  the  dark  63^6  and  bent 
brow,  and  franlcness  in  tlie  tliick  lips  that 
showed  a  set  of  pearly  teeth.  Villefort's 
first  impression  was  favorable ;  but  he 
had  been  so  often  warned  to  mistrust  first 
impulses,  that  he  applied  the  maxim  to 
the  impression,  forgetting  the  difference 
between  the  two  words.  He  stifled,  there- 
fore, the  feelings  of  compassion  that  were 
rising,  composed  his  features,  and  sat 
down  at  his  bureau.  An  instant  after 
Dantes  entered.  He  was  pale,  but  calm 
and  collected,  and  saluting  his  judge  with 
easy  politeness,  looked  round  for  a  seat. 
as  if  he  had  been  in  the  saloon  of  M.  Mor- 
rel.  It  was  then  that  he  encountered,  for 
the  first  time,  Villefort's  look — that  look 
peculiar  to  justice,  which,  while  it  seems 
to  read  the  culprit's  thoughts,  betrays 
naught  of  its  own. 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ?  "  demanded 
Villefort,  turning  over  a  pile  of  papers, 
containing vinformation  relative  to  the 
prisoner,  that  an  agent  of  police  had 
given  to  him  on  his  entr3\ 

"  My  name  is  Edmond  Dantes,"  replied 
the  young  man  calmly;  ''I  am  mate  of 
the  Phuraon,  belonging  to  Messrs.  Morrel 
&  Son." 

"  Your  age  ?  "  continued  Villefort. 

"Nineteen,"  returned  Dantes. 

"  What  were  3'ou  doing  at  the  moment 
you  were  arrested  ?  " 

"  I  was  at  the  festival  of  my  marriage, 
monsieur,"  said  the  ypung  man,  his  voice 
slightly  tremulous,  so  great  was  the  con- 
trast between  tliat  happy  moment  and 
the  painful  cereinon\'  he  was  now  under- 
going ;  so  great  was  the  contrast  bet  ween 
the  somber  aspect  of  ^I.  de  Villefort  and 
the  radiant  face  of  Mercedes. 

"  You  were  at  the  festival  of  your  mar- 
riage?" said  the  deputy,  shuddering  in 
spite  of  himself. 


''Yes,  monsieur.  I  am  on  liie  point  of 
marr\-ing  a  3'oung  girl  I  have  be(;n  at- 
tached to  for  thi'ee  j'ears."  Villefort, 
impassive  as  he  Avas,  was  struck  with  this 
coincidence  ;  and  the  tremulous  voice  of 
Dantes, ^surprised  in  the  midst  of  his  hap- 
piness, struck  a  sympathetic  chord  in  his 
own  bosom  ; — he  also  was  on  the  point 
of  being  married,  and  he  was  summoned 
from  his  own  happiness  to  destroy'  that  of 
another.  "This  philosophic  reflection," 
thought  he,  "  will  make  a  great  sensation 
at  M.  de  Saint-Meran's ;  "  and  he  ar- 
ranged mentally',  while  Dantes  awaited 
further  questions,  the  antithesis  by  which 
orators  often  create  a  reputation  for  elo- 
quence. When  this  speech  was  arranged, 
Villefort  turned  to  Dantes. 

'' Contmue,  sir,"  said  he,  —  "What 
would  you  have  me  continue  ?  " 

"To  give  all  the  information  in  ^-our 
power." 

"  Tell  me  on  which  point  you  desire  in- 
formation, and  I  will  tell  all  I  know  : 
onl}',"  added  he,  with  a  smile,  "  I  warn 
you  I  know  very  little." 

"  Have  3'ou  served  under  the  usurper  ?" 

"  I  was  about  to  be  incorporated  in  the 
Roj'al  Marines  when  he  fell." 

"  It  is  reported  your  political  opinions 
are  extreme,"  said  Villefort,  who  had 
never  heard  anything  of  the  kind,  but 
was  not  sorry  to  make  this  inquiry-,  as  if 
it  were  an  accusation. 

'*' My  political  opinions  !"  replied  Dan- 
tes. "Alas!  sir,  I  never  had  any  opin- 
ions. I  am  hardly  nineteen  ;  I  know 
nothing ;  I  have  no  part  to  plaj-.  If  I 
obtain  the  situation  I  desire,  I  shall  owe 
it  to  M.  Morrel.  Thus  all  m,y  opinions — I 
will  not  say  public,  but  private — are  con- 
fined to  these  three  sentiments  ; — I  love 
my  father,  I  respect  M.  Morrel,  and  I 
adore  Mercedes.  This,  sii',  is  all  I  can 
tell  3'ou,  and  you  see  how  uninteresting  it 
is."  As  Dantes  spoke,  Villefort  gazed  at 
his  ingenuous  and  open  countenance,  and 
recollected  the  words  of  Henee,  who,  with- 
out knowing  who  the  culprit  was,  had  be- 
sought his  indulgence  for  him.  Willi  llie 
deputy's  knowledge  of  crime  and  crimi- 
nals, every  word  the  young  man  uttered 
convinced  him  more  and  more  of  his  inno- 
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ceiice.     This  lad — for  he  was  scarcely  a 
man — simple,  natural,  eloquent  with  that 
eloquence  of  the  heart,  never  found  when 
sou^'ht  for  ;  full  of  affection  for  everj^bod}-, 
because  he  was  liapp}',  and  because  hap- 
piness renders  even  the  wicked  good — ex- 
tended his   affection   even   to   his  judg-e, 
spite  of  Villefort's  severe  look  and  stem 
accent.     Dantes  seemed  full  of  kindness. 
" Pardieu !"   said  Villefort,  ''he  is   a 
noble  fellow  !     I  hope  I  shall  gain  Renee's 
favor  easily  bj'  obeying  the  first  command 
she  ever  imposed  on  me.     I  shall  have  at 
least  a  pressure  of  the  hand  in  public,  and 
a  sweet  kiss  in   private."     Full  of  this 
idea,  Villefort's  face  became  so  joyous, 
that  when  he  turned  to  Dantes,  the  lat- 
ter, who  had  watched  the  change  on  his 
physiognomy,  was  smiling  also. 

"Sir,"  said  Villefort,  ''have  you  any 
enemies,  at  least,  that  j-ou  know  ?  " 

''I  have  enemies?"  replied  Dantes: 
"  m\"  position  is  not  sufficient!}^  elevated 
for  that.  As  for  my  character,  that  is, 
perhaps,  somewhat  too  hast^^ :  but  I  have 
striven  to  repress  it.  I  have  had  ten  or 
twelve  sailors  under  me  ;  and  if  you  ques- 
tion them,  they  will  tell  you  that  they  love 
and  respect  me,  not  as  a  father,  for  I  am 
too  young,  but  as  an  elder  brother," 

"  But  instead  of  enemies  you  ma,y  have 
excited  jealousy.  You  are  about  to  be- 
come captain  at  nineteen — an  elevated 
post ;  you  are  about  to  marr^^  a  prettj^ 
girl,  who  loves  you  ;  and  these  two  pieces 
of  good  fortune  may  have  excited  the 
envy  of  some  one." 

"  You  are  right ;  you  know  men  better 
than  I  do,  and  what  .you  say  may  possibly 
be  the  case,  I  confess  ;  I  prefer  not  know- 
ing them,  because  then  I  should  be  forced 
to  liate  them." 

"You  are  wrong;  you  should  always 
sti'ive  to  see  clearly  around  you.  You 
seem  a  worthy  3'oung  man  ;  I  will  depart 
from  the  strict  line  of  ni}^  dury  to  aid  you 
in  discovering  the  author  of  tins  accusa- 
tion. Here  is  the  paper;  do  you  know 
the  writing?"  As  he  spoke.  Villefort 
drew  the  letter  from  liis  pocket  and  pi-e- 
sentod  it  to  Dantes.  Dantes  read  it.  A 
cloud  passed  over  his  brow  as  he  said  : 
"  No,  monsieur,  I  do  not  know  the  writ- 


ing, and  yet  it  is  tolerabh'  plain.  Whoever 
did  it  writes  well.  I  am  very  fortunate," 
added  he,  looking  gratefully  at  Villefort, 
"  to  be  examined  by  such  a  man  as  you; 
for  this  envious  person  is  a  real  enemy." 
And  by  the  rapid  glance  that  the  3'oung 
man's  ej'es  shot  forth,  Villefort  saw  how 
much  energy  lay  hid  beneath  his  mildness. 

"Now,"  said  the  deput\-,  "  answer  me 
frankly,  not  as  a  prisoner  to  a  judge,  but 
as  one  man  to  another  who  takes  an  in- 
terest in  him,  what  truth  is  there  in  the 
accusation  contained  in  this  anon^-mous 
letter  ?  "  And  Villefort  threw  disdain- 
fully on  his  bureau  the  letter  Dantes  had 
just  given  back  to  him. 

"None  at  all.  I  will  tell  you  the  real 
facts.  I  swear  by  my  honor  as  a  sailor, 
by  m^'^  love  for  Mercedes,  b}'-  the  life  of 
my  father — " 

"  Speak,  monsieur,"  said  Villefort. 
Then,  internally,  "  If  Renee  could  see 
me,  I  hope  she  would  be  satisfied,  and 
would  no  longer  call  me  a  decapitator." 

"Well,  when  we  quitted  Naples,  Cap- 
tain Leclere  was  attacked  with  a  brain- 
fever.  As  we  had  no  doctor  on  board, 
and  he  was  so  anxious  to  arrive  at  Elba 
that  he  would  not  touch  at  any  other  port, 
his  dis6rder  rose  to  such  a  height  that  at 
the  end  of  the  third  da3%  feeling  he  was 
dying,  he  called  me  to  him.  'My  dear 
Dantes,'  said  he,  "swear  to  perform  what 
I  am  going  to  tell  you,  for  it  is  a  matter 
of  the  deepest  importance.' 

"  '  I  swear,  captain,'   replied  I. 

"'Well,  as  after  my  death  the  com- 
mand devolves  on  j'ou  as  mate,  assume 
the  command,  and  bear  up  for  the  isle  of 
Elba,  disembark  at  Porto-Ferrajo,  ask 
for  the  grand-marshal,  give  liim  this  let- 
ter;— perhaps  they  will  give  you  another 
letter,  and  charge  you  with  a  commission. 
You  will  accomplish  what  1  was  to  have 
done,  and  derive  all  the  honor  and  profit 
from  it.' 

"*I  will  do  it,  captain:  but  ptu'haps  I 
shall  not  be  admitted  to  tlie  grand-mar- 
shal's presence  as  ensily  as  you  expect  ?' 

"'Hero  is  a  ring  that  will  obtain  au- 
dience of  liim,  and  remove  every  diffi- 
culty,' said  the  captain.  At  these  words 
he  gave  me  a  ring.     It  was  time  ; — two 
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hours  after  he  was  dehrious ;  the  next 
day  he  died." 

"Arid  what  did  you  do  then  ?  " 

''What  I  oug-ht  to  have  done,  and  what 
everj'^  one  would  have  done  in  my  place. 
Everj^ where  the  last  requests  of  a  dying- 
man  are  sacred ;  but  Avith  a  sailor  the 
last  requests  of  his  superior  are  com- 
mands. I  sailed  for  the  isle  of  Elba, 
where  I  arrived  the  next  day  :  I  ordered 
everybody  to  remain  on  board,  and  went 
on  shore  alone.  As  I  had  expected, 
I  found  some  difficultj'  in  obtaining  ac- 
cess to  the  g-rand-marshal ;  but  I  sent 
the  ring"  I  had  received  from  the  cap- 
tain to  him,  and  was  instantly  admitted. 
He  questioned  me  concerning"  Captain  Le- 
clere's  death  ;  and,  as  the  latter  had  told 
me,  g"ave  me  a  letter  to  carry  on  to  a 
person  in  Paris.  I  undertook  it  because  it 
was  what  my  captain  had  bade  me  do.  I 
landed  here,  regulated  the  affairs  of  the 
vessel,  and  hastened  to  visit  my  affianced 
bride,  whom  I  found  more  lovely  than 
ever.  Thanks  to  M.  Morrel,  all  the  forms 
were  g-ot  over  ;  in  a  word,  I  w-as,  as  I  tokl 
you,  at  my  marriage-feast ;  and  I  should 
have  been  married  in  an  hour,  and  to- 
morrow I  intended  to  start  for  Paris." 

"Ah!"  said  Villefort,  "this  seems  to 
me  the  truth.  If  you  have  been  culpable, 
it  was  imprudence,  and  this  imprudence 
was  legitimized  b}'  the  orders  of  3'our  cap- 
tain. Give  up  this  letter  j^ou  have  brought 
from  Elba,  and  pass  3'our  word  3'ou  will 
appear  should  3'ou  be  required,  and  go  and 
rejoin  ,your  fiiends." 

"I  am  ft"ee,  then,  sir?"  cried  Dantes, 
joyfully. — "Yes;  but  first  give  me  this 
letter." 

"  You  have  it  already  ;  for  it  was  taken 
from  me  with  some  others  which  I  see  in 
that  packet." 

"Stop  a  moment,"  said  the  deputy,  as 
Danlos  took  his  hat  and  gloves.  "  To 
whom  is  it  addressed?" 

"To  Monsieur  Noirtier,  Rue  Coq-Heron, 
Paris."  Had  a  thunderbolt  fallen  into 
the  room,  Villefort  could  not  luive  been 
more  stupefied.  He  sank  into  his  seat, 
and  hastily  turning  over  the  packet,  drew 
forth  the  fatal  letter,  at  which  he  glanced 
wiih  an  expression  of  terror. 


"M.  Noirtier,  Rue  Coq-Heron,  No.  13," 
murmured  he,  growing  still  paler. 

"Yes,"  said  Dantes;  "do  you  then 
know  him?" — "No,"  replied  Villefort; 
"  a  faithful  servant  of  the  king  does  not 
know  conspirators. ' ' 

"It  is  a  conspiracy,  then?"  asked 
Dantes,  who,  after  believing  himself 
free,  now  began  to  feel  a  tenfold  alarm. 
"I  have  already  told  you,  however,  sir, 
I  was  ignorant  of  the  contents  of  the 
letter." 

"  Yes,  but  you  knew  the  name  of  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  addressed,"  said 
Villefort. — "  I  was  forced  to  read  the 
address  to  know  to  whom  to  give  it." 

"  Have  you  shown  this  letter  to  any 
one?"  asked  Villefort,  becoming  still 
more  pale. — "To  no  one,  on  my  honor." 

"  Ever^^bodj--  is  ignorant  that  you  are 
the  bearer  of  a  letter  from  the  isle  of 
Elba,  and  addressed  to  M.  Noirtier?  "— 
"'  Everybody,  except  the  person  who  gave 
it  to  me." 

"  This  is  too  much,"  murmured  Ville- 
fort. Villefort's  brow  darkened  more  and 
more,  his  white  lips  and  clenched  teeth 
filled  Dantes  with  apprehension.  After 
reading  the  letter,  Villefort  covered  his 
face  with  his  hands. 

"Oh!"  said  Dantes,  timidly,  "what  is 
the  matter  ?  "  Villefort  made  no  answer, 
but  raised  his  head  at  the  expiration  of  a 
few  seconds,  and  again  perused  the  letter. 

"  You  give  me  your  honor  that  you  are 
ignorant  of  the  contents  of  this  letter  ?  " 

"  I  give  you  my  honor,  sir,"  said  Dantes; 
"  but  what  is  the  matter  ?  You  are  ill ; — 
shall  I  ring  for  assistance? — shall  I  call  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Villefort,  rising  liastil3' ; 
"  stay  where  you  are.  It  is  forme  to  give 
orders  here,  and  not  you." 

"Monsieur,"  replied  Dantes,  proudly, 
"  it  was  only  to  summon  assistance  for 
you." 

"  I  want  none  ;  it  was  a  temporary  indis- 
position. Attend  to  yourself ;  answer  me." 
Dantes  waited,  expecting  a  question,  but 
in  vain.  Villefort  fell  back  on  his  chair, 
passed  liis  hand  over  his  brow,  moist  with 
perspiration,  and,  for  the  third  time,  read 
the  letter. 

"  Oh  !  if  he  knows  the  contents  of  this  I  '" 
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murmured  he,  ''and  that  Noirtier  is  the 
father  of  Villefort,  I  am  lost !  "  And  he 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  Edmond  as  if  he  would 
have  penetrated  his  thoug-lits. 

''  Oh  !  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  it,"  cried 
he,  suddenl3^ 

''  In  heaven's  name  !  "  cried  the  unhappy 
young  man,  "  if  3'ou  doubt  me,  question 
me;  I  will  answer  you."  Villefort  made 
a  violent  effort,  and  in  a  tone  he  strove  to 
render  firm  : 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  I  am  no  longer  able,  as 
I  had  hoped,  to  restore  you  immediately  to 
liberty;  before  doing  so,  I  must  consult 
the  judge  of  instruction  :  but  you  see  how 
I  behave  toward  you." 

"Oh!  monsieur,"  cried  Dantes,  ''you 
have  been  rather  a  friend  than  a  judge." 

"  Well,  I  must  detain  you  some  time 
longer,  but  I  will  strive  to  make  it  as  short 
as  possible.  The  principal  charge  against 
you  is  this  letter,  and  3'ou  see — ."  Ville- 
fort approached  the  fire,  cast  it  in,  and 
waited  until  it  was  entirely  consumed. 

"  You  see,  I  destroy  it  ?  " 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Dantes,  "you  are 
goodness  itself." 

"Listen,"  continued  Villefort;  "you  can 
now  have  confidence  in  me  after  what  I 
have  done." 

"  Oh  !  order  me  and  I  will  obey." 

"  Listen,  this  is  not  an  order,  but  a 
counsel  I  give  you." 

"  Speak,  and  I  will  follow  yonv  advice." 

"  I  shall  detain  you  until  this  evening 
in  the  Palais  de  Justice.  Should  any  one 
else  interrogate  you,  do  not  breathe  a  word 
of  this  letter." — "I  promise."  It  was 
Villefort  who  seemed  to  entreat,  and  the 
prisoner  who  reassured  him. 

"You  see,"  continued  he,  "  tlie  letter  is 
destroyed  ;  3'ou  and  I  alone  know  of  its  ex- 
istence ;  should  you,  therefore,  be  ques- 
tioned, deny  all  knowledge  of  it." 

"  Fear  nothing  ;  I  will  deny  it." 

"  It  was  the  only  letter  3'ou  had  ?  " 

"It  was." 

"Swear  it."— "I  swear  it."  Villefort 
rang.  An  agent  of  police  entered.  Ville- 
fort whispered  some  words  in  his  ear,  to 
which  the  officer  replied  by  a  motion  of  his 
head . 

"  Follow  him,"  said  Villefort  to  Dantes. 


Dantes  saluted  Villefort  and  retired. 
Hardly  had  the  door  closed  than  Villefort 
threw  himself  into  a  chair. 

"  Alas  !  alas  !  "  murmured  he,  "  if  the 
procureur  de  roi  had  been  at  Marseilles  I 
should  have  been  ruined.  This  accursed 
letter  would  have  destroj^ed  all  my  hopes. 
Oh  !  my  father,  must  your  past  career 
always  interfere  with  my  successes  ? " 
Suddenly  a  light  passed  over  liis  face,  a 
smile  played  round  his  mouth,  and  his  lips 
became  unclenched. 

"  This  will  do,"  said  he,  "  and  from  this 
etter,  which  might  have  ruined  me,  I  will 
make  my  fortune."  And  after  having 
assured  himself  the  prisoner  was  gone,  the 
deputy  procureur  hastened  to  the  house  of 
his  bride. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  CHATEAU   D'IF. 

The  commissarj'  of  police,  as  he  tra- 
versed the  antechamber,  made  a  sign  to 
two  gendarmes,  who  placed  themselves 
one  on  Dantes'  right  and  the  other  on  his 
left.  A  door  that  communicated  with  the 
Palais  de  Justice  was  opened,  and  they 
traversed  a  long*  range  of  gloomy  corri- 
dors, whose  appearance  might  have  made 
even  the  boldest  shudder.  The  Palais  de 
Justice  communicated  with  the  prison — a 
somber  edifice,  that  from  its  grated  win- 
dows looks  on  the  clock-tower  of  the  Ac- 
coules.  After  numberless  windings,  Dan- 
tes saw  an  iron  door.  The  commissary 
knocked  thrice,  ever3^  blow  seeming  to 
Dantes  as  if  struck  on  his  heart.  The 
door  opened,  the  two  gendarmes  gently 
pushed  him  forward,  and  the  door  closed 
with  a  loud  sound  behind  him.  The  air  he 
inhaled  was  no  longer  pure,  but  thick  and 
mephitic — he  was  in  prison.  He  was  con- 
ducted to  a  tolerably  neat  chamber,  but 
grated  and  barred,  and  its  appearance, 
therefore,  did  not  greatly  alarm  him  :  be- 
sides, the  words  of  Villefort,  who  seemed 
to  interest  himself  so  much,  resounded 
still  in  his  ears  like  a  promise  of  freedom. 
It  was  four  o'clock  when  Dantes  was 
placed  in  this  chamber.  It  was,  as  we 
have  said,  the  1st  of  ]\Iarch,  and  the  pris- 
oner was  soon  bui*iod  in  darkness.  The 
obscurity  augmented  the  acut.Miess  of  his 
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hearing :  at  the  slightest  sound  he  rose 
and  hastened  to  the  door,  convinced  the3'' 
were  about  to  liberate  him  ;  but  the  sound 
died  away  and  Dantes  sank  again  into  his 
seat.  At  last,  about  ten  o'clock,  and  just 
as  Dantes  began  to  despair,  steps  were 
heard  in  the  corridor,  a  key  turned  in  the 
lock,  the  bolts  creaked,  the  mass}'  oaken 
door  flew  open,  and  a  flood  of  light  from 
two  torches  pervaded  the  apartment.  By 
the  torchlight  Dantes  saw  the  glittering 
sabers  and  carbines  of  four  gendarmes. 
He  had  advanced  at  first,  but  stopped  at 
the  sight  of  this  fresh  accession  of  force. 

"  Are  3-ou  come  to  fetch  me  ?  "  asked  he. 

''  Yes,"  replied  a  gendarme. 

"By  the  orders  of  the  deputy  of  the 
king's  procureur  ?  " — "  I  believe  so."  The 
conviction  that  they  came  from  M.  de 
Villefort  relieved  all  Dantes'  apprehen- 
sions ;  he  advanced  caliul}',  and  placed 
himself  in  the  center  of  the  escort.  A  car- 
riage waited  at  Uie  door,  the  coachman 
was  on  the  box,  and  an  exempt  seated  be- 
hind him. 

''  Is  this  carriage  for  me  ?  "  said  Dantes. 

''It  is  for  you,"  replied  a  gendarme. 

Dantes  was  about  to  speak-;  but  feeling 
himself  urged  forward,  and  having  neither 
the  power  nor  the  intention  to  resist,  he 
mounted  the  steps,  and  was  in  an  instant 
seated  inside  between  two  gendarmes  ;  the 
two  others  took  their  places  opposite  and 
the  carriage  rolled  heavily  over  the  stones. 

The  pi-isoner  glanced  at  the  windows — 
they  were  grated  ;  he  had  changed  his 
prison  for  another  that  was  conveying  him 
he  knew  not  whitlier.  Through  the  grat- 
ing, however,  Dantes  saw  they  were  pass- 
ing through  the  Rue  Caisserie,  and  by  the 
Quaj'  Saint-Laurent  and  thcRucTaramis, 
to  tlie  port. 

The  carriage  stopped,  the  exempt  de- 
scended, approached  the  guard-house,  a 
dozen  soldiers  came  out  and  formed  them- 
selves in  order  J  Dantes  saw  the  reflection 
of  their  muskets  by  the  light  of  the  lamps 
on  the  quay. 

"Can  all  this  force  be  summoned  on 
my  account?"  Ihouglit  he. 

The  exempt  opened  the  door,  which  was 
locked,  and,  without  speaking  a  word,  an- 
swered Dantes'  question  ;  for  he  saw  be- 


tween the  ranks  of  the  soldiers  a  passage 
formed  from  the  cainnage  to  the  port. 
The  two  gendarmes  who  wei^e  opposite  to 
him  descended  first,  then  he  was  ordered 
to  alight,  and  the  gendarmes  on  each  side 
of  him  followed  his  example.  They  ad- 
vanced toward  a  boat,  which  a  custom- 
house officer  held  b}^  a  chain,  near  the 
qua3\ 

The  soldiers  looked  at  Dantes  with  an 
air  of  stupid  curiosity.  In  an  instant  he 
was  placed  in  the  stern-sheets  of  the  boat, 
between  the  gendarmes,  while  the  exempt 
stationed  himself  at  the  bow ;  a  shove 
sent  the  boat  adrift,  and  four  sturdy  oars- 
men impelled  it  rapidly  toward  the  Pillon. 
At  a  shout  from  the  boat  the  chain  that 
closes  the  mouth  of  the  port  was  lowered, 
and  in  a  second  they  were  outside  the 
harbor. 

The  prisoner's  first  feeling  Avas  joy  at 
again  breathing  the  pure  air — for  air  is 
freedom ;  but  he  soon  sighed,  for  he  passed 
before  La  Reserve,  where  he  had  that 
morning  been  so  happy,  and  now  through 
the  open  windows  came  the  laughter  and 
revelry  of  a  ball.  Dantes  folded  his 
arras,  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven,  and 
pra^'^ed  fervently. 

The  boat  continued  her  vo3'age.  Thej' 
had  passed  the  Tete  de  More,  were  now 
in  front  of  the  lighthouse,  and  about  to 
double  the  batter3\  This  maneuver  v»'as 
incomprehensible  to  Dantes. 

"  Whither  are  you  taking  me  ?  "  asked 
he. — "You  will  soon  know." 

"  But  still—"—"  We  are  forbidden  to 
give  3'ou  any  explanation."  Dantes  knew 
that  nothing  would  be  more  absui-d  than 
to  question  subordinates,  who  were  for- 
bidden to  reply,  and  remained  silent. 

The  most  vague  and  wild  thoughts 
passed  through  his  mind.  The  boat  they 
were  in  could  not  make  a  long  voyage ; 
there  was  no  vessel  at  anchor  outside  tlie 
harbor;  he  thouglit,  perhaps,  they  were 
going  to  leave  him  on  some  distant  point. 
He  was  not  bound,  nor  had  the^'  made  any 
attempt  to  handcuff  him  ;  this  seemed  a 
good  augury.  Besides,  had  not  the  dep- 
uty, who  had  been  so  kind  to  him,  told 
him  that,  provided  he  did  not  pronounce 
the   dreaded    name   of    Noirtier,  he   had 
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nothing  to  apprehend  ?  Had  not  Villefort 
in  his  presence  destroyed  the  fatal  letter, 
the  onl3' proof  against  him?  He  waited 
silentl}',  striving-  to  pierce  through  the 
darkness. 

They  had  left  the  He  Ratonneau,  where 
the  lightliouse  stood,  on  the  right,  and 
were  now  opposite  the  Point  des  Catalans. 
It  seemed  to  the  prisoner  that  he  could 
distinguish  a  female  form  on  the  beach, 
for  it  was  there  Mercedes  dwelt.  How 
was  it  that  a  presentiment  did  not  warn 
"Mercedes  her  lover  was  near  her  ? 

One  light  alone  was  visible  ;  and  Dantes 
recognized  it  as  coming  from  the  chamber 
of  Mercedes.  A  loud  cry  could  be  heard 
by  her.  He  did  not  utter  it.  What 
would  his  guards  think  if  they  heard  him 
shout  like  a  madman? 

He  remained  silent,  his  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  liglit ;  the  boat  went  on,  but  the  pris- 
oner onl3^  thought  of  Mercedes.  A  rising 
ground  hid  the  light.  Dantes  turned  and 
perceived  they  had  got  out  to  sea.  While 
he  had  been  absorbed  in  thought  the}'"  had 
hoisted  the  sail. 

In  spite  of  his  repugnance  to  address  the 
guards,  Dantes  turned  to  the  nearest  gen- 
darme, and  taking  his  hand  : 

''Comrade,"  said  he,  "1  adjure  j'^ou, 
as  a  Christian  and  a  soldier,  to  tell  me 
where  we  are  going.  I  am  Captain 
Dantes,  a  loj'^al  Frenchman,  though  ac- 
cused of  treason  ;  tell  me  where  you  are 
conducting  me,  and  I  promise  you  on  my 
honor  I  will  submit  to  m}''  fate." 

The  gendarme  looked  irresolutely  at  his 
companion,  who  returned  for  answer  a  sigh 
that  said,  "  I  see  no  great  harm  in  telling 
him  now,"  and  the  gendarme  replied  : 

"You  are  a  native  of  Marseilles  and  a 
sailor,  and  yet  you  do  not  know  where  3'ou 
are  going?" — "'On  ni}' honor,  I  have  no 
idea." 

''That  is  impossible." — "I  swear  to 
you  it  is  true.     Tell  me,  I  entreat." 

"But  mj'  orders." — "Your  orders  do 
not  forbid  your  telling  me  what  I  must 
know  in  ten  minutes,  in  half  an  hour,  or 
an  hour.  You  sec  I  cannot  escape,  even 
if  I  intended." 

"Unless  you  are  blind,  or  have  never 
been  outsi(U>  the  harbor,  vou  must  know." 


"I  do  not.". 

"  Look  round  you  then."  Dantes  rose 
and  looked  forward,  when  he  saw  rise 
within  a  hundred  Awards  of  him  the  black 
and  frowning  rock  on  which  stands  the 
Ciiateau  d'If.  This  gloom}'  fortress, 
which  has  for  more  than  three  hundred 
3'ears  furnished  food  for  so  many  wild 
legends,  seemed  to  Dantes  like  a  scaffold 
to  a  malefactor. 

"  The  Chateau  d'If  ?  "  cried  he,  "  what 
are  we  going  there  for  ?  "  The  gendarme 
smiled. 

"I  am  not  going  there  to  be  impris- 
oned," said  Dantes;  "  it  is  only  used  for 
political  prisoners.  I  have  committed  no 
crime.  Are  there  an}'  magistrates  or 
judges  at  the  Chateau  d'If  ?  " 

"There  are  only,"  said  the  gendarme, 
"a  governor,  a  garrison,  turnkeys,  and 
good  thick  Avails.  Come,  come,  do  not 
look  so  astonished,  or  you  will  make  me 
think  you  are  laughing  at  me  in  return 
for  my  good  nature."  I)antes  pressed 
the  gendarme's  hand  as  though  he  Avould 
crush  it. 

"You  think,  then,"  said  he,  "that  I 
am  conducted  to  the  chateau  to  be  im- 
prisoned there?" — "It  is  probable:  but 
there  is  no  occasion  to  squeeze  so  hard." 

"  Without  any  formality  ?  "—"AH  the 
formalities  have  been  gone  through.'" 

"'  In  spite  of  M.  de  Villefort's  prom- 
ises ?  " — "I  do  not  know  what  M.  de 
Villefort  promised  you,"  said  the  gen- 
darme, "  but  I  know  we  are  taking  aou 
to  the  Chateau  d'If.  But  what  are  you 
doing?     Help  I  comrades,  help  !  '" 

By  a  rapid  movement,  which  the  gen- 
darme's practiced  eye  had  perceived, 
Dantes  sprang  forward  to  precipitate 
himself  into  the  sea  ;  but  four  vigorous 
arms  seized  him  as  his  feet  qtiitted  the 
flooring  of  the  boat.  He  fell  back  foam- 
ing with  rage. 

"Good  !  "  said  the  gendarme,  placing 
his  knee  on  his  chest :  "believe  soft-spoken 
gentlemen  again  !  Harkye,  my  friend.  I 
have  disobeyed  my  first  order,  but  I  will 
not  disobey  the  second  :  and  if  you  move. 
I  lodge  a  bullet  in  your  brain."  And  he 
leveled  liis  carbine  at  Dantes,  who  felt 
the  muzzle  touch  his  head. 
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For  a  moment  the  idea  of  strugg-ling- 
crossed  his  mind,  and  so  end  tlie  unex- 
pected evil  that  had  overtaken  him.  But 
he  bethoug-ht  hiui  of  M.  de  Villefort's 
promise ;  and  besides,,  deatli  in  a  boat 
fi'om  the  hand  of  a  gendarme  seemed  too 
terrible.  He  remained  motionless,  but 
gnashing"  his  teeth  with  fury. 

At  this  moment  a  violent  shock  made 
the  bark  tremble.  One  of  the  sailors 
leaped  on  shore,  a  cord  creaked  as  it  ran 
through  a  pullej^  and  Dantes  g-uessed 
they  were  at  the  end  of  the  voyag-e. 

His  g"uardians,  taking-  hold  of  his  arms, 
forced  him  to  rise,  and  dragg-ed  him  to- 
ward the  steps  that  lead  to  the  gate  of 
the  fortress,  while  the  exempt  followed, 
armed  with  a  carbine  and  bayonet. 

Dantes  made  no  resistance  ;  he  was  like 
a  man  in  a  dream :  he  saw  soldiers  who 
stationed  themselves  on  the  sides  ;  he  felt 
himself  forced  up  fresh  stairs ;  he  per- 
ceived he  passed  through  a  door,  and  the 
door  closed  behind  him;  but  all  this  as 
mechanically  as  through  a  mist,  nothing 
distincth'. 

They  halted  for  a  minute,  during  which 
he  strove  to  collect  his  thoughts.  He 
looked  around  :  he  Avas  in  a  court  sur- 
rounded by  high  walls ;  he  heard  the 
measured  tread  of  sentinels,  and  as  they 
passed  before  the  light  he  saw  the  barrels 
of  their  muskets  shine. 

The3'^  waited  upward  of  ten  minutes. 
Certain  Dantes  could  not  escape,  the  gen- 
darmes released  him.  They  seemed  await- 
ing orders.     Tlie  orders  ai'i'ived. 

*'  Where  is  the  prisoner  ?  "  said  a  voice. 
— "Here,"  replied  the  gendarmes. 

**  Let  him  follow  me  ;  lam  going  to  con- 
duct hiqi  to  his  room." —  "Go!"  said 
the  gendarmes,  pushing  Dantes. 

The  prisoner  followed  his  conductor, 
who  led  him  into  a  room  almost  under 
ground,  whose  bare  and  reeking  walls 
seemed  as  though  impregnated  with  tears  ; 
a  lamp  placed  on  a  stool  illumined  tiie 
apartment  faintly,  and  showed  Dantes  the 
features  of  his  conductor,  an  under-jailer, 
ill-clothed,  and  of  sullen  appearance. 

"Here  is  your  chamber  for  toruight," 
said  he.  "  It  is  late,  and  Monsieur  le 
Gouverneur   is  asleep.     To-morrow,   per- 


haps, he  may  change  j^ou.  In  the  mean 
time  there  is  bread,  water,  and  fresh 
straw ;  and  that  is  all  a  prisoner  can 
wish  for.  Good-night."  And  before  Dan- 
tes could  open  his  mouth— before  he  had 
noticed  where  the  jailer  placed  his  bread 
or  the  water — before  he  had  glanced  to- 
ward the  corner  where  the  straw  was, 
the  jailer  disappeared,  taking  with  him 
the  lamp. 

Dantes  was  alone  in  darkness  and  in  si- 
lence— cold  as  tlie  shadows  that  he  felt 
breathe  on  his  burning  forehead.  With 
the  first  dawn  of  day  the  jailer  returned, 
with  orders  to  leave  Dantes  where  he  was. 
He  found  the  prisoner  in  the  same  posi- 
tion, as  if  fixed  there,  his  eyas  swollen 
with  weeping.  He  had  passed  the  night 
standing,  and  without  sleep.  The  jailer 
advanced  ;  Dantes  appeared  not  to  per- 
ceive him.  He  touched  him  on  the  shoul- 
der, Edmond  started. 

"  Have  3'ou  not  slept  ?  "  said  the  jailer. 
— "  I  do  not  know,"  replied  Dantes.  The 
jailer  stared. 

"Are  you  hungry?"  continued  he. — 
"  I  do  not  know." 

"Do  you  wish  for  anything?" — "I 
wish  to  see  the  governor."  The  jailer 
shrugged  his  shoulders  and  left  the  cham- 
ber. 

Dantes  followed  him  with  his  e3-es,  and 
stretched  forth  his  hands  toward  the 
open  door;  but  the  door  closed.  All  his 
emotion  then  burst  forth  :  he  cast  himself 
on  the  ground,  weeping  bitterly,  and  ask- 
ing himself  what  crime  he  had  committed 
that  he  was  thus  punished. 

The  day  passed  thus  ;  he  scarcely  tasted 
food,  but  walked  round  and  round  the  cell 
like  a  wild  beast  in  its  cage.  One  thougiit 
in  particular  tormented  him,  namely,  that 
during  his  journey  hither  he  had  sat  so 
still,  whereas  he  might,  a  dozen  times, 
have  plunged  into  the  sea,  and,  thanks  to 
his  powers  of  swimming,  for  which  he  was 
famous,  have  gained  the  shore,  concealed 
himself  until  the  arrival  of  a  Genoese  or 
Spanish  ves.sel,  escaped  to  Spain  or  Italy, 
where  Mercedes  and  his  father  could  have 
joined  him.  He  had  no  fears  as  to  how 
he  should  live — good  seamen  are  welcome 
everywhere.     He  spoke  Italian  like  a  Tus- 
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can,  and  Spanish  like  a  Castilian  ;  he 
would  then  have  been  happy,  whereas  he 
was  now  confined  in  the  Chateau  d'lf, 
io-norant  of  the  future  destinj'^  of  his  fa- 
ther and  Mercedes  ;  and  all  this  because 
he  had  trusted  to  Villefort's  promise.  The 
thought  was  maddening-,  and  Dantes 
threw  himself  furiously  down  on  his  straw. 
The  next  morning-  the  jailer  made  his 
appearance. 

"  Well,"  said  the  jailer,  '.'  are  you  more 
reasonable  to-day  ?  "  Dantes  made  no 
reply. 

"  Come,  take  courage  ;  do  you  want 
anything  in  my  power  to  do  for  3'^ou  ?  " 

"  I  wish  to  see  the  governor." 

'*  I  have  already  told  yoxn  it  was  impos- 
sible." 

''Why  so?" — ''Because  it  is  not  al- 
lowed by  the  rules." 

"What  is  allowed,  then  ?"—"  Better 
fare,  if  you  paj'^  for  it,  books,  and  leave  to 
walk  about." 

"I  do  not  want  books,  I  am  satisfied 
with  mj"^  food,  and  I  do  not  care  to  walk 
about ;  but  I  wish  to  see  the  governor." 

"If  3^ou  worry  me  by  repeating  the 
same  thing,  I  will  not  bring  you  any  more 
to  eat." 

"Well,  then,"  said  Edmond,  "if  j^ou 
do  not,  I  shall  die  of  famine — that  is  all." 

The  jailer  saw  by  his  tone  he  would  be 
happ};-  to  die ;  and  as  ever3'-  prisoner  is 
worth  sixpence  a  day  to  his  jailer,  he 
replied  in  a  more  subdued  tone  : 

"What  you  ask  is  impossible;  but  if 
you  are  very  well  behaved  you  will  be  al- 
lowed to  walk  about,  and  some  day  you 
will  meet  the  governor  ;  and  if  he  chooses 
to  repl3',  that  is  his  affair." 

"But,"  asked  Dantes,  "  how  long  shall 
I  have  to  wait  ?  " 

"Ah!  a  month — six  months — a  year." 

"It  is  too  long  a  time.  I  wish  to  see 
him  at  once." 

"Ah,"  said  the  jailer,  "do  not  always 
brood  over  what  is  impossible,  or  you  will 
be  mad  in  a  fortnight." 

"  You  think  so  ?  "— "  Yes  :  we  have  an 
instance  here  :  it  was  by  always  offering 
a  million  of  francs  to  the  governor  for  his 
liberty  that  an  abbe  became  mad,  who 
was  in  this  chamber  before  3'ou." 


"How  long  has  he  left  it  ?  "— "' Two 
years." 

"  Was  he  liberated,  then  ?  "— "  ^o  ;  he 
was  put  in  a  dungeon." 

"  Listen  !  "  said  DaYites.  "  I  am  not  an 
abbe,  I  am  not  mad  ;  perhaps  I  shall  be, 
but  at  present,  unfortunateh',  I  am  not. 
I  will  make  you  another  offer." 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  oflfer  you  a  million,  because  I 
have  it  not ;  but  I  will  give  you  a  hundred 
crowns  if,  the  first  time  3'ou  go  to  Mar- 
seilles, 3^ou  will  seek  out  a  young  girl 
named  Mercedes,  at  the  Catalans,  and 
give  her  two  lines  from  me." 

"  If  I  took  them,  and  were  detected,  I 
should  lose  my  place,  which  is  worth  two 
thousand  francs  a  3'ear ;  so  that  I  should 
be  a  great  fool  to  run  such  a  risk  for  three 
hundred." 

"  Well,"  said  Dantes,  "mark  this;  if 
3^ou  refuse  at  least  to  tell  Mercedes  I  am 
here,  I  will  some  day  hide  myself  behind 
the  door,  and  when  .you  enter  I  will  dash 
out  3'our  brains  with  this  stool." 

"Threats!"  cried  the  jailer,  retreat- 
ing and  putting  himself  on  the  defensive  ; 
"  3^ou  are  certainl3-  going  mad.  The  abbe 
began  like  3^ou,  and  in  three  days  3'ou  will 
want  a  strait-waistcoat ;  but,  fortunatel3-, 
there  are  dungeons  here. ' '  Dantes  whirled 
the  stool  round  his  head. 

"Oh  !"  said  the  jailer,  "  3'ou  shall  see 
the  governor  at  once." 

"  That  is  right,"  returned  Dantes,  drop- 
ping the  stool  and  sitting  on  it  as  if  he 
were  in  realit3'  mad.  The  jailer  went  out. 
and  returned  in  an  instant  with  a  corporal 
and  four  soldiers. 

"B3'-  the  governor's  orders,"  said  he, 
"  conduct  the  prisoner  to  the  stor\-  be- 
neath." 

"To  the  dungeon,  then,"  said  the  cor- 
poral. 

"Yes;  we  must  put  the  madman  with 
the  madmen."  The  soldiers  seized  Dantes, 
who  followed  passivelN'. 

He  descended  fifteen  steps,  and  the 
door  of  a  dungeon  was  opened,  and  he  was 
thrust  in.  The  door  closed,  and  Dantes 
advanced  with  outstretched  haniis  until 
he  touched  the  wall :  he  then  sat  down  in 
the  corner  until   liis  e3-es  became  accus 
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tomed  to  the  darkness.  The  jailer  was 
rig-ht;  Dantes  wanted  but  little  of  being 
utter] 3'-  mad. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  EVENING  OF  THE  BETROTHAL. 

ViLLEFORT  had,  as  we  have  said,  has- 
tened buck  to  the  Place  du  Grand  Cours, 
<ind  on  entering-  the  liouse  found  all  the 
guests  in  the  salon  at  coffee.  Renee  was, 
with  all  tlie  rest  of  the  company,  anxiously 
awaiting-  him,  and  his  entrance  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  g-eneral  exclamation. 

''Well,  Decapitator,  Guardian  of  the 
State,  Brutus,  what  is  the  matter?  "  said 
one. 

"  Are  we  threatened  with  a  fresh  reig-n 
of  terror?"  asked  another. 

"  Has  the  Corsican  ogre  broke  loose  ?  " 
cried  a  third. 

"Madame  la  Marquise,"'  said  Villefort, 
approaching  his  future  mother-in-law,  -'I 
request  your  pardon  for  thus  leaving  you. 
M.  le  Marquis,honor  me  by  a  few  moments' 
private  conversation  ! " 

•*  Ah  I  this  affair  is  really  serious,  then  ?" 
asked  the  marquis,  remarking  the  cloud 
on  Villefort's  brow, 

'•'  So  serious  that  I  must  take  leave  of 
you  for  a  few  days;  so,"  added  he,  turn- 
ing to  Renee,  "judge  for  j^ourself  if  it  be 
not  important." 

"You  are  going  to  leave  us?"  cried 
Renee,  unable  to  hide  her  emotion. 

':  Alas  !  "  returned  ViUefort,  "  I  must!" 

"Where,  then,  are  you  going?"  asked 
the  marquise. 

"  That,  madame,  is  the  secret  of  justice  ; 
but  if  you  have  any  commissions  for  Paris, 
a  friend  of  mine  is  going  there  to-night." 
The  guests  looked  at  eacl)  other. 

"  You  wish  to  speak  to  me  alone  ?  "  said 
the  marquis.— "Yes,  let  us  go  into  your 
cabinet."  The  marquis  took  his  arm  and 
left  the  salon. 

"Well  I  "  asked  he,  as  soon  as  they  were 
In  his  closet,  "  tell  me,  what  is  it?  " 

"An  affair  of  the  greatest  importance, 
that  demands  my  immediate  presence  in 
Paris.  Now,  excuse  the  indiscretion,  mar- 
quis, but  have  you  any  funded  ])r<)p('rty  ?  " 

"All  my  fortune  is  in  the  funds:  seven 
or  eight  hundred  thousand  francs." 


"Then  sell  out — sell  out,  niaiquis,  as 
soon  as  .you  can." 

"Eh  !  how  can  I  sell  out  here  ?  " 

"  You  have  a  broker  ;  have  vou  not  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Then,  give  me  a  letter  to  him,  and  tell 
him  to  sell  out  without  an  instant's  delay, 
perhaps  e\:en  now  I  shall  arrive  too  late." 

"What  say  3'ou?"  said  the  marquis, 
"  let  us  lose  no  time,  then  I  " 

And,  sitting  down  he  wrote  a  letter  to 
his  broker,  ordering  him  to  sell  out  at  any 
loss. 

"Now,  then,"  said  Yillefort,  placing 
the  letter  in  his  pocket-book,  "write 
another  I  " 

"  To  whom  ?  "— "  To  the  king." 

"I  dare  not  write  to  his  majest3\" 

"  I  do  not  ask  3'ou  to  write  to  his  maj- 
esty, but  ask  M.  de  Salvieux  to  do  so.  I 
want  a  letter  that  will  enable  me  to  reach 
the  king's  presence  without  all  the  for- 
malities of  demanding  an  audience  ;  that 
would  occasion  a  loss  of  time." 

"  But  address  3-ourself  to  the  keeper  of 
the  seals,  he  has  the  right  of  entry,  and 
can  procure  3'ou  audience." 

"Doubtless;  but  there  is  no  occasion 
to  divide  the  merit  of  my  discovery  with 
him.  The  keeper  would  leave  me  in  the 
background  and  take  all  the  honor  to  him- 
self. I  tell  you,  marquis,  my  fortune  is 
made  if  I  onW  reach  the  Tuileries  the 
first,  for  the  king  will  not  forget  the  ser- 
vice I  do  him." 

"In  that  case  make  your  preparations, 
and  I  will  write  the  letter." 

"Be  as  quick  as  possible,  I  must  be  en 
route  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 

"  Make  3'our  carriage  stop  at  the  door." 

"You  will  pj-esent  my  excuses  to  the 
marquise  and  Mademoiselle  Renee,  whom 
I  leave  on  such  a  day  with  great  regret." 

"  The3'  are  both  in  m3'  room,  30U  can 
say  all  this  for  3ourself." 

"  A  thousand  thanks — busy  3'ourself 
with  the  letter." 

The  maniuis  rang,  a  servant  entered. 

"Inform  the  Count  de  Salvieux  I  am 
waiting  for  him." 

"Now,  then,  go  I  '*  said  the  marquis. 

"  I  onl3'  go  for  a  few  moments." 

Villefort  hastily  quitted  the  apartment, 
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but  reflecting- that  the  sig-ht  of  the  deputy 
procureur  running-  through  the  streets 
would  be  enough  to  throw  the  whole  city 
into  confusion,  he  resumed  his  ordinary 
pace.  At  his  door  he  perceived  a  figure 
in  the  shadow  that  seemed  to  wait  for 
hira.  It  was  Mercedes,  who,  hearing-  no 
news  of  her  lover,  had  come  herself  to  in- 
quire after  him. 

As  Villefort  drew  near,  she  advanced 
and  stood  before  him.  Dantes  had  spoken 
of  his  bride,  and  Villefort  instantly  recog- 
nized her.  Her  beauty  and  high  bearing- 
surprised  him,  and  when  she  inquired 
what  had  become  of  her  lover,  it  seemed 
to  him  that  she  was  the  judge  and  he  the 
accused. 

'^The  young  man  you  speak  of,"  said 
Villefort,  abruptly,  "is  a  great  criminal, 
and  I  can  do  nothing  for  him,  mademoi- 
selle." Mercedes  burst  into  tears,  and, 
as  Villefort  strove  to  pass  her,  again  ad- 
dressed him. 

"  But,  at  least,  tell  me  where  he  fs,  that 
I  maj^  learn  if  he  is  alive  or  dead,"  said 
she. 

''  I  do  not  know  ;  he  is  no  longer  in  m^- 
hands,"  replied  Villefort. 

And  desirous  of  putting  an  end  to  the 
interview,  he  pushed  \)y  her,  and  closed 
the  door,  as  if  to  exclude  the  pain  he  felt. 
But  remorse  is  not  thus  banished  :  like 
the  wounded  hero  of  Virgil,  the  arrow  re- 
mainc^d  in  the  wound,  and,  arrived  at  the 
salon,  Villefort,  in  his  turn,  burst  into 
tears,  and  sank  into  a  chair. 

The  man  he  sacrificed  to  his  ambition, 
that  innocent  victim  he  made  pay  the 
penalty  of  his  father's  faults,  appeared  to 
him  pale  and  threatening,  leading  liis 
affianced  bride  by  the  hand,  and  bringing 
with  him  remorse,  not  such  as  the  ancients 
figured,  furious  and  tei-rible,  but  that 
slow  and  consuming  agon3'^  whose  pangs 
cease  only  with  life.  Then  he  had  a  mo- 
ment's hesitation.  He  had  frequently 
called  for  capital  punishment  on  criminals, 
and  owing  to  his  irresistible  eloquenct^ 
they  had  been  condemned,  and  yet  the 
slightest  shadow  of  remorse  had  never 
clouded  Villeforl 's  brow,  because  they 
were  guilty  :  at^least,  he  believed  so  ;  but 
here  was  an  innocent  man  whose  happi- 


ness he  had  destro^'ed  :  in  this  case  he  was 
not  the  judge,  but  the  executioner. 

As  he  thus  reflected,  he  felt  llie  sensa- 
tion we  have  described,  and  which  had 
hitherto  been  unknown  to  him,  arise  in 
his  bosom  and  fill  him  with  vague  appre- 
hensions, ft  is  thus  that  a  wounded  man 
trembles  instinctivel}'  at  the  approach  of 
the  finger  to  his  wound  until  it  be  healed, 
but  Villefort's  was  one  of  those  that  never 
close,  or  if  they  do,  only  close  to  reopen 
more  agonizing  than  ever.  If  at  this 
moment  the  sweet  voice  of  Renee  had 
sounded  in  his  ears  pleading-  for  mercy, 
or  the  fair  Meixedes  had  entered  and 
said,  "  In  the  name  of  God,  I  conjure  you 
to  restore  me  m3'^  affianced  husband," 
his  cold  and  trembling-  hands  would  have 
signed  his  release;  but  no  voice  broke 
the  stillness  of  the  chamber,  and  the  door 
was  opened  only  by  Villefort's  valet,  who 
came  to  tell  him  the  traveling--carriage 
was  in  readiness. 

Villefort  rose,  or  rather  sprang-,  fi'om 
his  chair,  hastily  opened  one  of  the  draw- 
ers of  his  secretaire,  emptied  all  the  gold 
it  contained  into  his  pocket,  stood  motion- 
less an  instant,  his  hand  pressed  to  his 
head,  muttered  a  few  inarticulate  sounds, 
and  then  perceiving- his  servant  had  placed 
his  cloak  on  his  shoulders,  he  sprang  into 
the  carriage,  ordering- the  postilions  to  gro. 
Rue  du  Grand  Cours,  to  the  liouse  of  M. 
de  Saint-Moraii. 

As  the  marquis  had  promised,  Villefort 
found  the  letter.  He  started  when  he  .saw 
Renee,  for  he  fancied  she  was  ag-ain  about 
to  plead  for  Dantes.  Alas  !  she  was  think- 
ing only  of  Villefort's  departure. 

She  loved  Villefort,  and  he  left  her  at 
the  moment  he  was  about  to  become  her 
husband.  Villefort  knew  not  when  he 
should  return,  and  Renee.  far  from  plead- 
ing for  Dantes,  liated  the  man  whose 
crime  separated  her  from  her  lover. 
What  liad  ^Mercedes  to  say? 

Mercedes  had  met  Fernand  at  the 
corner  of  the  Rue  de  la  Loge ;  she  had 
returned  to  tlu'  Catalans,  and  had  de- 
spairingly cast  herself  on  her  couch. 
Fernand,  kneeling  by  her  side,  took  her 
haiul.  and  covered  it  with  kisses  that 
i\[ercedes  did  not  even  feel.     She  passed 


48 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


the  nig-ht  thus,  and  the  day  returned 
without  her  noticing-  it.  Grief  had  made 
her  blind  to  all  but  one  object — that  was 
Edmond. 

■"  Ah  !  you  are  there,"  said  she,  a*t 
length. — ''I  have  not  quitted  you  since  yes- 
terday," returned  Fernand,  so»rowfully. 

M.  Morrel  had  learned  that  Dautes  had 
been  conducted  to  prison,  and  he  had  g-one 
to  all  his  fi'iends,  and  the  influential  per- 
sons of  the  city ;  but  the  report  was 
already  in  circulation  that  Dantes  was 
arrested  as  a  Bonapartist  agent ;  and  as 
tlie  most  sanguine  looked  upon  any  at- 
■  tempt  of  Napoleon  to  remount  the  throne 
as  impossible,  he  met  with  nothing  but 
refusal,  and  had  returned  home  in  despair. 

Caderousse  was  equally  restless  and 
uneasy-,  but  instead  of  seeking  to  aid 
Dantes,  he  had  shut  himself  up  with  two 
bottles  of  wine,  in  the  hope  of  drowning- 
reflection.  But  he  did  not  succeed,  and 
became  too  intoxicated  to  fetch  any  more 
wine,  and  yet  not  so  intoxicated  as  to  for- 
get what  had  happened. 

Dang-lars  alone  was  content  and  joj-ous 
— he  had  g-ot  rid  of  an  enemj^  and  pre* 
served  his  situation  on  board  the  Phuraon. 
Danglars  was  one  of  those  men  born  with 
a  pen  behind  the  ear,  and  an  inkstand  in 
place  of  a  heart.  Everything-  with  him 
was  multiplication  or  subtraction,  and  he 
estimated  the  life  of  a  man  as  less  precious 
than  a  figu)-e,  when  that  figure  could  in- 
crease, and  that  life  would  diminish,  the 
total  of  the  amount. 

Villefort,  after  having'  received  M.  de 
Salvieux'  letter,  embraced  Renee,  kissed 
the  marquise's  hand,  and  shaken  hands 
with  the  marquis,  started  for  Paris.  Old 
Dantes  was  dying  wilh  anxiety  to  know 
what  had  become  of  Edmond. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  SMALL  CABINET  OF   THK  TUILERIES. 

We  will  leave  Villefort  on  the  road  to 
Paris,  traveling-  with  all  speed,  and,  pen- 
etrating the  two  or  three  apartments 
which  precede  it,  enter  the  small  cabinet 
of  the  Tuileiies  with  the  arched  window, 
so  well  known  as  having  been  the  favorite 
cabinet  of  Napoleon  and  Louis  XVIII.,  as 
also  that  of  Louis  Philippe. 


There,  in  this  closet,  seated  before  a 
walnut-tree  table  he  had  brought  with 
him  from  Hartwell,  and  to  which,  from 
one  of  those  fancies  not  uncommon  to 
great  people,  he  was  particularly  at- 
tached, the  king,  Louis  XVIII.,  was 
carelessly  listening  to  a  man  of  fifty  or 
fifty-two  3^ears  of  age,  with  gray  hairs, 
aristocratic  bearing,  and  exceeding]}'  g-en- 
tlemanly  attire,  while  he  was  making-  a 
note  in  a  volume  of  Horace,  Gryphius's 
edition,  which  was  much  indebted  to  the 
sagacious  observations  of  the  philosophi- 
cal monarch. 

"  You  S2iy,  sir — "  said  the  king-. 

''That  I  am  exceedingly  disquieted, 
sire." 

"  Really,  have  ^-ou  had  a  visit  of  the 
seven  fat  kine  and  seven  lean  kine  ?  " 

''  No,  sire,  for  that  would  only  betoken 
for  us  seven  years  of  plenty  and  seven 
3'ears  of  scarcity  ;  and  with  a  Idng-  as  full 
of  foresight  as  your  majesty,  scarcity  is 
not  a  thing  to  be  feared." 

''Then  of  what  other  scourge  are  yo\i 
afraid,  ray  dear  Blacas  ?  " 

"Sire,  I  have  ever}'  reason  to  believe 
that  a  storm  is  brewing  in  the  south." 

"Well,  my  dear  duke,"  replied  Louis 
XVIIL,  "I  think  3'ou  are  wrongly  in- 
formed, and  know  positively  that,  on  the 
contrar}'^,  it  is  \eYy  fine  weather  in  that 
direction."  Man  of  ability  as  he  was, 
Louis  XVIII.  liked  a  pleasant  jest. 

"Sire,"  continued  M.  de  Blacas,  "if  it 
only  be  to  reassure  a  faithful  servant,  will 
your  majesty  send  into  Languedoc,  Pro- 
vence, and  Dauphine,  trusty  men,  who  will 
bring  you  back  a  faithful  report  as  to  the 
feeling  in  these  three  provinces?  " 

"  Caiiimus  surdis,"  replied  the  king-, 
continuing  the  annotations  in  his  Horace. 

"  Sire,"  replied  the  courtier,  laughing, 
in  order  that  he  might  seem  to  compre- 
hend the  quotation,  "j'our  majesty  maj' 
be  perfectly  right  in  relying  on  the  good 
feeling-  of  France,  but  I  fear  I  am  not 
altogether  wi'ong  in  dreading  some  des- 
perate attempt." 

"  By  whom?" — "B3'  Bonaparte,  or,  at 
least,  his  party." 

"  M}'  dear  Blacas,"  said  the  king,  "  you 
with  your  alarms  prevent  me  from  work- 
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ij,g./' — <'And  you,  sire,  prevent  me  from 
slecpiiig»wiUi  your  security." 

''Wait,  my  dear  sir,  wait  a  moment; 
for  I  have  such  a  delig'hlful  note  on  the 
Pastor  quuni  tralieret — wait,  and  I  will 
listen  to  3^ou  afterwards." 

There  wns  a  brief  pause,  during  which 
Louis  XVIII.  wrote,  in  a  hand  as  small 
as  possible,  another  note  on  the  margin  of 
his  Horace,  and  then  looking  at  the  duke 
with  the  air  of  a  man  who  thinks  he  has 
an  idea  of  his  OAvn,  while  he  is  but  com- 
menting upon  the  idea  of  another,  he  said  : 
"  Go  on,  my  dear  duke,  go  on — I  listen." 
**Sire,"  said  Blacas,  who  had  for  a  mo- 
ment the  hope  of  sacrificing  Villefort  to 
his  own  profit,  '•'  I  am  compelled  to  tell 
you  that  these  are  not  mere  rumors  desti- 
tute of  foundation  which  thus  disquiet  me ; 
but  a  reflective  man,  deserving  all  \ny  con- 
fidence, and  charged  by  me  to  watch  over 
the  south  "  (the  duke  hesitated  as  he  pro- 
nounced these  words),  *'  has  arrived  post 
to  tell  me  a  great  peril  threatens  the  king, 
and  tiien  I  hastened  to  you,  sire." 

"  Maia  ducis  avi  domum,''  continued 
Louis  XVIII. ,  still  annotating. 

"  Does  3-our  majesty  wish  me  to  cease 
as  to  this  subject  ?  " 

"By  no  means,  dear  duke;  but  just 
stretch  out  3'our  hand."         • 

*' Which  ?  " — '^  Whichever  you  please — 
there  to  the  left." 
''Here,  sire?  " 

"  I  tell  you  to  the  left,  and  you  seek  the 
right :  I  mean  on  m3^  right — ^3'es,  there. 
You  will  find  the  report  of  the  minister  of 
police  of  yesterda3\  But  here  is  M.  Dan- 
dre  himself;  "  and  M.  Dandre,  announced 
by  the  chamberlain-in-waiting,  entered. 

"  Come  in,"  said  Louis  XVIII.,  with  an 
imperceptible  smile,  "  come  in,  baron,  and 
tell  the  duke  all  you  know — the  latest  news 
Sf  M.  de  Bonaparte  ;  do  not  conceal  any- 
thing, however  serious — let  us  see,  the 
island  of  Elba  is  a  volcano,  and  we  may 
expect  to  have  issuing  thence  flaming  and 
bristling  war — bella,  horrida  bella.'^  M. 
Dandre  leaned  very  respectfully  on  the 
back  of  a  chair  with  his  two  hands,  and 
said  : 

"  Has  your  majesty  perused  yesterday's 
report  ?  " 


"Yes,  yes;  but  tell  the  count  himself , 
who  cannot  find  anything,,  what  the  re- 
port contains — give  him  the  parliculars  of 
what  the  usurper  is  doing  in  his  islet." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  baron  to  the 
coimt,  '-'  all  the  servants  of  his  majesty 
must  approve  of  the  latest  intelligence 
which  we  have  from  the  island  of  Elba. 
Bonaparte — "  M.  Dandre  looked  at  Louis 
XVIII.,  who,  employed  in  writing  a  note, 
did  not  even  raise  his  head.  "  Bonaparte," 
continued  the  baron,  "  is  mortall}-  wearied, 
and  passes  whole  days  in  watching  liis 
miners  at  work  at  Porto-Longone." 

"  And  scratches  himself  for  amuse- 
ment," added  the  king. 

"  Scratches  himself  ?  "  inquired  the 
count,  "  what  does  your  majesty  mean  ?  " 

"Yes,  indeed,  m}^  dear  count.  Did  3'ou 
forget  that  this  great  man,  this  hero,  this 
demigod,  is  attacked  with  a  malady  of 
the  skin  which  worries  him  to  death,  prw- 
j^igo  .?" 

"And,  moreover,  M.  le  Comte,"  con- 
tinued the  minister  of  police,  "we  are 
almost  assured  that,  in  a  very  short  time, 
the  usurper  will  be  insane." 

"  Insane  ?  " 

"  Insane  to  a  degree  ;  his  head  becomes 
weaker.  Sometimes  he  weeps  bitterly, 
sometimes  laughs  boisterously  ;  at  other 
times  he  passes  hours  on  the  sea-shore, 
flinging  stones  in  the  water,  and  when 
the  flint  makes  '  duck-and-drake  '  five  or 
six  times,  he  appears  as  delighted  as  if  he 
had  gained  another  Marengo  or  Auster- 
litz.  Now,  j-ou  must  agree  these  are  in- 
dubitable symptoms  of  weakness  ?  " 

"  Or  of  wisdom.  M.  le  Baron — or  of  wis- 
dom," said  Louis  XVIII.,  laughing  ;  "  the 
greatest  captains  of  antiquity  recreated 
themselves  with  casting  pebbles  into  the 
ocean — see  Plutarch's  life  of  Scipio  Afri- 
can us." 

M.  de  Blacas  pondered  deeply  on  this 
blind  repose  of  monarch  and  minister. 
Villefort,  wlio  did  not  choose  to  reveal  tlie 
whole  secret,  lest  another  should  reap  all 
the  benefit  of  the  disclosure,  had  yet  com- 
municated enough  to  cause  him  the  great- 
est uneasiness. 

"  Well,  well,  Dandre,"  said  Louis 
XVIIl.,  ••  Blacas   is   not   yet   convinced; 
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let  us  proceed,  therefore,  to  the  usurper's 
conversion."  .  The  minister  of  poHce 
bowed. 

"  The  usurper's  conversion  !  "  mur- 
mured the  count,  looking-  at  the  king-  and 
Dandre,  who  spoke  alternately,  like  Vir- 
gil's shepherds.  ''  The  usurper  con- 
verted !  " 

"Decidedly,  my  dear  count." 

"  In  what  ^^t^y  converted  ?  " — "  To  good 
principles.     Explain  all  about  it,  baron." 

"Why,  this  it  is,  M.  le  Comte,"  said 
the  minister,  with  the  gravest  air  in  the 
world:  "Napoleon  latel3Miad  a  review, 
and  as  two  or  three  of  his  old  veterans 
testified  a  desire  to  return  to  France,  he 
gave  them  their  dismissal,  and  exhorted 
them  to  'serve  the  good  king.'  These 
were  his  own  words,  M.  le  Comte,  I  am 
certain  of  that." 

"Well,  Blacas,  what  think  you  of  this  ?  " 
inquired  the  king  triumphantlN',  and  paus- 
ing for  a  moment  from  the  voluminous 
scholiast  before  him. 

"  I  say,  sire,  that  M.  the  minister  of 
police  or  I  am  greatl.y  deceived  ;  and  as  it 
is  impossible  it  can  be  the  minister  of  po- 
lice, as  he  has  the  guardianship  of  the 
safet}''  and  honor  of  your  majesty,  it  is 
probable  I  am  in  error.  However,  sire,  if 
I  might  advise,  j-our  majest}^  will  interro- 
gate the  person  of  whom  I  spoke  to  you. 
and  I  will  urge  j'our  majesty''  to  do  liiin 
this  honor." 

"  Most  willingly,  count  ;  under  your 
auspices  I  will  receive  an^-^  person  you 
please,  but  with  arms  in  hand.  M.  le 
Miiiistre,  have  you  any  report  moi'c  recent 
than  this,  dated  the  20th  February,  and 
tliis  is  the  4th  of  March  ?  " 

"No,  sire,  but  I  am  hoiii-ly  expecting 
one;  it  may  have  arrived  smeo  1  left  my 
ofRce."  / 

"  Go  Ihitlior,  and  if  thei'e  l)e  none — well, 
well,"  continued  Louis  XVlll.,  *•  make 
one  ;  that  is  the  usual  way,  is  it  not  ?  " 
and  the  king  laughed  facetiously. 

"Oh,  sire,"  leplied  the  minister,  "we 
have  no  occasion  to  invent  any  :  every 
da3'^  our  desks  are  loaded  with  most  cir- 
cumstantial denunciations,  coming  from 
crowds  of  individuals  who  hope  for  some 
return  foi'  services  which  they  seek  to  ren- 


der, but  cannot;  they  trust  to  fortune, 
and  rely  that  some  unexpected  event  will 
give  a  kind  of  realit}'^  to  their  predictions." 

"Well,  sir,  go,"  said  Louis  XVIIL, 
"and  remember  that  I  am  waiting  for 
you." — "I  will  but  go  and  return,  sire;  I 
shall  be  back  in  ten  minutes." 

"  And  I,  sire,"  said  M.  de  Blacas,  "  will 
go  and  find  my  messenger." 

"Wait,  sir,  wait,"  said  Louis  XVIII. 
"Really,  M.  de  Blacas,  I  must  change 
3'^our  armorial  bearmgs ;  I  will  give  you 
an  eagle  with  outstretched  wings,  holding 
in  its  claws  a  prey  which  tries  in  vain  to 
escape,  and  bearing  this  device — Tenax.^' 

"Sire,  I  listen,"  said  De  Blacas,  biting 
his  nails  with  impatience. 

"  I  wish  to  consult  3'ou  on  this  passage, 
'  Molli  fugles  anhelitu  ;'  .you  know  it  re- 
fers to  a  stag  flaying  from  a  wolf.  Are 
3'ou  not  a  sportsman  and  a  great  wolf- 
hunter?  Well,  then,  what  do  you  think 
of  the  molli  anhelituP" 

"Admirable,  sire;  but  m^^  messenger  is 
like  the  stag  .you  refer  to,  for  he  has  posted 
two  hundred  and  twenty  leagues  in  little 
more  than  three  days." 

"Which* is  undergoing  great  fatigue 
and  anxiety',  my  dear  count,  when  we 
have  a  telegraph  which  corresponds  in 
three  or  fdur  hours,  and  that  without 
putting  it  the  least  in  the  world  out  of 
breath." 

"Ah,  sire,  j'ou  recompense  but  badh' 
this  poor  young  man,  who  has  come  so 
far,  and  with  so  much  ardor,  to  give  .your 
majesty  useful  information.  If  only  for 
the  sake  of  M.  de  Salvieux,  who  recom- 
mends him  to  me,  I  entreat  your  majesty 
to  receive  him  graciously'." 

"  M.  de  Salvieux,  my  brother's  cham- 
berlain ?  " — "  Yes,  sire." 

"He  is  at  Marseilles." — "And  writes 
me  thence."  * 

"  Does  he  speak  to  you  of  this  con- 
spiracy ?  "  —  "  No,  but  stronly  recom- 
mends M.  de  Villefort,  and  begs  me  to 
present  him  to  your  majesty." 

"  M.  de  Villefort  !  "  cried  the  king,  *•  is 
the  messenger's  name  M.  de  Villefort  ?  " 
—"Yes,  sire." 

"And  he  comes  from  Marseilles?" — 
."  In  person." 
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"Whv  did  \ou  not  men  lion  liis  name 
at  once?"  replied  the  king-,  betraying- 
some  uneasiness. — ''Sire,  I  tliouglit  his 
name  was  unknown  to  your  majesty." 

"  No,  no,  Blacas ;  he  is  a  man  of  strong- 
md  elevated  understanding',  ambitious 
too,  and,  pardieu  !  you  know  his  father's 
name ! " 
"His  father  ?  '*—''' Yes,  Noirtier." 
"Noirtier  the  Girondin  ?  Noirtier  the 
senator  ?  "— •'  He  himself." 

"And  3'our  majesty  has  employed  the 
son  of  such  a  man  ?  " 

"  Blacas,  my  friend,  j^ou  have  but  lim- 
ited comprehension.  I  told  you  Villefort 
was  ambitious,  and  to  attain  this  ambi- 
tion Villefort  Avould  sacrifice  everything-, 
even  his  father." 

"Then,  sire,  may  I  present  him?" — 
"This  instant,  count!     Where   is   he?" 
"Waiting    below,  in   m3'^  carriag-e." — 
"  Seek  him  at  once." 

"  I  hasten  to  do  so."  The  count  left 
tlie  royal  presence  with  the  speed  of  a 
young-  man  :  his  really  sincere  royalism 
made  him  youthful  again.  Louis  XVIII. 
remained  alone,  and  turning-  his  eyes  on 
his  half-opened  Horace,  muttered,  "  Jus- 
tum  et  tenacem  propositi  virum.'' 

M.  de  Blacas  returned  with  the  same 
rapidit}^  he  had  descended,  but  in  the  ante- 
chamber he  was  forced  to  appeal  to  the 
king's  authority.  Villefort's  dusty  garb, 
his  costume,  which  was  not  of  courtly  cut, 
excited  the  susceptibility'-  of  M.  de  Breze, 
who  was  all  astonishment  at  finding  that 
this  young  man  had  the  pretension  to 
enter  before  the  king  in  such  attire.  The 
count,  however,  superseded  all  difficulties 
with  a  word — his  majesty's  order:  and, 
in  spite  of  the  observations  which  the 
master  of  the  ceremonies  made  for  the 
honor  of  his  office  and  principles,  Villefort 
was  introduced. 

The  king  was  seated  in  the  same  place 
where  the  count  had  left  him.  On  open- 
ing the  door,  Villefort  found  himself  facing 
him,  and  the  young  magistrate's  first 
impulse  was  to  pause. 

"Come  in,  M.  de  Villefort,"  said  the 
kmg,  "come  in."  Villefort  bowed,  and 
advancing  a  few  steps,  waited  until  the 
king  should  interrogate  him. 


"M.  de  Villefort,"  said  Louis  XVIII., 
''the  Count  de  Blacas  assures  me  you 
have  some  interesting  information  to 
communicate." 

"Sire,  the  count  is  right,  and  I  believe 
your  majesty  will  think  it  equally  impor- 
tant." 

"  In  the  first  place,  and  before  every- 
thing- else,  sw,  is  the  bad  news  as  great 
in  your  opinion  as  it  is  wished  to  make  me 
believe?" 

'-  Sire,  I  believe  it  to  be  most  urgent, 
but  I  hope,  by  the  speed  I  have  used,  that 
it  is  not  irreparable." 

"Speak  as  i\x\\y  as  3^ou  please,  sir," 
said  the  king,  who  began  to  give  way  to 
the  emotion  which  had  showed  itself  in 
Blacas's  face  and  affected  Vi»llefort's  voice. 
"Speak,  sir,  and  pray  begin  at  tiie  begin- 
ning ;  I  like  order  in  everything." 

"Sire,"  said  Villefort,  "I  will  render 
a  faithful  report  to  your  miajestj',  but  I 
must  entreat  your  forgiveness  if  my 
anxiety  creates  some  obscurity  in  ray 
language."  A  glance  at  the  king  after 
this  discreet  and  subtle  exordium  assured 
Villefort  of  the  benignity  of  his  august 
auditor,  and  he  continued : 

"Sire,  I  have  come  as  rapidly  to  Paris 
as  possible,  to  inform  your  majesty  that 
I  have  discovered,  in  the  exercise  of  m^^ 
duties,  not  a  commonplace  and  insignifi- 
cant plot,  such  as  is  every  day  got  up  in 
the  lower  ranks  of  the  people  and  in  the 
array,  but  an  actual  conspiracy — a  storm 
which  menaces  no  less  than  the  throne  of 
3'our  majesty.  Sire,  the  usurper  is  arra- 
ing  three  ships,  he  meditates  some  pro- 
ject, which,  however  mad,  is  yet,  perhaps, 
terrible.  At  this  moment  he  will  have 
left  Elba,  to  go  whither  I  know  not,  but 
assuredly  to  attempt  a  landing  either  at 
Naples  or  on  the  coast  of  Tuscany,  or 
perhaps  on  the  shore  of  France.  Your 
majest}'^  is  well  aware  that  the  sovereign 
of  the  isle  of  Ell>a  has  maintnined  his 
relations  with  Italy  and  France  ?" 

"lam,  sir,"  said  the  king,  much  agi- 
thted  ;  "  anl  recently  we  have  had  infor- 
mation that  the  Bonapartist  clubs  have 
had  meetings  in  the  Rue  Saint-Jacques. 
But  proceed,  I  beg  of  you.  How  did  you 
obtain  these  details  ?  " 
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"  Sire,  they  are  the  results  of  an  ex- 
amination wliich  I  have  made  of  a  man 
of  Marseilles,  whom  I  have  watched  for 
some  time,  and  arrested  on  the  day  of  my 
de^Darture.  This  person,  a  sailor  of  tur- 
bulent character,  and  whom  I  suspected 
of  Bonapartism,  has  been  secretly  to  the 
isle  of  Elba.  There  he  saw  the  grand- 
marshal,  who  charg-ed  him  with  a  verbal 
mission  to  a  Bonapartist  in  Paris,  whose 
name  I  could  not  extract  from  him ;  but 
this  mission  was  to  prepare  men's  minds 
for  a  return  (it  is  the  man  who  says  this, 
sire) — a  return  which  will  soon  occur." 

"  And  where  is  this  man  ?  " 

"  In  prison,  sire." 

"  And  the  matter  seems  serious  to 
you?"  ♦ 

"  So  serious,  sire,  that  when  the  circum- 
stance surprised  me  in  the  midst  of  a 
family  festival,  on  the  very  day  of  my  be- 
trothal, I  left  my  bride  and  friends,  post- 
poning- everything,  that  I  might  hasten 
to  la}'  at  3'our  majestj^'s  feet  the  fears 
which  impressed  me,  and  the  assurance 
of  my  devotion."       " 

''  True,"  said  Louis  XVIII., '  Vas  there 
not  a  marriage  engagement  between  3'ou 
and  Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Meran  ?  " 

*•  Daughter  of  one  of  your  majesty's 
most  faithful  servants." 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  but  let  us  talk  of  this  plot, 
M.  de  Villefort." — "  Sire,  I  fear  it  is  more 
than  a  plot ;  I  fear  it  is  a  conspiracy." 

"A  conspiracy  in  these  times,"  said 
Louis  XVIII.,  smiling,  *' is  a  thing  verj' 
easy  to  meditate,  but  more  difficult  to 
conduct  to  an  end  ;  inasmuch  as,  re-es- 
tablished so  recently  on  the  throne  of  our 
ancestors,  we  have  our  e3'cs  open  at  once 
upon  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future. 
For  the  last  ten  months  my  ministers  have 
redoubled  their  vigilance,  in  oi-derto  watch 
the  shore  of  the  Mediterranean.  If  Bona- 
parte landed  at  Niiples,  Ihe  whole  coali- 
tion would  be  on  foot  before  he  could  even 
reach  Piombino  ;  if  he  land  in  Tuscany, 
he  will  be  in  ;in  unfriendly  territory;  if 
he  land  in  France,  it  must  l)e  with  a  li:nul- 
ful  of  men,  and  the  result  of  that  is  easily 
foretold,  execrated  as  he  is  by  the  popula- 
tion. Take  courage,  sir  ;  but  at  the  same 
time  rely  on  our  royal  gratitude." 


"  Ah,  here  is  M.  Dandrc  !  "  cried  De 
Blacas.  At  this  instant  the  minister  of 
police  appeared  at  the  door,  pale,  trem- 
bling, and  as  if  ready  to  faint.  Villefort 
was  about  to  retire,  but  M.  de  Blacas, 
taking  his  hand,  restrained  him. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE   OGRE   OF  CORSICA. 

At  the  sight  of  this  agitation  Louis 
XVIII.  pushed  from  him  violently  the 
table  at  which  he  was  writing. 

''What  ails  you,  M.  le  Baron?"  he 
exclaimed.  ''You  appear  quite  aghast. 
This  trouble — this  hesitation — have  they 
anything  to  do  with  what  M.  de  Blacas 
has  told  me,  and  M.  de  Villefort  has  just 
confirmed  ?  "  M.  de  Blacas  moved  sud- 
denly toward  the  baron,  but  the  fright 
of  the  courtier  precluded  the  triumph  of 
the  statesman  ;  and  besides,  as  matters 
were,  it  was  much  more  to  his  advantage 
that  the  prefect  of  the  police  should  tri- 
umph over  him  than  that  he  should 
humiliate  the  prefect. 

"  Sire — "  stammered  the  baron. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?"  asked  Louis  XVIII. 
The  minister  of  police,  giving  way  to  an 
impulse  of  despair,  was  about  to  throw 
himself  at  the  feet  of  Louis  XVIII.,  who 
retreated  a  step  and  frowned. 

"  Will  you  speak  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Oh  !  sire,  what  a  dreadful  misfortune! 
I  am,  indeed,  to  be  pitied.  I  can  never 
forgive  myself !  " 

"Monsieur,"  said  Louis  XVIII.,  "I  com- 
mand 3"ou  to  speak." 

"Well,  sire,  the  usurper  left  Elba  on 
the  2Gth  Februar^'^,  and  landed  on  the  1st 
of  March." 

"  And  where  ?  In  Italy  ?  "  asked  the 
king  eagerly. 

"  In  Fi'ance,  sire — at  a  small  ]iort,  near 
Antibes,  in  the  Gulf  of  Juan." 

"The  usurper  landed  in  France,  near 
Antibes,  in  the  Gulf  of  Juan,  250  leagues 
from  Paris,  on  the  1st  of  March,  and  you 
only  acquired  this  information  to-day, 
the  4th  of  March  I  Well,  sir,  what  you 
tell  me  is  impossible.  You  must  have 
received  a  false  report,  or  you  have  gone 
mad." 

"  Alas  !  sire,  it  is  but  too  true  I  "     Louis 
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made  a  gesture  of  indescribable  anger 
and  alarm,  and  then  drew  himself  up  as  if 
this  sudden  blow  had  struck  him  at  the 
same  moment  in  heart  and  countenance. 

"  In  France  !  "  he  cried,  "  the  usurper 
in  France !  Then  they  did  not  watch 
over  this  man.  Who  knows  ?  they  were, 
perhaps,  in  league  with  him." 

"  Oh,  sire  !  "  exclaimed  the  Comte  de 
Blacas,  '•'  M.  Dandre  is  not  a  man  to  be 
accused  of  treason  !  Sire,  we  have  all 
been  blind,  and  the  minister  of  police  has 
shared  the  general  blindness,  that  is  all." 

"But — "  said  Villefort,  and  then  sud- 
denly checking  himself,  he  was  silent ; 
then  he  continued,  "Your  pardon,  sire," 
he  said,  bowing,  "my  zeal  carried  me 
away.  Will  your  majesfy  deign  to  ex- 
cuse me  ?  " 

"Speak,  sir,  speak  boldly,"  replied 
Louis.  "You  alone  forewarned  us  of 
the  evil;  now  try  and  aid  us  with  the 
remedy  !  " 

"Sire,"  said  Villefort,  "the  usurper  is 
detested  in  the  soutli ;  and  it  seems  to  me 
that  if  he  ventured  into  the  south  it  would 
be  easy  to  raise  Languedoc  and  Provence 
against  him." 

"  Yes,  assuredly',"  replied  the  minister; 
"  but  he  is  advancing  by  Gap  and  Sis- 
teron." 

"Advancing!  he  is  advancing !"  said 
Louis  XVIII.  "  Is  he  then  advancing  on 
Paris?"  The  minister  of  police  kept  a 
silence  which  was  equivalent  to  a  com- 
plete avowal. 

"And  Dauphine,  sir?"  inquired  the 
king,  of  Villefort.  "  Do  you  think  it  pos- 
sible to  rouse  that  as  well  as  Provence  ?  " 

"  Sire,  I  am  sorry  to  tell  your  majesty 
a  cruel  fact ;  but  the  feeling  in  Dauphine 
is  far  from  resembling  that  of  Provence 
or  Languedoc.  The  mountaineers  are 
Bonapartists,  sire," 

"Then,"  murmured  Louis,  "he  was 
well  informed.  And  how  many  men  had 
he  with  him  ?  "— "  I  do  not  know,  sire," 
answered  the  minister  of  police. 

"  What !  you  do  not  know  ?  Have  you 
neglected  to  obtain  information  of  this 
circumstance?  It  is  true  this  is  of  small 
importance,"  he  added  with  a  withering 
smile. 


"  Sire,  it  w^as  impossible  to  learn  ;  the 
dispatch  simply  stated  the  fact  of  the 
landing  and  the  route  taken  by  the 
usurper." 

"  And  how  did  this  dispatch  reach 
you  ?  "  inquired  the  king.  The  minister 
bowed  his  head,  and  while  a  deep  color 
overspread  his  cheeks,  he  stammered 
out — 

"By  the  telegraph,  sire."  —  Louis 
XVIil.  advanced  a  step,  and  folded  his 
arms  over  his  chest  as  Napoleon  would 
have  done. 

"  So  then  !  "  he  exclaimed,  turning  pale 
with  anger,  "seven  conjoined  and  allied 
armies  overthrew  that  man.  A  miracle 
of  Heaven  replaced  me  on  the  throne  of 
my  fathers  after  five-and-twenty  years 
of  exile,  I  have,  during  those  five-and- 
twenty  3'ears,  studied,  sounded,  analyzed 
the  men  and  things  of  that  France  which 
was  promised  to  me  ;  and  when  I  have 
attained  the  end  of  all  my  wishes,  the 
power  I  hold  in  my  hands  bursts  and 
shatters  me  to  atoms  !  " 

"  Sire,  it  is  fatality  !  "  murmured  the 
minister,  feeling  that  such  a  pressure, 
however  light  for  destiny,  was  sufficient 
to  overwhelm  a  man. 

"  What  our  enemies  say  of  us  is  then 
true.  We  have  learned  nothing,  forgotten 
nothing  !  If  I  w^ere  betrayed  as  he  was, 
I  would  console  myself;  but  to  be  in  the 
midst  of  persons  elevated  by  myself  to 
dignities,  who  ought  to  watch  over  me 
more  preciously  than  over  themselves; 
for  my  fortune  is  theirs  ! — before  me  they 
were  nothing — after  me  they  will  be  noth- 
ing, and  perish  miserably  from  incapacity 
— ineptitude  !  Oh  yes,  sir  !  you  are  right 
—it  is  fatality  !  " 

The  minister  was  bowed  beneath  this 
crushing  sarcasm.  M.  de  Blacas  wiped 
the  moisture  from  his  brow\  Villefort 
smiled  within  himself,  for  he  felt  his  in- 
creased importance. 

"  To  fall  !  "  continued  King  Louis,  who 
at  the  first  glance  had  soinided  the  abyss 
on  which  the  monarchy  hung  suspended  — 
"to  fall,  and  learn  that  fall  by  the  tele- 
graph !  Oh  1  I  would  rather  mount  the 
scaffold  of  my  brother.  Louis  XVI.,  than 
thus  descend  the  staircase  of  the  Tuileries 
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driven  away  by  ridicule.  Ridicule,  sir — 
"^vhy,  you  know  not  its  power  in  France, 
and  yet  you  ought  to  know  it  I " 

''Sire,  sire,"  murmured  the  minister, 
''for  pity's-^" 

"Approach,  M.  de  Villefort,"  resumed 
the  king-,  addressing-  the  j'oung  man,  who, 
motionless  and  breathless,  was  listening- 
to  a  conversation  on  which  depended  the 
destiny'  of  a  kingdom.  "  Approach,  and 
tell  monsieur  that  it  is  jDossible  to  know 
beforehand  all  that  he  has  not  known." 

"  Sire,  it  was  reallj'  impossible  to  learn 
secrets  which  that  man  concealed  from  all 
the  world." 

"  Really  impossible  !  Yes — that  is  a 
great  word,  sir.  Unfortunately,  there  are 
great  words,  as  there  are  great  men ;  I 
have  measured  them.  Really  impossible 
for  a  minister  who  has  an  oflQce,  agents, 
spies,  and  fifteen  hundred  thousand  francs 
for  secret  service  monej'^,  to  know  what  is 
going  on  at  sixty  leagues  from  the  coast 
of  France  !  Well,  then,  see,  here  is  a 
gentleman  who  had  none  of  these  re- 
sources at  his  disposal — a  gentleman,  only 
a  simple  magistrate,  who  learned  more 
than  you  with  all  your  police,  and  who 
would  have  saved  my  crown,  if,  like  you, 
he  had  the  power  of  directing  a  tele- 
graph." The  look  of  the  minister  of  po- 
lice was  turned  with  concentrated  spite  on 
Villefort,  who  bent  his  head  with  the  mod- 
esty of  triumph. 

"I  do  not  mean  that  for  you,  Blacas," 
continued  Louis  XVIII.  ;  "  for  if  you  have 
discovered  nothing,  at  least  3'ou  have  had 
the  good  sense  to  persevere  in  your  sus- 
picions. Any  other  than  3'ourself  would 
have  considered  the  disclosure  of  M.  de 
VilU'fort  as  insignificant,  or  else  dictated 
hy  a  venal  ambition."  Tlies(>  words  were 
meant  to  allude  lo  those  which  the  min- 
ister of  police  liad  uttered  with  so  much 
confidence  an  hour  before. 

VilU'foit  understood  tlie  dj-ift  of  tlie 
king.  Any  other  person  would,  perhaps, 
have  been  loo  much  overcome  by  the  in- 
toxication of  praise  ;  but  lie  fear<'d  to 
make  for  himself  a  mortal  enemy  of  the 
police  ministei',  although  he  perceived 
Dandre  was  irrevocably  lost.  In  fact, 
tlie  minister,  who,  in  tiie  plenitude  of  liis 


power,  had  been  unable  to  penetrate  Na- 
poleon's secret,  might  in  the  convulsions 
of  his  djing  throes  penetrate  his  (Ville- 
fort's)  secret,  for  which  end  lie  had  but  to 
interrogate  Dantes.  He  therefore  came  to 
the  rescue  of  the  crest-fallen  minister,  in- 
stead of  aiding  to  crush  him. 

"Sire,"  said  Villefort,  "  the  rapiditj^  of 
the  event  must  prove  to  your  majesty  that 
God  alone  can  prevent  it,  by  raising  a 
tempest ;  what  your  majesty  is  pleased 
to  attribute  to  me  as  profound  perspicac- 
ity  is  simplj^  owing  to  chance  ;  and  I  have 
profited  by  that  chance,  like  a  good  and 
devoted  servant — that's  all.  Do  not  at- 
tribute to  me  more  tha,n  I  deserve,  sire, 
that  yourmajest^'  may  never  have  occasion 
to  recall  the  first  opinion  you  have  been 
pleased  to  form  of  me."  The  minister  of 
police  thanked  the  j^oung  man  by  an  elo- 
quent look,  and  Villefort  understood  that 
he  had  succeeded  in  his  design  ;  that  is  to 
say,  that  Avithout  forfeiting  the  gratitude 
of  the  king,  he  had  made  a  friend  of  one  on 
whom,  in  case  of  necessitj^  he  might  rely, 

"  'Tis  well !  "  resumed  the  king.  "  And 
now,  g-entlemen,"  he  continued,  turning 
toward  M.  de  Blacas  and  the  minister  of 
police,  "  I  have  no  further  occasion  for  you, 
and  you  may  retire ;  what  now  remains  to 
do  is  in  the  department  of  the  minister  of 
war." 

"  Fortunately,  sire,"  said  M.  de  Blacas, 
"  we  can  rely  on  the  army  ;  3'our  majesty 
knows  how  every  report  confirms  their 
loyalty  and  attachment." 

"Do  not  mention  reports,  sir,  to  me! 
for  I  know  now  what  confidence  to  place 
in  them.  Yet  a  propos  of  repoi'ts,  M.  le 
Baron,  what  intelligence  have  you  as  to 
our  affair  in  the  Rue  Saint- Jacques  ?" 

"  The  alfair  in  the  Rue  Saint -Jacques  !  " 
exclaimed  Villefort,  unable  to  repress  an 
exclamation.  Then,  suddenly  pausing,  he 
added,  "  Your  pardon,  sire  ;  but  my  devo- 
tion to  your  majesty  has  made  me  forget, 
not  the  respect  I  have,  for  that  is  too  deeply 
engraven  in  my  heart,  but  the  I'ules  of  eti- 
quette." 

"  Say  and  act,  sir  !  "  replied  the  king  ; 
"  you  have  acquired  the  right  to  inquire." 

"Sire,"  i-eplied  the  minister  of  police, 
"  I  came  this  inonient  to  give  3'our  majesty 
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fresli  information  which  I  had  obtained  on 
this  head,  when  your  majesty's  attention 
was  attracted  by  this  terrible  affair  of  1  he 
e-ulf  and  now  these  facts  will  cease  to  in- 
terest your  majesty." 

'•'On  the  contrary,  sir  —  on  the  con- 
trary," said  Louis  XVIII.,  *•' this  affair 
seems  to  me  to  have  a  decided  connection 
with  that  which  occupies  our  attention ; 
and  the  death  of  General  Quesnel  will,  per- 
haps, put  us  on  the  direct  track  of  a  g-reat 
internal  conspiracy."  At  the  name  of 
General  Quesnel,  Villefort  trembled. 

"All  combines,  sire,"  said  the  minister 
of  police,  "  to  insure  the  probability  that 
this  death  is  not  the  result  of  a  suicide,  as 
we  at  first  believed,  but  of  an  assassination. 
General  Quesnel  had  quitted,  as  it  appears, 
a  Bonapartist  club  when  he  disappeared. 
An  unlcnown  person  h,ad  been  with  him 
that  morning-,  and  made  an  appointment 
with  him  in  the  Rue  Saint-Jacques  ;  unfor- 
tunatel}^  the  g-eneral's  valet-de-chambre, 
who  was  dressing-  his  hair  at  the  moment 
when  the  stranger  entered,  heard  the 
street  mentioned,  but  did  not  catch  the 
number."  As  the  police  minister  i^elated 
this  to  the  king-,  Villefort,  who  seemed  as 
if  his  ver}"^  existence  hung-  on  his  lips, 
turned  alternately  red  and  pale.  The  king: 
looked  toward  him. 

"  Do  you  not  think  with  me,  M.  de  Ville- 
fort, that  General  Quesnel,  whom  thoy 
believed  attached  to  the  usurper,  but  who 
was  really  entirely  devoted  to  me,  has 
perished  the  victim  of  a  Bonapartist  am- 
bush?" 

''  It  is  probable,  sire,"  replied  Villefort. 
"  But  is  this  all  that  is  known  ?  " 

'•  They  are  on  the  traces  of  the  man  who 
appointed  the  meeting-  with  him." 

'*  On  his  traces  ?  "  said  Villefort. 

"Yes,  the  servant  has  g-iven  his  de- 
scription. He  is  a  man  of  fi'oni  fifty  to 
fifty-two  years  of  age,  brown,  with  black 
eyes,  covered  with  shagg-y  eyebrows,  and 
a  thick  mustache.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
blue  frock-coat,  buttoned  up  to  the  chin, 
and  wore  at  liis  button-hole  the  rosette  of 
an  ofTicer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  Yestcn-- 
day  an  individual  was  followed  e.Kaclly 
corresponiliug  with  this  description,  but 
he  was  lost  sight  of  at  the  corner  of  the 


Rue  de  la  Jussienne  and  the  Rue  Coq- 
Heron."  Villefort  leaned  on  tlie  back  of 
an  arm-chair ;  for  in  proportion  as  the 
minister  of  police  spoke,  he  felt  his  legs 
bend  under  him  ;  but  when  he  learned  that 
the  unknown  had  escaped  the  vigilance  of 
the  agent  who  followed  him,  he  breathed 
again. 

"  Continue  to  seek  for  this  man,  sir," 
said  the  king  to  the  minister  of  police ; 
"for  if,  as  all  conspires  to  convince  me. 
General  Quesnel,  Avho  would  have  been  so 
useful  to  us  at  tliis  moment,  has  been  mur^ 
dered,  his  assassins,  Bonapartists  or  not, 
shall  be  cruelly  punished."  It  required  all 
Villefort's  sang-froid  not  to  betray  the 
terror  with  which  this  declaration  of  the 
king  inspired  him. 

'•'  How  strange  !  "  continued  the  king, 
with  some  asperity  ;  ''  the  police  thinks  all 
is  said  when  it  says,  '  A  murder  has  been 
committed,'  and  particularh'  wiien  it  adds, 
'  And  we  are  on  the  trace  of  the  guilt}' 
persons.'  " 

"  Sire,  your  majesty  will,  I  trust,  be 
amply  satisfied  on  this  point  at  least." 

"  We  shall  see  :  I  will  no  longer  detain 
you,  baron.  M.  de  Villefort,  you  must  be 
fatigTied  after  so  long  a  journey  :  go  and 
repose  yourself.  Of  course  you  stopped  at 
yoiu"  father's  ?  "  A  faintness  came  over 
Villefort. 

'•'No,  sire,"  he  replied,  *'I  alighted  at 
the  Hotel  de  Madrid,  in  the  Rue  de  Tour- 
non." 

"  But  3^ou  have  seen  liim  ?  " 

"  Sire,  I  went  straight  to  M.  le  Comte  de 
Blacas." 

"But  3'ou  will  see  him,  then  ?  " 

'•  I  think  not,  sire." 

"Ah,  I  forgot,"  said  Louis,  smiling  in  a 
manner  which  proved  that  all  these  ques- 
tions were  not  made  without  a  mot  ive ;  "  I 
forgot  you  and  M.  Noirtier  are  not  on  the 
best  terms  possible,  and  that  is  another 
sacrifice  made  to  the  royal  cause,  and  for 
whicli  you  should  be  recompensed." 

"Sire,  the  kindness  your  majesty  dt^ns 
to  evince  toward  me  is  a  recompense 
wliich  so  far  sur|xisses  my  utmost  ambi- 
tion that  I  have  nothing  more  to  request." 

•'Never  mind,  sir,  we  will  not  forget 
vou  ;  make  vour  mir.d  easv.     In  the  mean- 
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while  "  (the  king-  here  detached  the  cross 
of  the  Leg"ion  of  Honor  he  usually  wore 
over  his  blue  coat,  near  the  cross  of  St. 
Louis,  above  the  order  of  Notre-Dame-du- 
Mont-Carmel  and  St.  Lazare,  and  gave  it 
to  Villefort) — ''  in  the  meanwhile  take  this 
cross." 

''Sire,"  said  Villefort,  "your  majesty 
mistakes  ;  this  cross  is  that  of  an  officer." 

"Mafoi!''  said  Louis  XVIIL,  "take 
it,  such  as  it  is,  for  I  have  not  the  time  to 
procure  you  another.  Blacas,  let  it  be 
3'our  care  to  see  that  the  brevet  is  made 
out  and  sent  to  M.  de  Villefort."  Ville- 
fort's  eyes  were  filled  with  tears  of  joy 
and  pride  ;  he  took  the  cross  and  kissed  it. 

"And  now,"  he  said,  "ma^'I  inquire 
what  are  the  orders  with  which  3'our 
majest}'  deigns  to  honor  me  ?  " 

"Take  what  rest  you  require,  and  re- 
member that,  unable  to  serve  me  here 
in  Paris,  you  ma.y  be  of  the  greatest  ser- 
vice to  me  at  Marseilles." 

"Sire,"  replied  Villefort,  bowing,  "in 
an  hour  I  shall  have  quitted  Paris." 

"  Go,. sir,"  said  the  king-;  "  and  should 
I  forg"et  you  (king's  memories  are  short), 
do  not  be  afraid  to  bring  j^ourself  to  m^'' 
recollection.  M.  le  Baron,  send  for  the 
minister  of  war.     Blacas,  remain." 

"  Ah,  sir,"  said  the  minister  of  police 
to  Villefort,  as  they  left  the  Tuileries, 
"you  enter  by  the  right  door — your  for- 
tune is  made." 

"Will  it  be  long  first?"  muttered 
Villefort,  saluting  the  minister,  whose 
career  was  ended,  and  looking  about  him 
for  a  hackney-coach.  One  passed  at  the 
moment,  which  lie  hailed :  he  gave  his 
address  to  the  driver,  and  spring-ing  in, 
threw  himself  on  the  seat,  and  gave  loose 
to  dreams  of  ambition. 

Ten  minutes  afterward  Villefort  reached 
his  hotel,  ordered  his  horses  in  two  hours, 
and  desired  to  have  his  breakfast  brought 
to  him.  He  was  about  to  commence  his 
repast  when  the  sound  of  the  bell,  rung 
by  :^free  and  firm  hand,  was  heard.  The 
valet  opened  the  door,  and  Villefort  heard 
his  name  i)ronounccd. 

"  Who  could  know  that  I  was  here 
already  ?  "  said  the  young  man. 

The  valet  entered. 


"Well,"  said  Villefort,  "  what  is  it?— 
Who  rang  ? — Who  asked  for  me  ?  " 

"A  stranger  who  will  not  send  in  his 
name." 

"A  stranger  who  will  not  send  in  his 
name  1     What  can  he  want  with  me  ?  " 

'•  He  wishes  to  speak  to  3'ou." 

"To  me?"— "Yes." 

"  Did  he  mention  my  name  ?  " — "  Yes." 

"'  What  sort  of  person  is  he  ?  " 

"Why,  sir,  a  man  of  about  fifty." 

"Short  or  tall?" — "About  j^our  own 
height,  sir." 

"  Dark  or  fair  ?  "— "  Dark— very  dark  : 
with  black  eyes,  black  hair,  black  eye- 
brows." 

"And  how  dressed?"  asked  Villefort, 
quickly. — "In  a  blue  frock-coat,  buttoned 
up  close,  decorated  with  the  Leg"ion  of 
Honor." 

"  It  is  he  !  "  said  Villefort,  turning  pale. 

"  Eh,  parcZz'ert  !  "  said  the  individual 
whose  description  we  have  twice  given, 
entering  the  door,  "'  what  a  great  deal 
of  ceremony  !  Is  it  the  custom  in  Mar- 
seilles for  sons  to  keep  their  fathers  wait- 
ing in  their  ante-rooms  ?  " 

"Father!"  cried  Villefort,  " then  I 
was  not  deceived  ;  I  felt  sure  it  must  be 
you." 

"Well,  then,  if  yon  felt  so  sure,"  re- 
plied the  new  comer,  putting-  his  cane  in 
a  corner  and  his  hat  on  a  chair,  "allow 
me  to  say,  my  dear  Gerard,  that  it  was 
not  very  filial  of  you  to  keep  me  waiting- 
at  the  door." 

"Leave  us,  Germain,"  said  Villefort. 
The  servant  quitted  the  apartment  with 
evident  signs  of  astonishment. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

FATHER     AND     SON. 

M.  NoiRTiER — for  it  was,  indeed,  he  who 
entered — followed  with  his  eyes  the  servant 
until  he  had  closed  the  door,  and  then, 
fearing,  no  doubt,  that  ho  might  be  over- 
heard in  the  antechamber,  he  op(Mied  the 
door  again  ;  nor  was  the  precaution  use- 
less, as  appeared  from  the  rapid  retreat 
of  Germain,  who  proved  that  he  was  not 
exempt  from  t  he  sin  which  I'uined  our  fiist 
parents.  M.  Noirtier  then  took  the  trou- 
ble to  close  carefully  the  door  of  the  ante- 
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chamber,  then  that  of  the  bed-chamber, 
and  then  extended  his  hand  to  Villefort, 
who  had  followed  all  his  motions  with 
surprise  which  he  could  not  conceal. 

"  Well,  now,  my  dear  Gerard,"  said  he 
to  the  young-  man,  with  a  very  sig-nificant 
look,  "do  you  know  you  seem  as  if- you 
were  not  very  glad  to  see  me  ?  " 

"My  dear  father,"  said  Villefort,  "I 
am,  on  the  contrary,  delighted ;  but  I  so 
little  expected  your  visit  that  it  has  some- 
what overcome  me." 

*'  But,  m}'  dear  fellow,"  replied  M.  Noir- 
tier,  seating"  himself,  "1  might  say  the 
same  thing  to  you,  when  you  announce 
to  me  your  wedding  for  the  28th  of  Feb- 
ruary, and  on  the  4th  of  March  here  you 
are  in  Paris." 

"And  if  I  have  come,  my  dear  father," 
said  Gerard,  drawing-  closer  to  M.  Noirtier, 
''  do  not  complain,  for  it  is  for  you  that  I 
came,  and  m^''  journey  will  save  you." 

"Ah,  indeed  !"  said  M.  Noirtier,  stretch- 
ing himself  out  at  his  ease  in  the  chair. 
"Really,  pray  tell  me  all  about  it,  M.  le 
Magistrat,  for  it  must  be  interesting." 

"  Father,  you  have  heard  speak  of  a  cer- 
tain club  of  Bonapartists  held  in  the  Rue 
Sain t- Jacques  ?  " 

''  No.  53  ;  yes,  I  am  vice-president." 

"  Father,  your  coolness  makes  me  shud- 
der." 

"Why,  mj'^  dear  bo}',  when  a  man  has 
been  proscribed  \)y  the  mountaineers,  has 
escaped  from  Paris  in  a  hay-cart,  been 
hunted  in  the  landes  of  Bordeaux  hy  M. 
Robespierre's  bloodhounds,  he  becomes 
accustomed  to  most  things.  But  go  on, 
what  about  the  club  in  the  Rue  Saint- 
Jacques?  " 

"Wh}",  they  induced  General  Quesnel 
to  go  there,  and  General  Quesnel,  who 
quitted  his  own-  house  at  nine  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  was  found  the  next  day  in 
the  Seine." 

"And  who  told  you  this  fine  story?" 

"'  The  king  himself." 

"Well,  then,  in  return  for  3^our  story," 
continued  Noirtier,  "  I  will  tell  you  one." 

"My  dear  father,  I  think  I  already 
know  what  you  are  about  to  tell  me." 

"  Ah,  you  have  heard  of  the  landing 
of  the  ompoi-or  ?  " 


"  Not  so  loud,  father,  I  entreat  of  you 
— for  j^our  own  sake  as  well  as  mine. 
Yes,  I  heard  this  news,  and  knew  it  even 
before  you  could  ;  for  three  daj-s  ago  I 
posted  from  Marseilles  to  Paris  with  all 
possible  speed,  and  half-desperate  because 
I  could  not  send  with  a  wish  two  hundred 
leagues  ahead  of  me  the  thought  which 
was  agitating  my  brain." 

"  Three  days  ago !  You  are  craz}'. 
W^h\',  three  days  ago  the  emperor  had 
not  landed." — "  No  matter  ;  I  was  aware 
of  his  project." 

"  How  did  3'ou  learn  it  ?  " — "  By  a  let- 
ter addressed  to  you  from  the  isle  of 
Elba." 

"  To  me  ?  " — "  To  you  ;  and  which  I  dis- 
covered in  the  pocket-book  of  the  messen- 
ger. Had  that  letter  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  another,  you,  my  dear  father,  would 
probably  ere  this  have  been  shot."  Ville- 
fort's  father  laughed. 

"Come,  come,"  said  he,  "it  appears 
.  that  the  Restoration  has  learned  from  the 
Empire  the  mode  of  settling  affairs  speed- 
\\-y.  Shot,  my  dear  boy  !  you  go  ahead 
with  a  vengeance.  Where  is  this  letter 
3'ou  talk  about?  I  know  you  too  well  to 
suppose  3'ou  would  allow  such  a  thing  to 
pass  you." 

"  I  burned  it,  for  fear  that  even  a  frag- 
ment should  remain  ;  for  that  letter  must 
have  effected  3'our  condemnation." 

"And  the  destruction  of  3'our  future 
prospects,"  replied  Noirtier;  "  3'es,  I  can 
easil3'^  comprehend  that.  But  I  have  noth- 
ing to  fear  while  I  have  \o\\  to  protect 
me." 

"  I  do  better  than  that,  sir — I  save3ou." 

"  You  do  ?  wh\',  reall\-,  the  thing  bo- 
comes  more  and  more  dramatic — explain 
3'ourself." 

"  I  must  refer  again  to  the  club  in  the 
Rue  Saint- Jacques." 

"It  appears  that  this  club  is  rather  a 
bore  to  the  police.  W^h3'  didn't  thes'  search 
more  vigilanth?  thev  would  have  found — " 

"They  have  not  found:  but  they  are 
on  the  track." 

"Yes,  that's  the  usual  phrase  ;  I  know- 
it  well.  When  the  police  is  at  fault,  it 
declares  that  it  is  on  the  track  ;  and  the 
government  patienth'  awaits  thedaj*  when 
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it  comes  to  say,  with  a  sneaking-  air,  that 
the  track  is  lost," 

"Yes,  but  they  have  found  a  corpse; 
the  g-eneral  has  been  killed,  and  in  all 
countries  they  call  that  a  murder." 

"A  murder  do  you  call  it  ?  wh}',  there 
is  nothing-  to  prove  that  the  g-eneral  was 
murdered.  People  are  found  every  day 
in  the  Seine,  having-  throAvn  themselves  in, 
or  have  been  drowned  from  not  knowing 
how  to  swim." 

''Father,  you  know  very  well  that  the 
general  was  not  a  man  to  drown  himself 
in  despair ;  and  people  do  not  bathe  in 
the  Seine  in  the  month  of  January?-.  No, 
no,  do  not  mistake ;  this  death  was  a 
murder  in  every  sense  of  the  word." 

"  And  who  thus  designated  it  ?  " 

"The  king  himself." 

"  The  king  I  I  thought  he  was  philoso- 
pher enough  to  allow  that  there  was  no 
murder  in  politics.  In  politics,  my  dear 
fellow,  you  know,  as  well  as  I  do,  there 
are  no  men,  but  ideas — no  feelings,  but 
interests  ;  in  politics,  we  do  not  kill  a  man, 
we  only  remove  an  obstacle,  that  is  all. 
Would  you  like  to  know  how  mattere  have 
progressed  ?  Avell,  1  will  tell  3'ou.  It  was 
thought  reliance  might  be  placed  in  Gen- 
eral Quesnel ;  he  was  recommended  to  us 
from  the  isle  of  Elba :  one  of  us  went  to 
him,  and  invitetl  him  to  tlie  Rue  Saint- 
Jacques,  where  he  would  find  some  friends. 
He  came  there,  and  the  plan  was  unfolded 
to  him  of  the  leaving  Elba,  the  projected 
landing,  etc.  When  he  had  heard  and 
comprehended  all  to  the  fullest  extent,  he 
replied  that  he  was  a  royalist.  Then  all 
looked  at  each  other  —  he  was  made  to 
take  an  oath,  and  did  so,  but  with  such  an 
ill  grace  that  it  was  really  tempting  Provi- 
dence to  swear  thus  ;  and  yet,  in  spite  of 
that,  the  general  was  allowed  to  depart 
fpee — perfectly  fi-<'e.  Yet  lie  did  not  re- 
turn hom(!.  What  could  that  mean  ?  why, 
my  dear  fellow,  that  on  leaving  us  he  lost 
his  way,  that's  all.  A  murder  !  really, 
Villefort,  you  surprise  mc.  You,  a  deputy 
procureur,  to  found  an  accusation  on  such 
bad  premises !  Did  I  ever  say  to  you, 
when  you  wei-e  fulfllliiig  your  character 
as  a  royalist,  and  cut  olf  the  head  of  one 
of  my  party,  *  My  son,  you  have  committed 


a  murder  ?  '  No,  I  said,  '  A'ery  well,  sir, 
you  have  gained  the  victory  ;  to-morrow, 
perchance,  it  will  be  our  turn.'  " 

'•  But,  father,  take  care  when  our  turn 
comes,  our  revenge  will  be  sweeping." 

"  1  do  not  understand  you." 

"  You  rely  on  the  usurper's  return  ?  " 

"We  do." 

"You  are  mistaken;  he  will  not  ad- 
vance two  leagues  into  the  interior  of 
France  without  being  followed,  tracked, 
and  caught  like  a  wild  beast." 

"My  dear  fellow,  the  emperor  is  at  this 
moment  on  the  waj'"  to  Grenoble  ;  on  the 
10th  or  12th  he  will  be  at  Lyons,  and  on 
the  20th  or  2.")th  at  Paris." 

"The  population  will  rise." — "Yes,  to 
go  and  meet  him." 

"He  has  but  a  handful  of  men  with 
him  :  and  armies  will  be  dispatched  against 
him." 

"Yes,  to  escort  him  into,  the  capital. 
Reall3%  xny  dear  Gerard,  3'ou  are  but  a 
child  ;  you  think  yourself  well  informed 
because  a  telegraph  has  told  you  three 
days  after  the  landing,  '  The  usurper  has 
landed  at  Cannes  with  several  men.  He 
is  pursued.'  But  where  is  he?  what  is  he 
doing?  You  do  not  know  well;  and  in 
this  way  they  will  pursue  him  to  Paris, 
without  drawing  a  trigger." 

"  Grenoble  and  Lyons  are  faithful  cities, 
and  will  oppose  to  him  an  impassable  bar- 
rier." 

"  Grenoble  will  open  her  gates  to  him 
with  enthusiasm — all  Lyons  will  hasten  to 
welcome  him.  Believe  me,  we  are  as  well 
informed  as  you  :  and  our  police  is  as  good 
as  your  own.  Would  3'ou  like  a  proof  of 
it  ?  well,  you  wished  to  conceal  your  jour- 
ney from  me  ;  and  yet  I  knew  of  your 
arrival  half  an  hour  after  you  had  passed 
the  barrier.  You  gave  your  direction  to 
no  one  but  your  postilion,  yet  I  have  your 
addi-ess,  and  in  proof  I  am  here  the  veiy 
instant  you  are  going  to  sit  at  table. 
Ring,  then,  if  you  please,  for  a  .second 
knife,  fork,  and  plate,  and  we  will  dine 
together," 

"Indeed  !"  replied  Villefort,  looking  at 
his  father  with  astonishment,  "  3'ou  really 
do  seem  very  well  informed." 

"Eh?  the  thing  is  simple  enough.    You 
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who  are  in  power  liaA'e  onh'  the  means 
that  mone\'  produces — we  who  are  in  ex- 
pectation, have  those  which  devotion 
prompts.'' — "Devotion!"  said  Viilefort, 
with  a  sneer. 

'*  Yes,  devotion  ;  for  that  is,  I  beheve, 
tlie  phrase  for  hopeful  ambition." 

And  Villefort's  father  extended  his  hand 
to  the  bell-rope,  to  summon  the  servant 
wlioni  his  son  had  not  called.  Villefort 
arrested  liis  arm. 

*'  Wait,  my  dear  father,"  said  thej'oung- 
man  ;  "one  other  word." — "  Say  it." 

"  How^ever  ill-conducted  is  the  royalist 
police,  \A^ey  yet  know  one  terrible  thing*." 

''What  is  that  ?" 

"  The  description  of  the  man  who,  on 
the  morning"  of  the  day  when  General 
Quesnel  disappeared,  presented  himself  at 
his  house." 

"  Oh,  the  admirable  police  have  found 
that  out,  have  they  ?  And  w^hat  may  be 
that  description  ?  " 

''Brown  complexion;  hair,  e.yebrows, 
and  whiskers,  black;  blue  frock-coat,  but- 
toned up  to  the  chin ;  rosette  of  an  officer 
of  the  Leg-ion  of  Honor  in  his  button-hole  ; 
a  hat  with  a  wide  brim,  and  a  cane." 

"  Ah  !  ah  !  that  is  it,  is  it  ?  "  said  Noir- 
tier ;  "and  why,  then,  have  they  not  laid 
hands  on  tlie  individual  ?  " 

"  Because  yesterday,  or  the  day  before, 
they  lost  sight  of  hiai  at  the  corner  of  the 
Rue  Coq-Heron." 

"Didn't  I  say  your  police  was  good  for 
nothing-?" — "Yes;  but  still  it  may  lay 
hands  on  him." 

"True,"  said  Noirtier,  looking-  careless- 
ly around  him,  "true,  if  this  individual 
were  not  warned  as  he  is  ;  "  and  he  added 
with  a  smile,  '"he  will  consequently'  change 
looks  and  costume."  At  thesA/ivords  he 
rose,  and  put  otf  his  frock-coat  and  cravat, 
went  toward  a  table  on  which  lay  all  the 
requisites  of  the  toilette  for  his  son,  lath- 
ered his  face,  took  a  razor,  and,  with  a 
lirin  hand,  cut  otf  the  whiskers  that  mig-ht 
have  compromised  him  and  g-ave  the  po- 
lice so  decided  a  trace.  Villefort  watched 
him  with  alarm,  not  divested  of  admi- 
ration. 

His  whiskers  cut  oflf,  Noirtior  g-ave  an- 
other turn   to  his   hair  ;  took    instead  of 


his  black  cravat  a  colored  neckerchief 
wliich  lay  at  the  top  of  an  open  portman- 
teau ;  put  on,  in  lieu  of  hii,  blue  and  hig-h- 
buttoned  frock-coat,  a  coat  of  Villefort's, 
of  dark  brown,  and  sloped  away  in  front: 
tried  on  before  the  g-lass  a  narrow-brimmed 
hat  of  his  son's,  which  appeared  to  fit  him 
perfectly,  and,  leaving-  his  cane  in  the  cor- 
ner where  he  had  deposited  it,  he  made  to 
whistle  in  his  powerful  hand  a  small  bam- 
boo switch,  which  the  dandy  deputy  used 
when  he  walked,  and  which  aided  in  giv- 
ing* him  that  easy  swag-ger  which  was 
one  of  his  principal  characteristics. 

"Well,"  he  said,  turning  toward  his 
wondering  son,  when  this  disguise  was 
completed,  "  well,  do  you  think  your 
police  will  recognize  me  now  ?  " 

"No,  father,"  stammered  Villefort; 
"  at  least,  I  hope  not." 

"  And  now,  my  dear  boy,"  continued 
Noirtier,  "I  rely  on  your  prudence  to 
remove  all  the  things  which  I  leave  in 
3'our  care." 

"Oh,  rely  on  me,"  said  Villefort. 

"Yes,  3'es  !  and  now  I  believe  you  are 
right,  and  that  you  have  really  saved  my 
life  ;  but  be  assured  I  will  return  the  obli- 
gation to  you  hereafter."  Villefort  shook 
his  head. 

"You  are  not  convinced  yet?"— "1 
hope,  at  least,  that  you  may  be  mistaken." 

"Shall  you  see  the  king  again?" — 
"Perhaps.'' 

"'  Would  you  pass  in  his  eyes  for  a 
prophet?  '■ — "Prophets  of  evil  are  not  in 
favor  at  the  court,  father." 

"  True,  but  some  day  they  do  them  jus- 
tice ;  and  supposing  a  second  i-estoi-ation, 
3^ou  would  then  pass  for  a  gr«'at  man." 

"  Well,  what  should  I  sa3'  to  the  king  ?" 

"  Say  this  to  him  : — "  Sire,  you  are  de- 
ceived as  to  the  feeling  iti  France,  as  to 
the  opinions  of  the  towns,  and  the  pn'ju- 
dices  of  the  army;  he  whom  in  Paris  you 
call  the  ogre  of  Corsica,  who  at  Nevei-s  is 
styled  the  usurper,  is  already  saluted  as 
Bonaparte  at  Lyons,  and  emperor  at 
Grenoble.  You  think  he  is  tracked,  pur- 
sued, captureil  ;  he  is  advancing  as  rap- 
idly as  his  own  eagles.  The  soldiers  you 
believe  dying  with  hunger,  worn  out  with 
fatigue,  ready    to    desert,    lucivase    like 
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atoms  of  snow  about  the  rolling-  ball 
which  hastens  onward.  Sire,  go,  leave 
France  to  its  real  master,  to  him  Avho  did 
not  buy,  but  acquired  it;  g-o,  sire,  not 
that  3'ou  incur  any  risk,  for  3-our  adver- 
sary is  powerful  enoug-h  to  show  you 
mercy,  but  because  it  would  be  huuiiliat- 
ing-  for  a  grandson  of  Saint  Louis  to  owe 
his  life  to  the  man  of  Areola,  Marengo, 
Austerlitz,'  Tell  him  this,  Gerard  :  or, 
rather,  tell  him  nothing.  Keep  your  jour- 
iie3^  a  secret ;  do  not  boast  of  what  you 
have  come  to  Paris  to  do,  or  have  done  ; 
return  with  all  speed  ;  enter  Marseilles 
at  night,  and  your  house  by  the  back- 
door, and  there  remain,  quiet,  submissive, 
secret,  and,  above  all,  inoffensive  ;  for  this 
time,  I  swear  to  3'ou,  we  shall  act  like 
powerful  men  who  knoAv  their  enemies. 
Go,  my  son — go,  m3'  dear  Gerard,  and  by 
your  obedience  to  my  paternal  orders,  or, 
if  you  prefer  it,  friendly  counsels,  we  will 
keep  3-ou  in  3'our  place.  This  will  be,"Noir- 
tier  added,  Avith  a  smile,  "  one  means  hy 
which  3'ou  ma}'  a  second  time  save  me,  if 
the  political  balance  should  one  daN'  place 
you  high  and  me  low.  Adieu,  m}'-  dear 
Gerard,  and  at  j-our  next  journey  alight 
at  my  door."  Noirtier  left  the  room  when 
he  had  finished,  with  the  same  calmness 
that  had  characterized  him  during  the 
whole  of  this  remurkable  and  tr\'ing  con- 
versation. Villefort,  pale  and  agitated, 
ran  to  the  window,  put  aside  the  curtain, 
and  saw  him  pass,  cool  and  collected,  b}"- 
two  or  three  ill-looking  men  at  the  corner 
of  the  street,  who  were  there,  perhaps, 
to  arrest  a  man  with  black  whiskers,  and 
a  blue  frock-coat,  and  hat  with  broad  brim. 
Villefort  stood  watchins",  breathless, 
until  his  father  had  disnppeared  at  the 
Rue  Bussy.  Then  he  turned  to  the  various 
articles  he  had  left  behind  liim,  put  at  the 
bottom  of  his  portmanteau  his  black 
cravat  and  bhie  frock-coat,  threw  tlie 
hat  into  a  dark  closet,  broke  the  cane 
into  small  bits  and  flung  it  in  the  lire, 
put  on  his  traveling-cap,  and  calling  his 
valet,  checked  with  a  look  the  thousand 
questions  he  was  ready  to  ask,  paid  his 
bill,  sprang  into  his  carriage,  which  was 
ready,  learned  at  Lyons  that  Bonaparte 
had  entered   Grenoble,  and  in  the  midst 


of  the  tumult  \\hich  prevailed  along  the 
road,  at  length  reached  Marseilles,  a  prey 
to  all  the  hopes  and  fears  which  enter 
into  the  heart  of  man  with  ambition  and 
its  first  successes. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE   HUNDRED   DAYS. 

M.  NoiRTiER  was  a  true  pi-ophet,  and 
things  progressed  rapidh%  as  he  had  pre- 
dicted. Everj'  one  knows  the  history  of 
the  famous  return  from  Elba,  a  return 
which,  wiihouti  example  in  the  past,  will 
probably  remain  without  imitation  in  the 
future. 

Louis  XVIII.  made  but  a  faint  attempt 
to  parrj^  this  unexpected  blow;  the  mon- 
archy he  had  scarcely  reconstructed  tot- 
tered on  its  precarious  foundation,  and  it 
needed  but  a  sign  of  the  emperor  to  hurl 
to  the  ground  all  this  edifice  composed  of 
ancient  prejudices  and  new  ideas.  Ville- 
fort, therefore,  gained  nothing  save  the 
king's  gratitude  (which  was  rather  likely 
to  injure  him  at  the  present  time)  and  the 
cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor,  which  he 
had  the  prudence  not  to  wear,  although 
M.  de  Blacas  had  duly  forwarded  the 
brevet. 

Napoleon  would,  doubtless,  have  de- 
prived Villefort  of  his  office  had  it  not 
been  for  Noirtier,  who  was  all-powerful  at 
the  court ;  and  thus  the  Girondin  of  '93 
and  the  Senator  of  1806  protected  him 
who  so  latel}'  had  been  his  protector.  All 
Villefort's  influence  barely'  enabled  him 
to  stifle  the  secret  Dantes  had  so  nearly 
divulged.  The  king's  procureur  alone  was 
deprived  of  his  office,  being  suspected  of 
royalism. 

However,  scarcely  was  the  imperial 
power  established — that  is,  scarcely  liad 
the  emperor  re-entered  the  Tuileries  and 
issued  his  numerous  orders  from  that 
little  cabinet  into  which  we  have  intro- 
duced our  readers,  and  on  the  table  of 
wiiich  he  found  Louis  XVlII.'s  snulf-box, 
half  full,  than  Marseilles  began  to  rekindle 
the  flames  of  civil  war,  and  it  required 
but  little  to  excite  the  populace  to  acts  of 
far  greatt;r  violence  than  the  shouts  and 
insults  with  which  they  assailed  the  royal- 
ists wlienever  thej'  ventured  abroad. 
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Owing  to  this  chang-e,  the  worthy  ship- 
owner became  at  that  moment — we  will 
not  say  all-powerful,  because  Morrel  was  a 
prudent  and  rather  a  timid  man,  so  much 
so  that  many  of  the  most  zealous  parti- 
sans of  Bonaparte  accused  him  of  "  mod- 
ei^tion  " — but  sufficiently  influential  to 
make  a  demand  in  favor  of  Dantes. 

Vitlefort  retained  his  place,  but  his  mar- 
riag"e  was  put  off  until  a  more  favorable 
opportunit3^  If  the  emperor  remained  on 
the  throne,  Gerard  required  a  different 
alliance  to  aid  his  career ;  if  Louis  XVIII. 
returned,  the  influence  of  M.  Saint-Meran 
and  himself  became  double,  and  the  mar- 
riage must  be  still  more  suitable.  The 
deput^^-procureur  was,  therefore,  the  first 
magistrate  of  Marseilles,  when  one  morn- 
ing his  door  opened,  and  M.  Morrel  was 
announced. 

Any  one  else  would  have  hastened  to 
receive  him ;  but  Villefort  was  a  man  of 
ability  and  he  knew  this  would  be  a  sign 
of  weakness.  He  made  Morrel  wait  in 
the  antechamber,  although  he  had  no  one 
with  him,  for  the  simple  reason  that  the 
king's  procureur  alwaj'^s  makes  every  one 
wait ;  and  after  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
passed  in  reading  the  papers,  he  ordered 
M.  Morrel  to  be  admitted. 

Morrel  expected  Villefort  would  be  de- 
jected; he  found  him,  as  he  had  found  him 
six  weeks  before,  calm,  firm,  and  full  of 
that  glacial  politeness,  that  most  insur- 
mountable barrier  which  separates  the 
well-bred  and  the  vulgar  man. 

He  had  penetrated  into  Villefort's  cab- 
inet, convinced  the  magistrate  would 
tremble  at  the  sight  of  him;  on  the  con- 
trary, he  felt  a  cold  shudder  all  over  him 
when  he  beheld  Villefort  seated,  his  elbow 
on  his  desk,  and  his  head  leaning  on  his 
hand.  He  stopped  at  the  door  ;  Villefort 
gazed  at  him  as  if  he  had  some  difficulty 
in  recognizing  him  ;  then,  after  a  brief  in- 
terval, during  which  the  honest  shipowner 
turned  his  hat  in  his  hands. 

''M.  Morrel,  I  believe  ?  ''  said  Villefort. 
—"Yes,  sir." 

''Come  nearer,"  said  the  magistrate, 
with  a  patronizing  wave  of  the  hand,  "and 
tell  me  to  what  circumstance  I  owe  the 
honor  of  this  visit." 


"  Do  you  not  guess,  monsieur  ?  "  asked 
Morrel. 

"  Not  in  the  least ;  but  if  1  can  serve 
you  in  any  way  I  shall  be  delighted." 

"Everything  depends  on  you." — "  Ex- 
plain yourself,  pray." 

'•  Monsieur,"  said  Morrel,  recovering 
his  assurance  as  he  proceeded,  "  do  you 
recollect  that  a  few  days  before  the  land- 
ing of  his  majesty  the  emperor,  I  came  to 
intercede  for  a  young  man,  the  mate  of 
my  ship,  who  was  accused  of  being  con- 
cerned in  a  correspondence  with  the  isle 
of  Elba  ;  and  what  was  the  other  day  a 
crime  is  to-day  a  title  to  favor.  You  then 
served  Louis  XVIIL,  and  you  did  not 
show  an}'-  favor — it  was  your  dutj- ;  to- 
day you  serve  Napoleon,  and  ^-ou  ought  to 
protect  him — it  is  equally  your  duty  ;  I 
come,  therefore,  to  ask  what  has  become 
of  him  ?  " 

Villefort  made  a  violent  effort.    "  What  ^ 
is    his    name?"    said    he;  "tell   me  his    ' 
name  ?  " 
■     "  Ed mond  Dantes." 

Villefort  would,  evidentl^^  have  rather 
stood  opposite  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  at 
five  and  twenty  paces  than  have  heard 
this  name  pronounced ;  but  he  betrayed 
no  emotion. 

"'  Dantes,"  repeated  he,  "  Edmond  Dan- 
tes."— "  Yes,  monsieur."  Villefort  open- 
ed a  large  register,  then  went  to  a  table, 
from  the  table  turned  to  his  registers,  and 
then,  turning  to  Morrel  : 

"Are  3'ou  quite  sui-e  you  are  not  mis- 
taken, monsieur  ?  "  said  he,  in  the  most 
natural  tone  in  the  world. 

Had  Morrel  been  a  more  quick-sighted 
man,  or  better  versed  in  tliese  matters,  he 
would  have  been  surprised  at  the  king's 
procureur  answering  him  on  such  a  sub- 
ject, instead  of  referring  him  to  the  gover- 
nors of  the  prison  or  the  prefect  of  the 
department.  But  Morrel,  disappointed  in 
his  expectations  of  exciting  foar,  saw  only 
in  its  place  condescension.  Villefort  liad 
calculated  righllj'. 

"  No,"  said  Morrel,  "  I  am  not  mistaken. 
I  have  known  him  ten  years,  and  the  last 
four  he  has  been  in  my  service.  Do  not 
you  recollect,  I  carae  about  six  weeks  ago 
to  beseech  vour  clomencv,  as  I  come  to- 


ei 


nORKS     OF    ALBJTAA'DRB    DUMAS. 


day  to  beseech  your  justice — you  received 
me  very  coldly.  Oh,  the  royalists  were 
very  severe  with  the  Bonapartists  in  those 
dajs." 

"Monsieur,"  returned  Villefort,  "  I  was 
then  a  royalist,  because  I  believed  the 
Bourbons  not  onl}'^  the  heirs  to  the  throne 
but  the  chosen  of  the  nation.  The  miracu- 
lous return  of  Napoleon  has  conquered 
me  :  the  legitimate  monarch  is  he  who  is 
loved  by  his  people." 

"  That's  rig-ht  !  "  cried  Morrel.  '•'  I  like 
to  hear  you  speak  thus,  and  I  nug-nr  well 
for  Edmond  from  it." 

"  Wait  a  moment,"  said  Villefort,  turn- 
ing- over  the  leaves  of  a  register ;  "  I  have 
it — a  sailor,  who  was  about  to  marry  a 
young  Catalan  girl.  I  recollect  now,  it 
wasa  very  serious  charge." — ''How  so  ?" 

''You  know  that  when  he  left  here  he 
was  taken  to  the  Palais  de  Justice." — 
"Well?" 

''  I  made  my  report  to  the  authorities 
at  Paris,  and  a  week  after,  he  was  carried 
off." 

"  Carried  off  1  "  said  Morrel.  "  What 
can  they  have  done  with  him  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  has  been  taken  to  Fenestrelles, 
to  Pignerol,  or  to  the  lies  Saiote-Margue- 
rite.  Some  fine  morning  he  will  return  1o 
assume  the  command  of  your  vessel," 

"  Come  whe)i  he  will,  it  shall  be  kept 
for  him.  But  how  is  it  he  is  not  already 
returned  ?  It  seems  to  me  the  first  can? 
of  government  should  be  to  set  at  liberty 
those  who  have  suffered  for  tlieir  adher- 
ence to  it." 

"Do  not  be  too  hasty,  M.  Morrel,"  re- 
plied Villefort.  "Tht;  order  of  imprison- 
ment came  from  high  authority,  and  the 
order  for  his  liberation  must  proceed  from 
the  same  sourc**  ;  and,  as  Napoleon  has 
scarcely  been  reinstated  a  fortnight,  the 
letters  have  not  yet  been  forwarded." 

"But,"  said  Morn*l,"is  there  no  way 
of  expediting  all  I  best!  formalities  of  re- 
leasing him  from  his  arrest  ?  " 

"There  has  been  no  arrest?  "— '•  How?  " 

"It  is  sometimes  ess«*ntial  to  gov<'rn- 
ment  to  cause  a  man's  disappearance  with- 
out leaving  any  traces,  so  that  no  wril-ten 
forms  or  documents  may  defeat  their 
wishes." 


"  It  might  be  so  under  the  Bourbons, 
but  at  present — " 

"It  is  always  the  same,  my  dear  Mor- 
rel, since  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  The 
emperor  is  more  strict  in  prison  discipline 
than  even  Louis  himself,  and  the  number 
of  prisoners  whose  names  are  not  on  ^le 
register  is  incalculable.''  Had  Morrel 
even  any  suspicions,  so  much  kindness 
would  have  dispelled  them, 

"Well,  M,  de  Villefort,  how  would  you 
advise  me  to  act  ?  "  asked  he, 

"Petition  the  minister," 

"  Oh.  I  know  what  that  is  ;  the  minister 
receives  two  hundred  ever}-  day,  and  does 
not  read  three," 

"That  is  time  ;  but  he  will  read  a  peti- 
tion countersigned  and  presented  by  me/' 

"And  will  vou  undertake  to  deliver  it  ?  " 

"'  With  the  greatest  pleasure.  Dantes 
was  then  guilty,  and  now  he  is  innocent; 
and  it  is  as  much  my  dutj'  to  free  him  as 
it  was  to  condemn  him." 

"But  how  shall  I  address  the  minister  ?" 

"  Sit  down  there,"  said  Villefort,  giving 
up  his  place  to  Morrel,  "and  write  what 
I  dictate." — "  Will  you  be  so  good  ?  " 

"'  Certainly.  But  lose  no  time  ;  we  have 
lost  too  much  already." 

"That  is  true.  Only  think  that  per- 
haps this  poor  young  man  is  pining  in 
captivity."  Villefort  shuddered  at  this 
picture  ;  but  he  was  too  far  gone  to  recede, 
Dantes  must  be ,  crushed  beneath  the 
weight  of  Villefort's  ambition, 

Villefort  dictate<l  a  petition,  in  which, 
from  an  excellent  intention,  no  doubt, 
Dantes'  services  were  exaggerated,  and 
he  was  made  o>it  one  of  the  most  active 
agents  of  Napoleon's  return.  It  was  evi- 
dent that  at  tlie  sight  of  this  document  the 
ministerwmdd  instantly  release  him.  The 
petition  finished,  Villefort  read  it  aloud. 

"That  will  do,"  said  he;  "leave  the 
rest  to  me." 

"Will  the  petition  go  soon  ?"—"  To- 
day." 

"  Countersigned  b}'  you  ?  " — ''  Tlie  best 
tiling  1  can  do  will  be  to  certify  the  truth 
of  th<' contents  of  your  petition."  And, 
sitting  down,  Villefort  wrote  the  certifi- 
cate at  the  bottom. 

*'  What  moi-e  is  to  be  done?  " — "  1  will 
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^iiiswer  for  everj'thing'."'  This  assurance 
charmed  Morrel,  who  took  leave  of  Ville- 
fort,  and  hastened  to  announce  to  old 
Dantes  that  he  would  soon  see  his  son. 

As  for  Villefort,  instead  of  sending-  to 
Paris,  he  carefully  preserved  the  petition 
that  so  fearfully  compromised  Dantes,  in 
the  hope  of  an  event  that  seemed  not 
un]iUel\" — that  is,  a  second  restoration. 
Dantes  remained  a  prisoner,  and  heard  not 
the  noise  of  the  fall  of  Louis  XVIII. 's 
throne. 

Twice  during  the  Hundred  Days  had 
Morrel  renewed  his  demand,  and  twice 
had  Villefort  soothed  him  with  promises. 
At  last  there  was  Waterloo,  and  Morrel 
came  no  more  :  he  had  done  all  that  was 
in  his  power,  and  any  fresh  attempt  would 
only  compromise  himself  uselessly. 

Louis  XVIII.  remounted  the  throne, 
Villefort  demanded  and  obtained  the  situ- 
ation of  king''s  procurour  at  Toulouse,  and 
a  fortnight  afterward  married  Renee. 

Danglars  comprehended  the  full  extent 
of  the  wretched  fate  that  overwhelmed 
Diintes,  and,  like  all  men  of  small  abilities, 
he  tei'med  this  a  decree  of  Providence. 
But  when  Napoleon  returned  to  Paris, 
Danglars'  heart  failed  him,  and  he  feared 
at  every  instant  to  behold  Dantes  eager 
for  vengeance  :  he  therefore  informed  M. 
Morrel  of  his  wish  to  quit  the  sea,  and 
obtained  a  recommendation  from  him  to  a 
Spiinish  merchant,  into  whose  service  he 
entered  at  the  end  of  March,  that  is,  ten 
or  twelve  days  after  Napoleon's  return. 
He  then  left  for  Madrid,  and  was  no  more 
heard  of. 

Fernand  understood  nothing  except  that 
Dantes  was  absent.  What  h:id  become 
of  him  he  cared  not  to  inquire.  Only, 
during  the  respite  tlie  absence  of  his  rival 
afforded  him,  he  rellected  partly  on  the 
means  of  deceiving  Mercedes  as  to  the  cause 
of  his  absence,  partly  on  jilans  of  emigra- 
tion and  abduction,  as  from  time  to  time 
he  sat  sad  and  motionless  on  the  summit 
of  Cape  Pharo,  at  the  spot  from  whence 
Marseilles  and  the  village  des  Catalans 
are  visible,  watching  for  the  apparition  of 
a  young  and  handsome  man,  who  was  for 
him  also  the  messenger  of  vengeance. 
Fernand's  mind  was  mntle  up  :   he  would 


shoot  Dantes,  and  then  kill  himself.  But 
Fernand  was  mistaken  ;  a  man  of  his  dis- 
position never  kills  himself,  for  he  con- 
stantly hopes. 

During  this  time  the  empire  made  a  last 
appeal,  and  every  man  in  France  capable  of 
bearing  arms  rushed  to  obey  the  summons 
of  their  emperor.  Fernand  departed  with 
the  rest,  bearing  with  him  the  terrible 
thought  that  perhaps  his  rival  was  behind 
him,  and  would  marry  Mercedes.  Had 
Fernand  really  meant  to  kill  himself,  he 
would  have  done  so  when  he  parted  from 
Mercedes.  His  devotion,  and  the  com- 
passion he  showed  for  her  misfortunes, 
produced  the  effect  they  always  produce 
on  noble  minds — Mercedes  had  always  had 
a  sincere  regard  for  Fernand,  and  this 
was  now  strengthened  b^"-  gratitude. 

"M3^  brother,"  said  she,  as  she  placed 
his  knapsack  on  his  shoulders,  "  be  care- 
ful of  yourself,  for  if  3-ou  are  killed,  I  shall 
be  alone  in  the  world."'  These  words  in- 
fused a  ray  of  hope  into  Fernand's  heart. 
Should  Dantes  not  return,  Mercedes  might 
one  day  be  his.  Mercedes  was  left  alone 
to  gaze  on  this  vast  plain  that  had  never 
seemed  so  barren,  and  the  sea  that  had 
never  seemed  so  vast. 

Sometimes  she  stood  mute  and  motion- 
less as  a  statue  gazing  toward  Mar- 
seilles ;  at  other  times  gazing  on  the  sea, 
and  debating  as  to  whether  it  wer«  not 
better  to  cast  herself  into  the  abyss  of 
the  ocean,  and  thus  end  her  woes.  It  was 
not  want  of  courage  that  prevented  her 
putting  this  resolution  into  execution  ;  but 
her  religious  feelings  came  to  her  aid  and 
saved  her.  Caderousse  was,  like  Fernand, 
enrolled  in  the  army,  but,  being  married 
and  eight  j-ears  older,  he  was  merely  sent 
to  the  frontier.  Old  Dantes,  who  was 
only  sustaineil  by  liope,  lost  all  hope  at 
Napoleon's  downfall.  Five  months  after 
he  had  been  separated  from  his  son,  and 
almost  at  the  very  liour  at  which  he  was 
arrested,  lie  breathed  his  last  in  Meiredes' 
arms.  M-  Morrel  paid  the  expenses  of 
his  funeral  and  a  few  small  debts  the  poor 
old  man  had  contracted. 

There  was  more  than  benevolence  in 
this  action  ;  there  was  courage ;  for  to 
assist,  even  on  his  death-bed,  the  father 
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of  so  dang-erous  a  Bonapartist  as  Dantes, 
was  stis-matized  as  a  crime. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE    TWO     PRISONERS. 

A  YEAR  after  Louis  XVIII. 's  restora- 
tion, a  visit  was  made  by  the  inspector- 
general  of  prisons.  Dantes  heard  from 
the  recesses  of  liis  cell  the  noise  made  by 
the  prepajfations  for  receiving-  him — sounds 
that  at  the  depth  where  he  lay  would  have 
been  inaudible  to  an3^  but  the  ear  of  a 
prisoner,  who  could  distinguish  the  plash 
of  the  drop  of  water  tliat  eveiy  hour  fell 
from  the  roof  of  his  dungeon.  He  guessed 
something  uncommon  was  passing  among 
the  living ;  but  he  had  so  long  ceased  to 
have  an}"  intercourse  with  the  world  that 
he  looked  upon  himself  as  dead. 

The  inspector  visited  the  cells  and  dun- 
geons, one  after  another  of  several  of  the 
prisoners,  whose  good  behavior  or  stupid- 
it^'^  recommended  them  to  the  clemency  of 
the  government ;  the  inspector  inquired 
how  the}"-  were  fed,  and  if  the}'  had  any- 
thing to  demand.  The  universal  response 
was,  that  the  fare  was  detestable,  and 
that  they  required  their  freedom. 

The  inspector  asked  if  they  had  any- 
thing else  to  demand.  They  shook  their 
heads  !  What  could  they  desire  be^'ond 
their  liberty'  ? 

The  inspector  turned  smilinglj'^  to  the 
governor. 

"  I  do  not  know  what  reason  govern- 
ment can  assign  for  these  useless  visits ; 
when  3'^ou  sec  one  prisoner,  you  see  all — 
alvva3's  the  same  thing — ill-fed,  and  inno- 
cent.    Are  tlicre  any  others  ?  " 

"Yes;  the  dangerous  and  mad  lu-isoii- 
ers  are  in  the  dungeons." 

"  Let  us  visit  thorn,"  said  the  inspector 
witli  an  air  of  fatigue.  "  I  must  fulfill  my 
mission.     Let  us  descend." 

"Let  us  first  send  for  two  soUIIcm's," 
said  the  governor.  "  The  prisoners  some- 
times, tlirough  mere  uneasincs.s  of  life, 
and  in  order  to  be  sentenced  to  death, 
commit  acts  of  useless  violence,  and  you 
might  fall  a  victim."— "  Take  all  needful 
precautions,"  replied  the  inspectoi-. 

Two  soldiers  were  accordingly  sent  for, 
and   the  inspector  descended  a  stair  so 


foul,   so   humid,   so   dark,   that  the  \qx\ 
sight  aflfected  the  e^^e,  the  smell,  and  the  . 
respiration. 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  the  inspector,  "  who  can 
live  here  ?  " 

"  A  most  dangerous  conspirator,  a  man 
we  are  ordered  to  keep  the  most  strict 
watch  over,  as  he  is  daring  and  resolute." 

"  He  is  alone  ?  "— "  Certainly." 

•'How  long  has  he  been  there?" — 
"  Nearh'"  ti  ^-ear." 

'•  Was  he  placed  here  when  he  first  ar- 
rived ?  " — "  No,  not  until  he  attempted  to 
kill  the  turnkey." 

"To  kill  the  turnkey  ?"—"  Yes,  the 
very  one  who  is  lighting  us.  Is  it  not  true, 
Antoine  ?  "  asked  the  governor. 

"  True  enough  ;  he  wanted  to  kill  me  !  " 
replied  the  turnke3\ 

"  He  must  be  mad,"  said  the  inspector. 

"  He  is  worse  than  that — he  is  a  devil !  " 
returned  the  turnke3\ 

"  Shall  I  complain  of  him  ?  "  demanded 
the  inspector. 

"  Oh,  no  ;  it  is  useless.  Besides  he  is 
almost  mad  now,  and  in  another  3'ear  he 
will  be  quite  so." 

"  So  much  the  better  for  him — he  will 
sutTer  less,"  said  the  inspector.  He  was, 
as  this  remark  shows,  a  man  full  of  phi- 
lanthropj',  and  in  every  way  fit  for  his 
office. 

"  You  are  right,  sir,"  replied  the  gover- 
nor ;  "and  this  remark  proves  that  you 
have  deeply  considered  the  subject.  Now 
we  have  in  a  dungeon  about  twenty  feet 
distant,  and  to  which  3'ou  descend  by 
another  stair,  an  abbe,  ancient  leader  of  a 
party  in  Italy,  who  has  been  here  since 
1811,  and  in  1813  he  went  mad,  and  the 
change  is  astonishing.  He  used  to  weep, 
he  now  laughs ;  he  grew  thin,  he  now 
grows  fat.  You  had  better  soo  him,  for 
his  madness  is  amusing." 

"I  will  see  them  both,"  returntd  the  in- 
spector ;  "  I  must  conscientiously  perform 
my  duty."  This  was  the  inspector's  first 
visit  :  he  wished  to  display  his  authority. 

"  Let  us  visit  this  one  first,"  added  he. 

"  Willingly,"  i-eplied  the  governor  ;  and 
he  signed  to  the  turnke^'^  to  open  the  door. 
At  the  sound  of  the  key  turning  in  the 
lock,  and  the  creaking  of  the  hinges,  Dan- 
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t  es,  who  was  crouched  in  a  corner  of  the 
dung-eon,  raised  his  head.  At  the  sig-ht  of 
a  strangfer,  lighted  by  two  turnkeys,  ac- 
companied by  two  soldiers,  and  to  whom 
the  governor  spoke  bareheaded,  Dantes, 
who  guessed  the  truth,  and  that  the  mo- 
ment to  address  himself  to  the  superior 
authorities  was  come,  sprang  forward  with 
clasped  hands. 

The  soldiers  presented  their  bayonets, 
for  they  thought  he  was  about  to  attack 
the  inspector,  and  the  latter  recoiled  two 
or  three  steps.  Dantes  saw  he  was  repre- 
sented as  a  dangerous  prisoner.  Then,  in- 
fusing all  the  humility  he  possessed  into 
his  eyes  and  voice,  he  addressed  the  inspec- 
tor, and  sought  to  inspire  him  with  pity. 

The  inspector  listened  attentively ;  then, 
turning  to  the  governor,  observed,  ' '  He 
will  become  religious — he  is  already  more 
gentlfe  ;  he  is  afraid,  and  retreated  before 
the  bayonets — madmen  are  not  afraid  of 
anything ;  I  made  some  curious  observa- 
tions on  this  at  Charenton."  Then,  turn- 
ing to  the  prisoner,  "  What  do  you  de- 
mand ?  "  said  he. 

"  What  crime  I  have  committed — to  be 
tried  ;  and  if  I  am  guilty,  may  be  shot ;  if 
innocent,  I  may  be  set  at  liberty." 

"  Are  you  well  fgd  ?  \'  said  the  inspector. 

"  I  believe  so — I  know  not,  but  that  mat- 
ters little ;  what  matters  really,  not  only 
to  me,  but  to  (i\(iYy  one,  is,  that  an  inno- 
cent man  should  languish  in  prison,  the 
victim  of  an  infamous  denunciation." 

"You  are  very  humble  to-day,"  re- 
marked governor;  ''you  are  not  so  al- 
ways ;  the  other  day,  for  instance,  when 
3'ou  tried  to  kill  the  turnkey." 

'■  It  is  true,  sir,  and  I  beg  his  pardon  ; 
for  he  has  always  been  very  good  to  me  : 
but  I  was  mad." 

"  And  you  are  not  so  any  longer  ?  " 

"  No  !  captivity  has  subdued  me — I  have 
been  here  so  long." 

''So  long? — when  were  you  arrested, 
then  ?  "  asked  the  inspector. 

"The  28th  of  February,  1815,  at  half- 
past  two  in  the  afttM'noon." 

"  To-day  is  the  30th  of  June,  1S16  :  why, 
it  is  but  seventeen  months." 

"  Onl.y  seventeen  months  !  "  replied 
Dantes.  "Oh,  you  do  not  know  what  is 
3 


seventeen  months  in  prison  I — seventeen 
ages  rather,  especially  to  a  man  who,  like 
me,  had  arrived  at  the  summit  of  his  am- 
bition— to  a  man  who,  like  me,  was  on  the 
point  of  marrying  a  woman  he  adored, 
who  saw  an  honorable  career  open  before 
him,  and  who  loses  all  in  an  instant — who 
sees  his  prospects  destroyed,  and  is  igno- 
rant of  the  fate  of  his  affianced  wife,  and 
whether  his  aged  father  be  still  living  I 
Seventeen  months  captivity  to  a  sailor  ac- 
customed to  the  boundless  ocean,  is  a  worse 
punishment  then  human  crime  ever  mer- 
ited. Have  pity  on  me,  then,  and  ask  for 
me,  not  indulgence,  but  a  trial — let  me 
know  my  crime  and  m^^  sentence,  for  in- 
certitude is  Avorse  than  all." 

"We  shall  see,"  said  the  inspector; 
then,  turning  to  the  governor,  "  On  ray 
word,  the  poor  devil  touches  me.  You 
must  show  me  the  proofs  against  him." 

"  Certain^  ;  but  you  Avill  find  terrible 
notes  against  him." 

"Monsieur,"  continued  Dantes,  "I 
know  it  is  not  in  your  power  to  release 
me  ;  but  j^ou  can  plead  for  me — you  can 
have  me  tried — and  that  is  all  I  ask." 

"  Light  me."  said  the  inspector. 

"Monsieur,"  cried  Dantes,  "I  can  tell 
by  your  voice  you  are  touched  with -pity  : 
tell  me  at  least  to  hope." 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  that,"  replied  the  in- 
spector ;  "I  can  only  promise  to  examine 
into  your  case." — "  Oh,  I  am  fi-ec  I — Ihen 
I  am  saved  !  " 

"  Who  arrested  you  ?  " — "  M.  Villefort. 
See  him,  and  hear  what  he  says." 

"  M.  Villefort  is  no  longer  at  Marseilles  : 
he  is  now  at  Toulouse." 

"  I  am  no  longer  surprised  at  my  deten- 
tion," murmured  Dantes,  ''since  my  only 
protector  is  removed." 

"  Had  M.  de  Villefort  any  cau.se  of  per- 
sonal dislike  to  you  ?  " 

"None;  on  the  contrary,  he  was  very 
kind  to  me." 

"  I  can,  then,  vv\y  on  the  notes  he  has 
left  conotM'ning  you  ?  " — '*  Entirely." 

"That  is  well;  wait  patiently,  then." 
Dantes  fell  on  his  knees,  and  prayed  ear- 
nestly. The  door  closed  ;  but  this  time  a 
fresh  inmate  was  left  with  Dantes — Hope. 

"Will   vou  see  the  recrister  at  once," 
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asked  the  governor,  "  or  proceed  to  the 
other  cell?  '' 

"  Let  us  visit  them  all,"  said  the  inspec- 
tor. *'If  I  once  mounted  the  stairs,  I 
should  never  have  the  courage  to  descend." 

"  Ah,  this  one  is  not  like  the  other  ;  and 
his  madness  is  less  affecting"  than  the  rea- 
son of  his  neighbor's." 

"  What  is  his  folly  ?  " 

"  He  fancies  he  possesses  an  immense 
treasure.  The  first  year  he  offered  gov- 
ernment a  million  of  francs  ($200,000)  for 
his  release  ;  the  second,  two ;  the  third, 
three ;  and  so  on  progressively'.  He  is 
now  in  his  fifth  3^ear  of  captivity- ;  he  will 
ask  to  speak  to  you  in  private,  and  offer 
you  five  millions." 

''  How  curious  ! — what  is  his  name  ?  " 

"L'AbbeFaria." 

''No.  27,"  said  the  inspector. 

"  It  is  here  ;  unlock  the  door,  Antoine." 
The  turnkc}^  obeyed,  and  the  inspector 
gazed  curiously  into  the  chamber  of  the 
mad  abbe. 

In  the  center  of  the  cell,  in  a  circle  traced 
with  a  fragment  of  plaster  detached  from 
the  w^all,  sat  a  man  whose  tattered  gar- 
ments scarcely  covered  him.  He  was  draw- 
ing in  this  circle  geometrical  lines,  and 
seemed  as  much  absorbed  in  his  problem 
as  Archimedes  when  the  soldier  of  Mar- 
cellus  slew  him. 

He  did  not  move  at  the  soimd  of  the 
door,  and  continued  his  problem  until  tlu? 
flash  of  the  torches  lighted  up  with  an  un- 
wonted glare  the  somber  walls  of  his  cell  ; 
then,  raising  his  head,  he  perceived  with 
astonishment  the  number  of  persons  in  his 
cell.  He  hastily  seized  the  coverlid  of  his 
bed,  and  wrapped  it  round  him. 

"  What  do  you  demand  ?"  said  the  in- 
spector. 

"  I,  monsieur  !  "  i-ephed  the;  abbe,  witli 
an  air  of  sui'prise — "  I  demand  nothing." 

"  You  do  not  understand."  cont  imied  1  hv 
inspector  ;  "  I  am  sent,  here  by  govern- 
ment to  visit  the  prisoners,  and  hear  the 
requests  of  the  j^risoncrs." 

"Oh,  that  is  diffen'ut,"  cried  Ihr  ahl)o  : 
"  and  we  shall  understand  each  other,  1 
hope." 

''There  now,"  whispered  the  governor, 
'•'  il<  is  just  as  I  told  3'ou." 


''  Monsieur,"  continued  the  prisoner,  "  1 
am  the  Abbe  Faria,  born  at  Rome.  I  was 
for  twenty  j^ears  Cardinal  Spada's  secre- 
tar^' ;  I  was  arrested,  why  I  know  not,  in 
1811  ;  since  then  I  have  demanded  my 
liberty  from  the  Italian  and  French  gov- 
ernment." 

"  Why  from  the  French  government  ?  " 

"  Because  I  was  arrested  at  Piombino  ; 
and  I  presume  that,  like  Milan  and  Flor- 
ence, Piombino  has  become  the  capital  of 
some  French  department." 

"Ah  !  "  said  the  inspector,  "  a'ou  have 
not  the  latest  intelligence  from  Italy." 

"  They  date  from  the  day  on  which  I 
was  arrested,"  returned  the  Abbe  Faria  ; 
"  and  as*he  emperor  had  created  the  king- 
dom of  Rome  for  his  infant  son,  I  j^resume 
that  he  has  realized  the  dream  of  Machia- 
vel  and  Ceesar  Borgia,  which  was  to  make 
Italy  one  vast  kingdom." 

"Monsieur,"  returned  the  inspector, 
'•  Providence  has  changed  this  gigantic 
plan  you  advocate  so  warmly." 

"  It  is  the  only  means  of  rendering  Italy 
happy  and  independent." 

''  Yevy  possibly  ;  only  I  am  not  come  to 
discuss  politics,  but  to  inquire  if  j'ou  have 
an3-thing  to  ask  or  to  complain  of." 

"  The  food  is  the  san^e  as  in  other  pris- 
ons— that  is,  very  bad ;  the  lodging  is 
very  unwholesome,  but,  on  the  whole, 
passable  for  a  dungeon  ;  but  it  is  not  that 
which  I  speak  of,  but  a  secret  I  have  to 
reveal  of  the  greatest  importance." 

"We  are  coming  to  the  point,"  wiiis- 
pered  the  governor. 

"  It  is  for  that  reason  I  am  delighted  to 
see  you,"  continued  the  abbe,  "although 
you  have  disturbed  me  in  a  most  important 
calculation,  which,  if  it  succeeded,  would 
p()ssil)ly  cluinge  Newton's  system.  Could 
you  allow  me  a  few  words  in  private  ?  " 

"  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  ''  said  the  gov- 
ernoi". — "You  Isiicw  him,"  returned  the 
inspector. 

"What,  you  ask  is  impossible,  mon- 
sieur,"   conliinied    he,   addressing   Faria. 

"  Bui ,"  said  the  abbe,  "  1  would  speak 
to  you  of  a  large  sum,  amounting  to  five 
millions."  -"  The;  very  sum  you  named," 
whispered,  in  his  tmii,  the  inspector. 

"  However,"  continued  Faria,  perceiving 


THE    COUNT    OF    MONTE-GRISTO. 


67 


the  inspector  was  about  to  depart,  "it  is 
not  absolutely  necessary  we  should  be 
alone;  monsieur  the  g-overnor  can  be 
present." 

"  Unfortunately,"  said  the  governor, 
"  I  know  beforehand  what  you  are  about 
to  say ;  it  concerns  your  treasures,  does 
it  not  ?  "  Faria  fixed  his  eyes  on  him  with 
an  expression  that  would  have  convinced 
an}''  one  else  of  his  sanity. 

"Doubtless,"  said  he;  "of  what  else 
should  I  speak  ?  " 

"Monsieur  I'Inspecteur,"  continued  the 
g-overnor,  "  I  can  tell  you  the  stor}'-  as  well, 
for  it  has  been  dinned  in  my  ears  for  the 
last  four  or  five  years." 

"  That  pi'oves,"  returned  the  abbe, 
"  that  you  are  like  the  idols  of  Holy  Writ, 
who  have  ears  and  hear  not." 

"'  The  government  does  not  want  yonv 
treasui-es,"  replied  the  inspector;  "keep 
them  until  3'ou  are  liberated."  The  abbe's 
eyes  glistened  ;  he  seized  the  inspector's 
hand. 

"  But  what  if  I  am  not  liberated,"  cried 
he,  "  and  am  detained  here  until  ni}^  death  ? 
Had  not  government  better  profit  by  it  ? 
I  will  offer  six  millions,  and  I  will  content 
myself  with  the  rest." 

"  On  my  word,"  said  the  inspector,  in  a 
low  tone,  "  had  I  not  been  told  beforehand 
this  man  was  mad,  I  should  believe  what 
he  says." 

"  I  am  not  mad  !  "  replied  Faria,  Avith 
that  acuteness  of  hearing  peculiar  to  pris- 
oners. "  The  treasure  I  speak  of  i-eally 
exists;  and  I  offer  to  sign  a  treaty  with 
you,  in  which  I  promise  to  lead  you  to  the 
spot  you  shall  dig  ;  and  if  I  deceive  you, 
bring  me  here  again — I  ask  no  more." 

The  governor  laughed.  "  Is  the  spot 
far  from  here?" — "  A  hundred  leagues." 
"  It  is  not  a  bad  idea,"  said  the  governor. 
"  If  every  piisoner  took  it  into  his  head 
to  travel  a  hundred  leagues,  and  their 
guardians  consented  to  accompany  them, 
they  would  have  a  capital  chance  of  escap- 
ing." 

"The  scheme  is  well  known,"  said  the 

I  governor ;  "  and  M.  1' Abbe  has  not  even 
the  merit  of  its  invention." 
Then  turning  to  Faria — "  I  inquired  if 
you  are  well  fed  ?"  said  he. 
1 


"  Swear  to  me,"  replied  Faria,  "to  free 
me,  if  what  I  tell  you  prove  true,  and  I 
will  stay  here  while  you  go  to  the  spot." 

"  Are  you  wxU  fed  ? "  repealed  the 
inspector. 

"Monsieur,  you  run  no  risk,  for,  as  I 
told  you,  I  will  stay  here ;  so  there  is  no 
chance  of  my  escaping." 

"  You  do  not  reply  to  my  question," 
replied  the  inspector  impatiently, 

"Nor  you  to  mine,"  cried  the  abbe. 
"  You  will  not  accept  my  gold  ;  I  will  keep 
it  for  m^'self .  You  refuse  me  my  liberty ; 
God  will  give  it  me."  And  the  abbe,  cast- 
ing awa\'  his  coverlid,  resumed  his  place, 
and  continued  his  calculations. 

"What  is  he  doing  there?"  said  the 
inspector. — "Counting  his  treasures,"  i-e- 
plied  the  governor.  Faria  replied  to  this 
sarcasm  hy  a  glance  of  profound  contempt. 

"  He  has  been  wealthy  once,  perhaps  ?  " 
said  the  inspector. 

"  Or  dreamed  he  was,  and  awoke  mad." 

"After  all,"  said  the  inspector,  "if  he 
had  been  rich,  he  would  not  have  been 
here."  Thus  finished  the  adventure  of 
the  Abbe  Faria,  He  remained  in  his  cell, 
and  this  visit  only  increased  the  belief  of 
his  insanity. 

Caligula  or  Nero,  those  treasure-seek- 
ers, those  desirersof  the  impossible,  would 
have  accorded  to  the  poor  wretch,  in  ex- 
change for  his  wealth,  the  liberty  and  the 
air  he  so  earnestly  prayed  for.  But  the 
kings  of  modern  ages,  retained  within 
the  limits  of  probability,  ha  ve  neither  the 
courage  nor  the  desire.  They  fear  the  ear 
that  hears  their  orders,  and  the  eye  that 
scrutinizes  their  actions.  Formerly  they 
believed  themselves  sprung  from  Jupiter, 
and  shielded  b^'  their  birth:  but,  nowa- 
days, they  are  not  inviolable. 

It  has  always  been  against  the  policy  of 
despotic  governments  to  suffer  the  victims 
of  their  policy  to  reajipear.  As  the  In- 
quisition rarely  sutlereii  its  victims  to  be 
seen  with  their  limbs  distorted  and  their 
flesh  lacerated  by  torture,  so  madness  is 
always  concealed  in  its  cell,  from  whence, 
should  it  depart,  it  is  conveyed  to  some 
gloomy  hospital,  where  the  doctor  recog- 
nizes neit  her  man  nor  mind  in  the  mutilated 
being  the  Jailer  delivers  to  him.     The  very 
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madness  of  the  Abbe  Faria,  gone  mad  in 
prison,  condemned  him  to  perpetual  cap- 
tivity. 

The  inspector  kept  liis  word  witli  Dantes: 
he  examined  the  reg-ister,  and  found  the 
following-  note  concerning-  him  : — 

Violent  Bonapartist; 
took  an  active  part 
in  the  return  from 
Edmond  Dantes.   <(      Elba. 

The  g-reatest  watch- 
fulness and  care  to 
be  exercised. 
This  note  was  in  a  different  hand  from 
the  rest,  which  proved  it  had  been  added 
since  his  confinement.     The  inspector  could 
not  contend  ag-ainst  this  accusation ;    he 
simply  wrote — "  Nothing-  to  be  done." 

This  visit  had  infused  new  vigor  into 
Dantes;  he  had,  till  then,  forg-otten  the 
date  ;  but  now,  with  a  frag-ment  of  plaster, 
he  wrote  the  date,  30th  July,  1816;  and 
made  a  mark  every  day,  in  order  not  to 
lose  his  reckoning-  ag-ain.  Days  and  weeks 
passed  away,  then  months — Dantes  still 
waited  ;  he  at  first  expected  to  be  freed 
in  a  fortnig-ht.  Tliis  fortnight  expired ; 
he  reflected  the  inspector  would  do  noth- 
ing- until  his  return  to  Paris  ;  and  that  he 
V.  ould  not  reach  there  until  his  circuit  was 
finished  ;  he  therefore  fixed  three  months  : 
three  months  passed  away,  then  six  moi-e. 
During  these  ten  months  no  favorable 
chang-e  had  taken  place;  and  Dantes 
beg^an  to  fancy  the  inspector's  visit  was 
but  a  dream,  an  illusion  of  the  brain. 

At  the  expiration  of  a  year  the  g-overnor 
was  changed  ;  he  had  obtained  the  gov- 
ernment of  Ham.  He  took  with  him 
several  of  his  subordinates,  and  among 
them  Dantes  jailer.  A  fresli  g-overnor 
arrived  :  it  would  have  been  too  tedious 
to  acquire  the  nauM'S  of  the  prisoners,  lie 
learned  their  numlx'rs  instead.  This  hor- 
rible place  consisted  of  fifty  chaujbers; 
their  inhabitants  were  desig:nated  by  the 
number  of  their  cliamber ;  and  the  un- 
happy young  man  was  no  longer  called 
Edmond  Dantes — he  was  now  rmmber  :J4. 


CHAPTER    XV. 

NUMBER   34   AND    NUMBER   27. 

Dantes  passed  through  all  the  degrees 
of  misfortune  that   prisoners,  forgot  1  en  in 


their  dungeon,  suffer.  He  commenced 
with  pride,  a  natural  consequence  of  hope 
and  a  consciousness  of  innocence  ;  then  he 
began  to  doubt  his  own  innocence,  which 
justified  in  some  measure  the  governor's 
belief  in  his  mental  alienation  ;  and  then, 
falling  'into  the  opposite  extreme,  he  sup- 
plicated, not  Heaven,  but  his  jailer. 

Dantes  entreated  to  be  removed  from 
his  present  dungeon  into  anothei* ;  for  a 
change,  however  disadvantageous,  was 
still  a  change,  and  w'ould  afford  him  some 
amusement.  He  entreated  to  be  allowed 
to  walk  about,  to  have  books  and  instru- 
ments. Nothing  was  granted  ;  no  matter, 
he  asked  all  the  same.  He  accustomed 
himself  to  speak  to  his  fresh  jailer,  al- 
though he  was,  if  possible,  more  taciturn 
than  the  former ;  but  still,  to  speak  to  a 
man,  even  though  mute,  was  something. 
Dantes  spoke  for  the  sake  of  hearing  his 
own  voice;  he  had  tried  to  speak  when 
alone,  but  the  sound  of  his  voice  terrified 
him.  Often,  before  his  captivity,  Dantes' 
mind  had  revolted  at  the  idea  of  those 
assemblages  of  prisoners,  composed  of 
thieves,  vagabonds,  and  murderers.  He 
now  wished  to  be  among  them,  in  order  to 
see  some  other  face  besides  that  of  his 
jailer ;  he  sighed  for  the  galleys,  with 
their  infamous  costume,  their  chain,  and 
the  brand  on  the  shoulder.  The  galley- 
slaves  breathed  the  fresh  air  of  heaven, 
and  saw  each  other.  They  were  very 
happy.  He  besought  the  jailer  one  daj' 
to  let  him  have  a  companion,  were  it  even 
tht»  mad  al)l)e. 

Tlie  jailer,  though  lude  and  hardened 
by  the  constant  sight  of  so  much  suffering, 
was  yet  a  man.  At  the  bottom  of  his 
heart  h»^  had  often  compassionated  the 
unhappy  young  man  who  suffered  thus; 
and  he  laid  t  he  reijuest  of  number  34  be- 
fore the  governor ;  but  the  latter  sapiently 
imagined  that  Dantes  wished  to  conspiie 
or  attempt  an  escape,  and  refused  his  re- 
quest. Dantrs  had  exhausted  all  human 
resources  ;  and  he  theu  turned  to  God. 

All  the  pious  ideas  that  had  been  sd 
long  foi-gotlen,  returned  ;  he  recollected 
the  prayers  his  mother  had  taught  him, 
and  discovered  a  new  meaning  in  every 
word  ;  for  in  ])i'ospeT-ity  prayers  seem  but 
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a  mere  assemblag-e  of  words,  until  the  day 
when  misfortune  comes  to  explain  to  the 
unhapp3'  sufferer  the  sublime  latiguage  by 
which  he  invokes  the  pit}'  of  Heaven  !  He 
prayed,  and  prayed  aloud,  no  longer  terri- 
fied at  the  sound  of  his  voice  ;  for  he  fell 
into  a  species  of  ecstasy.  He  laid  ever^^ 
action  of  his  life  before  the  Almig-hty,  pro- 
posed tasks  to  accomplish,  and  at  the  end 
of  every  praj'^er  introduced  the  entreaty 
oftener  addressed  to  man  than  to  God, 
"  Forg-ive  us  our  trespasses  as  we  forgive 
them  that  trespass  ag-ainst  us."  Spite 
of  his  earnest  prayers,  Dantes  remained  a 
prisoner. 

Then  a  gloomy  feeling  took  possession 
of  him.  He  was  simple,  and  without  edu- 
cation :  he  could  not,  therefore,  in  the 
solitude  of  his  dungeon,  and  of  his  own 
thoughts,  reconstruct  the  ages  that  had 
passed,  reanimate  the  nations  that  had 
perished,  and  rebuild  the  ancient  cities 
that  imagination  renders  so  vast  and 
stupendous,  and  that  pass  before  our 
eyes,  illuminated  by  the  fires  of  heaven, 
as  in  Martin's  pictures.  He  could  not  do 
this,  he  whose  past  life  was  so  short,  whose 
present  so  melancholy,  and  liis  future  so 
doubtful.  Nineteen  years  of  light  to  re- 
flect upon  in  eternal  darkness.  No  dis- 
traction could  come  to  his  aid  :  his  energetic 
spirit,  that  would  have  exulted  in  thus  re- 
visiting the  past,  was  imprisoned  like  an 
eagle  in  a  cage.  He  clung  to  one  idea — 
that  of  his  happiness,  destroj'ed,  without 
apparent  cause,  by  an  unheard-of  fatality  ; 
he  considered  and  reconsidered  this  idea, 
devoured  it  (thus  to  speak),  as  Ugolino 
devours  the  skull  of  the  Archbishop  Roger 
in  the  Inferno  of  Dante. 

Rage  succeeded  to  this.  Dantes  uttered 
blasphemies  that  made  his  jailer  recoil 
with  horror,  clashed  himself  furiously 
against  the  walls  of  his  prison,  attacked 
everything,  and  chiefly  himself,  and  the 
least  thing — a  grain  of  sand,  a  straw,  or 
a  breath  of  air  that  annoyed  liini.  Then 
the  letter  he  had  seen  that  Villefort  had 
showed  to  him  recurred  to  his  mind,  and 
every  line  seemed  visible  in  flery  letters 
on  the  wall,  like  the  Mene  Tekel  Uphar- 
sin  of  Belsluizzar.  He  said  that  it  was 
the  vengeance  of  man,  ami  not  of  Heavon, 


that  had, thus  plunged  him  into  the  deep- 
est misery.  He  devoted  these  unknown 
persecutors  to  the  most  liorrible  tortures 
he  could  imagine,  and  found  them  all  in- 
sufficient, because  after  "torture  came 
death,  and  after  death,  if  not  repose,  at 
least  that  insensibilit}'  that  resembles  it. 

By  dint  of  constantl}'-  dwelling  on  the 
idea  that  repose  Avas  death,  and,  in  order 
to  punish,  other  tortures  than  death  must 
be  invented,  he  began  to  reflect  on  suicide. 
Unhappy  he,  who,  on  the  brink  of  misfort- 
une, broods  over  these  ideas  ! 

It  is  one  of  those  dead  seas  that  seem 
clear  and  smooth  to  the  eye  ;  but  he  who 
unwarily  ventures  within  its  embrace 
finds  himself  entangled  in  a  quagmire 
that  attracts  and  swallows  him.  Once 
thus  ensnared,  unless  the  protecting  hand 
of  God  snatch  him  thence,  all  is  over,  and 
his  struggles  but  tend  to  hasten  his  de- 
struction. This  state  of  mental  anguish 
is,  however,  less  terrible  than  the  sulfcr- 
ings  that  precede,  and  the  punishment 
that  awaits  it — a  sort  of  consolation  that 
points  to  the  3'awning  abj'ss,  at  the  bottom 
of  which  is  darkness  and  obscurity. 

Edmond  found  some  solace  in  these 
ideas.  All  his  sorrows,  all  his  sufferings, 
with  their  train  of  gloomy  specters,  fled 
from  his  cell  when  the  angel  of  deatii 
seemed  about  to  enter.  Dantes  revieweil 
with  composure  his  past  life,  and,  looking 
forward  with  terror  to  his  future  exist- 
ence, chose  that  middle  line  that  seemed 
to  afford  him  a  refuge, 

"  Sometimes,"  said  he,  "  in  my  voyages, 
when  I  was  a  man  and  commanded  otlier 
men,  I  have  seen  the  heavens  become  over- 
cast,  the  sea  H'age  and  foam,  the  storm 
arise,  and,  like  a  monstrous  bird,  cover 
the  sky  with  its  wings.  Tlu>n  I  felt  tliat 
my  vessel  was  a  vain  refuge,  that  trem- 
bled and  shook  before  the  tempest.  Soon 
the  fury  of  the  waves,  and  the  sight  of 
the  sharp  rocks,  announced  the  approach 
of  death,  and  death  then  territied  me,  and 
I  used  all  my  skill  and  intelligence  as  a 
man  and  a  sailor  to  escape.  But  I  did  so 
because  I  was  happy,  because  I  had  not 
courted  death,  because  this  repose  on  a 
bed  of  rocks  and  seaweed  seemed  terrible, 
because  I  was  unwilling  that  I.  a  creature 
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made  for  the  service  of  God,  should  serve 
for  food  to  the  g-ulls  and  ravens.  But 
now  it  is  different :  I  have  lost  all  that 
bound  me  to  life  :  death  smiles  and  invites 
me  to  repose  ;  I  die  after  my  own  manner, 
I  die  exhausted  and  broken-spirited,  as  I 
fall  asleep  when  I  have  paced  three  thou- 
sand times  round  my  cell." 

No  sooner  had  this  idea  taken  posses- 
sion of  him  than  he  became  more  com- 
posed, arranged  his  couch  to  the  best  of 
his  power,  ate  little,  and  slept  less,  and 
found  this  existence  almost  supportable, 
because  he  felt  he  could  throw  it  off  at 
pleasure,  like  a  worn-out  garment.  He 
had  two  means  of  dying* :  the  one  was  to 
hang  himself  with  his  handkerchief  to  the 
stanchions  of  the  window ;  the  other,  to 
refuse  food,  and  starve  himself.  But  the 
former  means  were  repugnant  to  him. 
Dantes  had  always  entertained  the  great- 
est horror  of  pirates,  who  are  hung  up  to 
the  3'ard-arm  ;  he  would  not  die  \)y  what 
seemed  an  infamous  death.  He  resolved 
to  adopt  the  second,  and  began  that  day 
to  execute  his  resolve.  Nearly  four  3'ears 
had  passed  away ;  at  the  end  of  the  sec- 
ond he  had  ceased  to  mark  the  lapse  of 
time. 

Dantes  said,  "  I  wish  to  die,"  and  had 
chosen  the  manner  of  his  death  ;  and  fear- 
ful of  changing  his  mind,  he  had  taken  an 
oath  to  die.  "  When  my  morning  and 
evening  meals  are  brought,"  thought  he, 
"I  will  cast  them  out  of  the  window,  and 
I  shall  be  believed  to  have  eaten  them." 

He  kept  his  word  :  twice  a  da}'^  he  cast 
out,  by  the  barred  aperture,  the  provisions 
his  jailer  brought  liim — at  first  gayly, 
then  with  deliberation, "and  at  last  with 
regret.  Nothing  but  the  recollection  of 
his  oath  gave  hiui  strength  to  proceed. 
Hunger  rendered  these  viands,  once  so 
repugnant,  acceptable  to  him  ;  he  held 
the  plate  in  his  hand  for  an  hour  at  a  time, 
and  gazed  on  Ibo  morsel  of  bad  meat,  of 
tainted  fish,  of  black  and  mouldy  bread. 
It  was  the  last  struggle  of  life,  which 
occasionally  vanquished  his  resolve;  then 
his  dinig-eon  seemed  less  somber,  his  pros- 
pects less  desperate.  He  was  still  young 
— he  was  only  four  or  flve-and-twenty— he 
had  nearly  fifty  years  to  live.     What  un- 


foreseen events  might  not  open  his  prison 
door,  and  restore  him  to  liberty  ?  Then 
he  raised  to  his  lips  the'  repast  that,  like  a 
voluntar}'-  Tantalus,  he  refused  himself; 
but  he  thought  of  his  oath,  and  he  would 
not  break  it.  He  persisted  until,  at  last, 
he  had  not  sufficient  force  to  cast  his 
supper  out  of  the  loophole.  The  next 
morning  he  could  not  see  or  hear ;  the 
jailer  feared  he  was  dangerouslj'  ill. 
Edmond  hoped  he  was  dying. 

The  day  passed  away  thus :  Edmond 
felt  a  species  of  stupor  creeping  over  him  ; 
the  gnawing  -pain  at  his  stomach  had 
ceased  :  his  thirst  had  abated  ;  wlien  he 
closed  his  eyes  he  saw  m3'riads  of  lights 
dancing  before  them,  like  the  meteors 
that  play  about  the  marshes.  It  was  the 
twilight  of  that  mj'^sterious  countr^^  called 
Death  ! 

Suddenly-,  about  nine  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  Edmond  heard  a  hollow  sound 
in  the  wall  against  which  he  was  l3'ing. 

So  many  loathsome  animals  inhabited 
the  prison  that  their  noise  did  not,  in  gen- 
eral, awake  him  ;  but  whether  abstinence 
had  quickened  his  faculties,  or  whether 
the  noise  was  reall3''  louder  than  usual, 
Edmond  raised  his  head  and  listened.  It 
was  a  continual  scratching,  as  if  made  b3^ 
a  huge  claw,  a  powerful  tooth,  or  some 
iron  instrument  attacking  the  stone 

Although  weakened,  the  3'oung  man's 
brain  instantl3'-  recurred  to  the  idea  that 
haunts  all  prisoners— liberty  !  It  seemed  to 
him  that  Heaven  had  at  length  taken  pit3' 
on  him,  and  had  sent  this  noise  to  wai'n  him 
on  the  very  brink  of  the  ab3'ss.  Perhaps 
one  of  those  beloved  ones  he  had  so  often 
thought  of  was  thinking  of  him,  and  striv- 
ing to  diminish  the  distance  that  separated 
them. 

No !  no  !  tloubtless  he  was  deceived, 
and  it  was  but  one  of  those  dreams  that 
forerun  death  ! 

Edmond  still  heard  the  sound.  It  lasted 
nearl3'  three  hours  ;  he  then  heard  a  noise 
of  something  falling,  and  all  was  silent. 

Some  hours  afterward  it  began  nearer 
and  more  distinct;  Kdmond  became  al- 
n^ady  interested  in  that  labor,  when  the 
jailer  entered. 

For  a  week  that  he  had  resolved  to  die. 
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and  for  four  days  that  he  put  this  resolu- 
tion into  execution,  Edraond  had  not 
spoken  to  this  man,  had  not  answered 
him  when  he  inquired  what  was  the  mat- 
ter with  him,  and  turned  his  face  to  the 
wall  when  he  looked  too  curioush^  at  him  ; 
but  now  the  jailer  mig-ht  hear  this  noise 
and  put  an  end  to  it,  thus  destroying-  a 
ray  of  something-  like  hope  that  soothed 
his  last  moments. 

The  jailer  brought  him  his  breakfast. 
Dantes  raised  himself  up,  and  began  to 
speak  on  ever3'thing' :  on  the  bad  quality 
of  his  food,  on  the  coldness  of  his  dung-eon, 
g-rumbling  a7id  complaining-,  in  order  to 
have  an  excuse  for  speaking-  louder,  and 
wearying-  the  patience  of  his  jailer,  who 
had  solicited  some  broth  and  white  bread 
for  his  prisoner,  and  who  had  broug-ht  it. 

Fortunately  he  fancied  Dantes  was  de- 
lirious ;  and  placing  his  food  on  the  rick- 
ety table,  he  withdrew.  Edmond  listened, 
and  the  sound  became  more  and  more  dis- 
tinct. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  thoug-ht  he,  it  is 
some  prisoner  who  is  striving- to  obtain  his 
freedom.  Suddenly  another  idea  took  pos- 
session of  his  mind,  so  used  to  misfortune 
that  it  could  scarcely  understand  hope  ; 
yet  this  idea  possessed  him,  that  the  noise 
arose  from  the  workmen  the  governor  had 
ordered  to  repair  the  neighboring  dung-eon. 

It  was  easy  to  ascertain  this ;  but  how 
could  he  risk  the  question  ?  It  was  easy 
to  call  his  jailer's  attention  to  the  noise, 
and  watch  his  countenance  as  he  lis- 
tened ;  but  mig-ht  he  not  by  this  means 
betray  interests  far  more  precious  than 
•this  short-lived  satisfaction  ?  Unfortu- 
nately, Edmond's  brain  was  still  so  fee- 
ble that  he  could  not  bend  his  thoug-hts  to 
anything-  in  particular. 

He  saw  butone  means  of  restoring- lucid- 
ity and  clearness  to  his  judg-ment.  He 
turned  his  eyes  toward  the  soup  his  jailer 
had  brought  him,  rose,  stagg-ered  toward 
it,  raised  the  vessel  to  his  lips,  and  di-ank 
off  the  contents  with  a  feeling  of  indescrib- 
able pleasure.  He  had  often  heard  that 
shipwrecked  persons  had  died  throug-h  hav- 
ing eagerly  devoured  too  much  food  ;  Ed- 
mond replaced  on  the  table  the  bread  he 
was  about  to  devour,  and  roturnod  to  his 


couch — he  did  not  wish  to  die.  He  soon 
felt  that  his  ideas  became  again  collected 
—  he  could  think,  and  strengthen  his 
thoughts  by  reasoning.  Then  he  said  to 
himself,  "  I  must  put  this  to  the  test,  but 
without  compromising  anybody.  If  it  is 
a  workman,  I  need  but  knock  against  the 
wall,  and  he  will  cease  to  work,  in  order 
to  find  out  who  is  knocking,  and  why  he 
does  so  ;  but  as  his  occupation  is  sanctioned 
by  the  governor,  he  will  soon  resume  it. 
If,  on  the  contrary,  it  is  a  prisoner,  the 
noise  I  make  will  alarm  him,  he  will  cease, 
and  not  recommence  until  he  thinks  every 
one  is  asleep." 

Edmond  rose  again,  but  this  time  his 
legs  did  not  tremble,  and  his  eyes  were 
free  from  mists  ;  he  advanced  to  a  corner 
of  his  dungeon,  detached  a  stone,  and  with 
it  knocked  against  the  wall  where  the 
sound  came.  He  struck  thrice.  At  the 
first  blow  the  sound  ceased,  as  if  by  magic. 

Edmond  listened  intently :  an  hour 
passed,  two  hours  passed,  and  no  sound 
was  heard  from  the  wall — all  was  silent 
there. 

Full  of  hope,  Edmond  swallowed  a  few 
mouthfulsof  bread  and  water,  and,  thanks 
to  the  excellence  of  his  constitution,  found 
himself  wellnigh  recovered. 

The  day  passed  away  in  utter  silence — 
night  came  without  the  noise  having  re- 
commenced. 

"It  is  a  prisoner,"'  said  Edmond,  joy- 
full,y.  The  niglit  passed  in  perfect  silence. 
Edmond  did  not  close  his  eyes. 

In  the  morning  the  jailer  brought  him 
fresh  provisions — he  had  already- devoured 
those  of  the  previous  day;  he  ate  these, 
listening  anxiously  for  the  sound,  walking 
i-ound  and  round  his  cell,  shaking  the  iron 
bars  of  the  loophole,  restoring  by  exercise 
vigor  and  agility  to  his  limbs,  and  prepar- 
ing himself  thus  for  his  future  destiny. 
At  intervals  he  listened  if  the  noise  had 
not  begun  again,  and  grew  impatient  at 
the  prudence  of  the  prisoner,  who  did  not 
guess  he  had  been  disturbeii  by  a  captive 
as  anxious  for  liberty  as  himself. 

Tliree  days  passed — seventy-two  long 
tedious  hours  ! 

At  length  one  evening,  as  the  jailer  was 
visiting  him  for  the  last  time  that  night. 
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Dantes  fancied  he  heard  an  almost  im- 
perceptible movement  among-  the  stones. 
Edmond  recoiled  from  the  wall,  walked  up 
and  down  his  cell  to  collect  his  thoughts, 
and  leplaced  his  ear  against  the  wall. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  something  was 
passing  on  the  other  side;  the  prisoner 
had  discovered  the  danger,  and  had  sub- 
stituted the  lever  for  the  chisel. 

Encourag-ed  by  this  discovery,  Edmond 
determined  to  assist  the  indefatigable  la- 
borer. He  began  by  moving  his  bed,  and 
sought  with  his  eyes  for  ain^thing  with 
which  he  could  pierce  the  wall,  penetrate 
the  cement,  and  displace  a  stone. 

He  saw  nothing,  he  had  no  knife  or  sharp 
instrumentjthegratingof  his  window  alone 
was  of  iron,  and  he  had  too  often  assured 
himself  of  its  solidity.  All  his  furniture 
consisted  of  a  bed,  a  chair,  a  table,  a  pail, 
and  a  jug.  The  bed  had  iron  clamps,  but 
they  were  screwed  to  the  wood,  and  it 
would  have  required  a  screw-driver  to  take 
them  off.  The  table  and  chair  had  nothing, 
the  pail  had  had  a  handle,  but  that  had 
been  removed. 

Dantes  had  but  one  resource,  which  was 
to  break  the  jug,  and  with  one  of  the  sharp 
fragments  attack  the  wall.  He  let  the 
jug-  fall  on  the  floor,  and  it  broke  in  pieces. 

Dantes  concealed  two  or  tlii-ee  of  the 
sharpest  fragments  in  his  bed,  leaving  the 
rest  on  the  floor.  The  breaking- of  his  jug- 
was  too  natural  an  accident  to  excite  suspi- 
cion. Edmond  had  all  the  night  to  woi-k 
in,  but  in  the  darkness  he  could  not  do 
much,  and  he  soon  felt  his  instrument 
was  blunted  against  somet.hing  hard  ;  he 
pushed  back  his  bed,  and  awaited  Mieday. 

All  night  he  heard  the  subterranean 
workman,  who  continued  to  mine  his  way. 
The  day  came,  the  jailer  enlered.  Dantes 
told  him  the  jug  had  fallen  from  his  hands 
in  drinking,  and  the  jailer  went  grnin- 
V)lingly  to  fetcli  another,  without,  giving 
himself  the  trouble  to  remove  the  frag- 
ments of  the  broken  one.  He  returned 
speedily,  recommended  the  prisoner  to  be 
more  careful,  and  departed. 

Dantes  heard  joyfull}'  the  key  grate  in 
the  lock,  he  listened  until  the  sound  of 
steps  died  away,  and  then,  hastily  dis- 
placing- his  bed,  saw  by  the  faint  light  that 


penetrated  into  his  cell  that  he  had  labored 
uselessly  the  previous  evening  in  attacking 
the  stone  instead  of  removing  the  plaster 
that  surrounded  it. 

The  damp  had  rendered  it  friable,  and 
Dantes  saw  joyfully  the  plaster  detach 
itself  ;  in  small  morsels,  it  is  ti-ue  ;  but  at 
the  end  of  half  an  hour  he  had  scraped  off" 
a  handful :  a  mathematician  might  have 
calculated  that  in  two  years,  supposing 
that  the  rock  was  not  encountered,  a  pass- 
age, twenty  feet  long  and  two  feet  broad, 
might  be  formed. 

The  prisoner  reproached  himself  with 
not  having  thus  emplo\'ed  the  hours  he 
had  passed  in  prayers  and  despair.  In  six 
years  (the  space  he  had  been  confined) 
what  might  he  not  have  accomplished  ?• 

In  three  daj's  he  had  succeeded,  with 
the  utmost  precaution,  in  removing  the 
cement,  and  exposing  the  stone ;  the  wall 
was  formed  of  rough  stones,  to  give  solid- 
ity to  which  were  embedded,  at  intervals, 
blocks  of  hewn  stone.  It  was  one  of  these 
he  had  uncovered,  and  which  he  must  re- 
move from  its  sockets. 

Dantes  strove  to  do  so  with  his  nails, 
but  they  were  too  weak.  The  fragments 
of  the  jug-  broke,  and  after  an  hour  of  use- 
less toil,  Dantes  paused. 

Was  he  to  be  thus  stopped  at  the  be- 
ginning, and  was  he  to  wait  inactive  until 
his  fellow-workman  had  completed  his 
toils  ?  Suddenly  an  idea  occurred  to  him 
— lie  smiled,  and  the  perspiration  dried  on 
his  forehead. 

The  jailer  always  brought  Dantes'  soup 
in  an  iron  saucepan  :  this  saucepan  con- 
tained the  soup,  of  a  second  prisoner  ;  for 
Dantes  had  remarked  that  it  was  eithei* 
quite  full,  or  half  empty,  according  as  the 
tuinkey  gave  it  to  himself  or  his  compan- 
ion lirst.  The  handle  of  this  saucepan 
was  of  iron;  Dantes  would  have  g-iven  ten 
years  of  liis  life  in  exchange  for  it. 

1'hc  jailer  poiwed  tlie  contents  of  this 
saucepan  into  Dantes'  plate,  who,  after 
eating  his  soup  with  a  wooden  spoon, 
waslied  th«^  plate,  which  thus  served  for 
every  day.  In  the  evening  Dantes  placed 
his  plate  on  the  ground  near  the  door;  the 
jailer,  as  he  entered,  stepped  on  it  and 
broke  it , 
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This  time  he  could  not  blame  Dantes. 
He  was  wrong-  to  leave  it  there,  but  the 
iailer  was  wrong"  not  to  have  looked  be- 
fore him. 

The  jailer,  therefore,  contented  himself 
with  grumbling.  Then  he  looked  about 
him  for  something-  to  pour  the  soup  into  ; 
Dantes'  whole  furniture  consisted  of  one 
plate — there  was  no  alternative. 

"Leave  the  saucepan,"  said  Dantes; 
"  you  can  take  it  away  when  j'ou  bring 
me  my  breakfast."'  This  advice  was  to 
the  jailer's  taste,  as  it  spared  hiui  the  ne- 
cessit}'  of  ascending,  descending,  and  as- 
cending- again.     Ho  left  the  saucepan. 

Dantes  was  beside  himself  with  jo3\ 
He  rapidl}^  devoured  his  food,  and  after 
waiting  an  hour,  lest  the  jailer  should 
change  his  mind  and  return,  he  removed 
his  bed,  took  the  handle  of  the  saucepan, 
inserted  the  point  between  the  hewn  stone 
and  rough  stones  of  the  wall,  and  em- 
ploj'ed  it  as  a  lever.  A  slight  oscillation 
showed  Dantes  ail  went  well.  At  the  end 
of  an  hour  the  stone  was  extricated  from 
the  wall,  leaving  a  cavity  of  a  foot  and  a 
half  in  diameter. 

Dantes  carefully  collected  the  plaster, 
carried  it  into  the  corners  of  his  cell,  and 
covered  it  with  earth.  Then,  wishing-  to 
make  the  best  use  of  this  night,  in  which 
chance,  or  rather  his  own  si  ratagem,  had 
placed  so  precious  an  instrument  in  his 
hands,  he  continued  to  work  without  ceas- 
ing. At  the  dawn  of  day  he  replaced  the 
stone,  pushed  his  bed  against  the  wall, 
and  lay  down.  The  breakfast  consisted 
of  a  piece  of  bread:  the  jailer  entered  and 
placed  the  bread  on  the  table. 

"  Well,  3-ou  do  not  bring  me  another 
plate,"  said  Dantes. 

"No,"  replied  the  turnkey,  "you  de- 
stroy everything.  First  you  break  your 
jug-,  then  you  make  me  break  your  plate  : 
if  all  the  prisoners  followed  your  example 
the  government  would  be  ruined.  I  shall 
leave  you  the  saucepan,  and  pour  your 
soup  into  that.  So  for  the  future  I  hope 
you  will  not  be  so  destructive  to  your 
furniture." 

Dantes  raised  his  eyes  to  Heaven, 
clasped  his  hands  beneatli  the  coverlid, 
and  prayed.     He  felt  more  gratitude  for 


the  possession  of  this  piece  of  iron  than 
he  had  ever  felt  for  anything.  He  had, 
however,  remarked  that  the  prisoner  on 
the  other  side  had  ceased  to  labor ;  no 
matter,  this  was  a  greater  reason  for  pro- 
ceeding— if  his  neighbor  would  not  come 
to  him,  he  would  g-o  to  him.  All  day  he 
toiled  on  untiring-ly,  and  by  the  evening 
he  had  succeeded  in  extracting  ten  hand- 
fuls  of  plaster  and  fragments  of  stone. 
When  the  hour  for  his  jailer's  visit  ar- 
rived, Dantes  straightened  the  handle  of 
the  saucepan  as  well  as  he  could,  and 
placed  it  in  its  accustomed  place.  The 
tuinkey  poured  his  ration  of  soup  into  it, 
together  with  the  fish,  for  thrice  a  week 
the  prisoners  were  made  to  abstain  from 
meat:  this  would  have  been  a  method 
of  reckoning-  time,  had  not  Dantes  long- 
ceased  to  do  so.  Having  poured  out  the 
soup,  the  turnkey  retired.  Dantes  wished 
to  ascertain  whether  his  neighbor  had 
really  ceased  to  work.  He  listened — all 
was  silent,  as  it  had  been  for  the  last 
three  days.  Dantes  sig-hed  :  it  was  evi- 
dent that  his  neig-hbor  distrusted  him. 
However,  he  toiled  on  all  night  without 
being  discouraged  ;  but  after  two  or  thi-ee 
hours  he  encountered  an  obstacle.  The 
iron  made  no  impression,  but  met  with  a 
smooth  surface;  Dantes  touched  it.  and 
found  it  was  a  beam.  This  beam  crossed, 
or  rather  blocktnl  up,  the  hole  Dantes  had 
made;  it  was  necessary,  therefore,  to  dig- 
above  or  under  it.  The  unhappy  young 
man  had  not  thought  of  this.  '*  Oh,  my 
God  I  my  God  I  "  murmured  he,  '•  I  have 
so  earnestly  prayed  to  you,  that  I  hoped 
mj^  prayers  had  been  heard.  After  hav- 
ing deprived  me  of  my  liberty',  after  hav- 
ing deprived  me  of  deatli.  after  having- 
recalled  me  to  existence,  my  God  !  have 
pity  on  me,  and  do  not  let  me  die  in  de- 
spair." 

'•  Who  talks  of  God  and  despair  at  the 
same  time  ?  "  said  a  voice  th;it  seemed  to 
come  from  beneath  the  earth,  and.  dead- 
ened by  the  distance,  sound(>d  hollow  and 
sepulchral  in  the  young  man's  ears.  Ed- 
mond's  hair  stood  on  end,  and  he  rose  on 
his  knees. 

"Ah!"  said  lie.  "I  hear  a  humas 
voice."     Edmond  had  not  heard  any  one 
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speak  save  his  jailer  for  four  or  five  3'ears; 
and  a  jailer  is  not  a  man  to  a  prisoner — 
he  is  a  living-  door  added  to  his  door  of 
oak,  a  barrier  of  flesh  and  blood  added  to 
his  barriers  of  iron. 

"  In  the  name  of  Heaven,''  cried  Dantes, 
"  speak  again,  though  the  sound  of  your 
voice  terrifies  me." 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  said  the  voice. 

''An  unhappy  prisoner,"  replied  Dantes, 
who  made  no  hesitation  in  answering. 

"Of  what  country  ?  "  —  "  A  French- 
man." 

*'Your  name?" — ''Edmond   Dantes." 

"  Your  profession  ?  " — ''  A  sailor." 

"  How  long  have  you  been  here  ?  " 

"Since  the  28th  of  February,  1815." 

"  Your  crime  ?  *" — "  I  am  innocent." 

"  But  of  what  are  you  accused  ?  " 

"Of  having  conspired  to  aid  the  em- 
peror's return." 

"How  for  the  emperor's  return? — the 
emperor  is  no  longer  on  the  throne, 
then  ?  " 

"  He  abdicated  at  Fontainebleau  in  1814 
and  was  sent  to  the  island  of  Elba.  But 
how  long  have  you  been  here  that  you  are 
ignorant  of  all  this  ?  "— "  Since  1811." 

Dantes  shuddered  :  this  man  liad  been 
four  3'ears  longer  than  himself  in  prison. 

"  Do  not  dig  any  more,"  said  the  voice; 
"  only  tell  me  how  high  up  is  your  exca- 
vation ?  " — "On  a  level  with  the  floor." 

"  How  is  it  concealed  ?  " — "  Behind  my 
bed." 

"  Has  your  bed  been  moved  since  you 
have  been  a  prisoner  ?  " — "  No." 

"  "What  does  your  chamber  open  on  ?  " 

"  A  corridor." 

"  And  the  corridor  ?  " — "  On  a  court." 

"Alas  !  "  murmured  the  voice. 

"  Oh,  what  is  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Dan- 
tes.— "I  am  deceived,  and  the  impci-fec- 
tion  of  my  plans  has  ruined  all.  An  error 
of  a  line  in  the  plan  lias  been  e([uivalent 
to  fifteen  feet  in  reality,  and  I  look  the 
wall  you  are  mining  for  the  wall  of  the 
fortress." 

"  But  then  you  were  close  to  the  sea  ?  " 

"That  is  what  I  hoped." 

"  And  supposing  you  succeeded  ?  " — "  I 
should  have  thrown  myself  into  tlie  sea, 
gained  on(!  of  the  islands  near  here — tlie 


Isle  de  Daume  or  the  Isle  chi  Tiboulen — 
and  tlien  I  w^as  safe." 

"  Could  you  have  swum  so  far  ?  " 

"Heaven  would  have  given  me  strength; 
but  now  all  is  lost." 

"  All  ?  " — ••  Yes;  stop  up  your  excava- 
tion carefully  :  do  not  work  any  more,  and 
wait  until  you. hear  from  me." 

"  Tell  me,  at  least,  who  you  are  ?  " — "  I 
am — I  am  No.  27." 

"You  mistrust  me,  then,"  said  Dantes. 
Edmond  fancied  he  heard  a  bitter  laugh 
proceed  from  the  unknown. 

"  Oh,  I  am  a  Christian,"  cried  Dantes, 
guessing  instinctively  that  this  man  meant 
to  abandon  him.  "  I  swear  to  you  by  Him 
who  died  for  us  that  naught  shall  induce 
me  to  breathe  one  syllable  to  my  jailers ; 
but  I  conjure  3'ou  do  not  abandon  me.  If 
you  do,  I  swear  to  3'ou  that  I  will  dash  my 
brains  out  against  the  \yall,  and  you  will 
have  my  death  to  i-eproach  yourself  with." 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  Your  voice  is  that 
of  a  3^oung  man." 

"I  do  not  know  niN-  age,  for  I  have  not 
counted  the  j^ears  I  have  been  here.  All  1 
do  know  is,  that  I  was  just  nineteen  when 
I  was  arrested,  the  28th  of  February, 
1815." 

"  Not  quite  twent3'-six  ! ''  murmured  the 
voice  ;  "at  that  age  he  cannot  be  a  trai- 
tor." 

"  Oh  !  no,  no  !  "  cried  Dantes.  "  I  swear 
to  3'ou  again,  rather  than  betra3'^3'ou  the\' 
shall  hew  me  to  pieces  !  " 

"You  have  done  well  to  speak  to  me, 
and  enti-eat  me,  for  I  was  about  to  form 
another  plan,  and  leave  j'ou  ;  but  3'our  age 
reassures  me.  I  will  not  forget 3'ou.  Ex- 
pect nie." — "  When  ?  " 

"I  must  calculate  onr  chances;  I  will 
give  3'ou  the  signal." 

"  But  3'OU  will  not  leave  me  ;  you  will 
come  to  me,  or  von  will  let  me  comet0  3'ou. 
We  will  escape,  and  if  we  cannot  escape 
we  will  talk  :  3'ou  of  those  whom  \ou  love, 
and  I  of  those  whom  I  love.  You  nmst 
love  somebody  ?  " 

"No,  I  am  alone  in  the  world." 

"  Then  you  will  love  me.  If  3'ou  are 
3oung,  I  will  be  your  comrade  ;  if  3'ou  are 
old,  1  will  be  3'our  son.  I  have  a  father 
who  is  seventy  if  he  yet  lives  ;  1  onl3'  love 
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liini  and  a  young-  g-iii  called  Mercedes. 
My  father  has  not  yet  forg-otten  me,  I  am 
sure ;  but  God  alone  knows  if  she  loves 
me  still :  I  shall  love  3'ou  as  I  loved  my 
father." 

''It  is  Avell,"  returned  the  voice ;  ''to- 
morrow." 

These  few  words  were  uttered  with  an 
accent  that  left  no  doubt  of  his  sincerity  ; 
Dantes  rose,  dispersed  the  fragments  with 
the  same  precaution  as  before,  and  pushed 
back  his  bed  against  the  wall.  He  then 
gave  himself  up  to  his  happiness  :  he  would 
no  longer  be  alone.  He  was,  perhaps, 
about  to  regain  his  liberty' ;  at  the  worst, 
he  would  have  a  companion  ;  and  captivity 
that  is  shared  is  but  half  captivity. 

All  day  Dantes  walked  up  and  down  his 
cell.  He  sat  down  occasionall3^  on  his  bed, 
pressing  his  hand  on  his  heart.  At  the 
slightest  noise  he  bounded  toward  the 
door.  Once  or  twice  the  thought  crossed 
his  mind  that  he  might  be  separated  from 
this  unknown,  -whom  he  loved  alread}" ; 
and  then  his  mind  was  made  up — when 
the  jailer  moved  his  bed  and  stooped  to 
examine  the  opening,  he  would  kill  him 
with  his  water  jug.  He  would  be  con- 
demned to  die,  but  he  was  about  to  die  of 
grief  and  despair  when  this  miraculous 
noise  recalled  him  to  life. 

The  jailer  came  in  the  evening  :  Dan- 
tes was  on  Ills  bed.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  thus  he  better  guarded  the  unfinislied 
opening.  Doubtless  there  was  a  strange 
expression  in  his  eyes,  for  the  jailer  said, 
"  Come,  are  you  going  mad  again  ?  " 

Dantes  did  not  answer  :  he  feared  that 
the  emotion  of  his  voice  would  betra.y 
him.  The  jailer  retired,  shaking  his  head. 
The  night  came  ;  Dantes  hoped  that  his 
neighbor  would  profit  by  the  silence  to 
address  him,  but  he  was  mistaken.  The 
next  morning,  however,  just  as  he  re- 
moved his  bed  from  the  wall,  he  heard 
three  knocks ;  he  threw  himself  on  his 
knees. 

"  Is  it  you  ?  "  said  he,  "  I  am  here." 

"  Is,  your  jailer  gone  ?  " 

I*' Yes,"  said  Dantes;  '*  ln^  will  not  re- 
turn until  the  evening:  so  that  we  have 
twelve  hours  before  us."y 


''Oh  yes,  yes,  this  instant,  I  entreat 
you." 

In  an  instant  the  portion  of  the  floor  on 
which  Dantes  (half  buried  in  the  opening) 
was  leaning  his  two  hands,  gave  way  ;  he 
cast  himself  back,  while  a  mass  of  stones 
and  earth  disappeared  in  a  hole  that 
opened  beneath  the  aperture  he  himself 
had  formed.  Then  from  the  bottom  of 
this  passage,  the  depth  of  which  it  was 
impossible  to  measure,  he  saw  appear, 
first  the  head,  then  the  shoulders,  and 
lastly  the  body  of  a  man,  who  sprang 
lightly  into  his  cell. 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

A    LEARNED    ITALIAN. 

Rushing  toward  the  friend  so  long  and 
ardently  desired,  Dantes  almost  carried 
him  toward  the  window,  in  order  to  obtain 
a  better  view  of  his  features  by  the  aid  of 
the  imperfect  light  that  struggled  through 
the  grating  of  the  prison. 

He  was  a  man  of  small  stature,  with 
hair  blanched  rather  by  suffering  and  sor- 
row, than  3'ears.  A  deep-set,  penetrating 
eye,  almost  buried  beneath  the  thick  gray 
eyebrow,  and  a  long  (and  still  black)  beard 
reaching  down  to  his  breast. 

The  meagerness  of  his  features,  deeply 
furrowed  \>x  care,  joined  to  the  bold  out- 
line of  his  strongly-marked,  features  an- 
nounced a  man  more  accustomed  to  exer- 
cise his  moral  faculties  than  his  physical 
strength.  Lai-ge  drops  of  perspiration 
were  now  standing  on  his  brow,  while  his 
garments  hung  about  him  in  such  rags  as 
to  render  it  useless  to  form  a  guess  as  to 
their  primitive  description. 

The  stranger  might  liave  numbered  six- 
ty or  sixty-five  years  :  but  a  cei-tain  brisk- 
ness and  appearance  of  vigor  in  his  move- 
ments made  it  probable  that  he  was  aged 
more  from  captivity  than  the  couree  of 
time.  He  received  the  enthusiastic  greet- 
ing of  his  young  acquaintance  with  evident 
pleasure,  as  though  his  cliilled  affections 
seemed  rekindled  and  invigorated  by  liis 
contact  with  one  so  warm  and  aixient. 
He  thanked  him  with  grateful  coniiality 
for  his  kindly  welcome,  although  he  must 
at  that  moment  liave  been  suffering  bit- 
terly to  llnd  another  dungeon   where  he 
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had    fondl}'    reckoned    on    discovering    a 
means  of  regaining"  his  liberty. 

"  Let  us  first  see,"  said  he,  •'*'  whether 
it  is  possible  to  remove  the  traces  of  my 
entrance  here — our  future  comforts  de- 
pend upon  our  jailers  being-  entirely  ig"- 
norant  of  it."  Advancing  to  the  opening-, 
he  stooped  and  raised  the  stone  as  easily 
as  thoug-h  it  had  not  weighed  an  ounce  ; 
then,  fitting  it  into  its  place,  he  said  : 

"  You  removed  this  stone  very  care- 
lessly- ;  but  I  suppose  you  had  no  tools  to 
aid  3"ou." 

"  Why,"  exclaimed  Dantes,  with  aston- 
ishment, '•'  do  you  possess  any  ?  " 

"I  made  myself  some:  and  with  the 
exception  of  a  file,  I  have  all  that  are 
necessary — a  chisel,  pincers,  and  lever." 

*'  Oh,  how  I  should  like  to  see  these 
products  of  3'our  industry  and  patience." 

*'  Well,  in  the  first  place,  here  is  ra}'' 
chisel."  So  saying,  he  displaj-ed  a  sharp 
strong  blade,  with  a  handle  made  of  beech- 
wood. 

"And  with  what  did  you  contrive  to 
make  that?"  inquired  Dantes. 

"  With  one  of  the  clamps  of  my  bed- 
stead ;  and  this  ver}^  tool  has  sufficed  me 
to  hollow  out  the  road  by  which  I  came 
hither,  a  distance  of  at  least  fifty  feet." 

"  Fifty  feet  I  "  re-echoed  Dantes,  with 
a  species  of  terror. 

"  Do  not  speak  so  loud,  3'oung  man — 
don't  speak  so  loud.  It  frequently  occurs 
in  a  state  prison  like  this  that  persons  are 
stationed  outside  the  doors  of  the  cells 
purposely  to  overhear  the  convei\sation 
of  tlie  prisoners." 

"  But  they  believe  I  am  shut  up  alone 
here." 

*'  That  makes  no  difference." 

"And  you  say  that  3'ou  penetrated  a 
length  of  fifty  feet  to  arrive  here  ?  " 

"  I  do ;  that  is  about  the  distance  that 
.separates  your  chamber  from  mine  ;  only, 
unfoitunatel.y,  I  did  not  curve  aright ; 
for  want  of  the  necessary  geometrical 
inslnmients  to  calculate  my  scali*  of  pro- 
portion, instead  of  taking  an  ellipsis  of 
forty  feet,  I  hav(!  made  fifty.  I  expected, 
as  I  told  you,  to  reach  II10  outer  wall, 
pierce  through  it,  and  Ihrow  myself  into 
the  sea ;  I  have,  however,  kept  along  the 


corridor  on  which  your  chamber  opens, 
instead  of  going  beneath  it.  My  labor  is 
all  in  vain,  for  I  find  that  the  corridor 
looks  into  a  courtyard  filled  with  sol- 
diers." 

'•'That's  true,"  said  Dantes:  "but  the 
corridor  you  speak  of  only  bounds  one 
side  of  m}"  cell ;  there  are  three  others — 
do  you  know  anything  of  their  situa- 
tion ?  " 

"  This  one  is  built  against  the  solid 
rock,  and  it  would  take  ten  experienced 
miners,  duly  furnished  with  the  requisite 
tools,  as  many  years  to  perforate  it. 
This  adjoins  the  lower  part  of  the  gov- 
ernor's apartments,  and  were  we  to  work 
our  way  through,  we  should  only  get  into 
some  lock-up  cellars,  Avhere  we  must  nec- 
essarily be  recaptured.  The  fourth  and 
last  side  of  your  cell  looks  out — looks  out 
— stop  a  minute,  now  where  does  it  open 
to?" 

The  side  which  thus  excited  curiosity 
was  the  one  in  which  was  fixed  the  loop- 
hole by  which  the  light  was  admitted 
into  the  chamber.  This  loophole,  which 
gradually  diminished  as  it  approached 
the  outside,  until  only  an  opening  through 
which  a  child  could  not  have  passed,  was, 
for  better  .securit^'^,  furnished  with  three 
iron  bars,  so  as  to  quiet  all  apprehen- 
sions even  in  the  mind  of  the  most  sus- 
picious jailer  as  to  the  possibilit3'^  of  a 
prisoner's  escape.  As  the  stranger  fin- 
ished his  self-put  question,  he  dragged 
the  table  beneath  the  window. 

"Climb  up,"  said  he  to  Dantes.  The 
young  man  obej'ed,  mounted  on  the  table, 
and,  divining  the  intentions  of  his  com- 
panion, placed  his  back  securely  against 
the  wall  and  held  out  both  hands.  The 
stranger,  whom  as  yet  Dantes  knew  only 
by  liis  assumed  title  of  the  number  of  his 
cell,  sprang  up  with  an  agility  by  no 
means  to  be  expected  in  a  person  of  his 
years,  and,  light  and  steady  as  the  bound 
of  a  cat  or  a  lizard,  climbed  fiom  the 
table  to  the  outstretched  h:ni(lsof  Dantes, 
and  from  them  to  his  sliouiders  :  then,  al- 
most doubling  himself  in  two,  for  the  ceil- 
ing of  the  dungeon  prevenletl  his  holding 
himself  erect,  he  man;iged  to  slip  his  head 
through  the  top  bar  of  the  window,  so  as 
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to  be  able  to  command  a  perfect  view  from 
top  to  bottom. 

An  instant  afterward  he  hastily  drcAv 
back  his  head,  saying,  "  I  thought  so  !  " 
and  sliding-  from  the  shoulders  of  Dantes 
as  dexterously  as  he  had  ascended,  he 
nimbly  leaped  from  the  table  to  the 
ground. 

"What  made  you  say  those  words  ?  " 
asked  the  young  man,  in  an  anxious  tone, 
in  his  turn  descending  from  the  table. 

The  elder  prisoner  appeared  to  meditate. 
''  Yes,"  said  he  at  length,  "  it  is  so.  This 
side  of  your  chamber  looks  out  upon  a 
kind  of  open  gallery,  where  patrols  are 
continually  passing,  and  sentries  keep 
watch  day  and  night." 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  of  that  ?  " 

**  Certain.  I  saw  the  soldier's  shako 
and  the  top  of  his  musket ;  that  made  me 
draw  in  my  head  so  quickly ;  for  I  was 
fearful  he  might  also  see  me." 

''Well?"  inquired  Dantes. 

"  You  perceive  then  the  utter  impos- 
sibility of  escaping  through  your  dun- 
geon ?  " 

"  Then,"  pursued  the  young  man, 
eagerly — 

"Then,"  answered  the  elder  prisoner, 
'•'  the  will  of  God  be  done  !  "  and  as  the 
old  man  slowly  pronounced  those  words, 
an  air  of  profound  resignation  spread 
itself  over  his  care-worn  countenance. 
Dantes  gazed  on  the  individual  who  could 
thus  philosophically  resign  hopes  so  long- 
and  ardently  nourished  with  an  astonish- 
ment mingled  with  admiration. 

"Tell  me,  I  entreat  of  you,  who  and 
what  you  are  ? "  said  he  at  length ; 
"  never  have  I  met  with  so  remarkable 
a  person  as  yourself." 

"Willingly,"  answered  the  stranger; 
"  if,  indeed,  a'ou  feel  an^-^  curiosity  respect- 
ing one,  now,  alas  !  powerless  to  aid  you 
in  any  waj''." 

"Say  not  so;  you  can  console  and 
support  me  by  the  strength  of  your  own 
powerful  mind.  Pray  let  me  know  who 
you  reallj'^  are  ?  " 

The  stranger  smiled  a  melancholy 
smile.  "Then  listen,"  said  he.  "I  am 
the  Abbe  Faria,  and  have  been  impris- 
oned in  this  Chateau  d'lf  since  the  vear 


1811 ;  previously  to  which  I  had  been  con- 
fined for  three  j'ears  in  the  fortress  of 
Fenestrelle.  In  the  year  1811  I  was 
transferred  to  Piedmont  in  France.  It 
was  at  this  period  I  learned  that  the 
destiny  which  seemed  subservient  to 
every  wish  formed  \)y  Napoleon  had  be- 
stowed on  him  a  son,  named  king  of 
Rome  even  in  his  cradle.  I  was  very  far 
then  from  expecting  the  change  you  have 
just  informed  me  of ;  namel}',  that  four 
3'ears  afterward,  this  colossus  of  power 
would  be  overthrown.  Then  who  reigns  in 
France  at  this  moment — Napoleon  II.  ?  " 

"No,  Louis  XVIII.  !" 

"The  brother  of  Louis  XVI.!  How 
inscrutable  are  the  ways  of  Providence 
— for  what  great  and  mj'sterious  purpose 
has  it  pleased  Heaven  to  abase  the  man 
once  so  elevated,  and  raise  up  the  indi- 
vidual so  beaten  down  and  depressed  ?  " 

Dantes'  whole  attention  was  riveted  on 
a  man  who  could  thus  forget  his  own  mis- 
fortunes while  occup3'ing  himself  with  the 
destinies  of  others. 

"But  so  it  was,"  continued  he,  "in 
England.  After  Charles  I.  came  Crom- 
well; to  Cromwell  succeeded  Charles  11., 
and  then  James  II.,  who  was  succeeded 
by  some  son-in-law  or  relation.  Ah,  m^' 
friend  ! "  said  the  abbe,  turning  toward 
Dantes,  and  surveying  him  with  the 
kindling  gaze  of  a  prophet,  "  these  are 
the  changes  and  vicissitudes  that  give 
liberty  to  a  nation.  Mark  what  I  say  ! 
You  are  3'oung  and  may  see  my  words 
come  to  pass,  that  such  will  be  the  case 
with  France — ^.you  will  see  it,  I  say." 

"  Probably,  if  ever  I  get  out  of  prison  I" 

"True,''  repHed  Faria,  "we  are  pris- 
oners ;  but  I  forget  this  sometimes,  and 
there  are  even  moments  when  my  mental 
vision  transports  me  beyond  these  walls, 
and  I  fancj'-  myself  at  liberty." 

"  But  wherefore  are  you  here  ?  " 

"  Because  in  1807  I  meditated  the  very 
scheme  Napoleon  wished  to  realize  in  1811 : 
because,  like  Machiavel.  I  desired  to  alter 
the  political  face  of  Italy,  and  instead  of 
allowing  it  to  be  split  up  into  a  quantity 
of  petty  principalities,  each  held  by  some 
weak  or  tyrannical  ruler,  I  sought  to  form 
one  large,  compact,  and  powerful  empiixs 
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and  lastly,  because  I  fancied  I  had  found 
my  Csesar  Borg-ia  in  a  crowned  simpleton, 
who  feig-ned  to  enter  into  my  views  only  to 
betray  me.  It  was  projected  equally  by 
Alexander  VI.  and  Clement  VII.,  but  it 
will  never  succeed  now,  for  they  attempted 
it  fruitlessly,  and  Napoleon  was  unable  to 
complete  his  work.  Italy  seems  fated  to 
be  unluck3\"  The  old  man  uttered  these 
last  words  in  a  tone  of  deep  dejection,  and 
his  head  fell  listlessly  on  his  breast. 

To  Dantes  all  this  was  perfectly  incom- 
prehensible. In  the  first  place,  he  could 
not  understand  a  man  risking-  his  life  and 
liberty  for  such  unimportant  matters  as 
the  division  of  a  kingdom ;  then,  again, 
the  persons  referred  to  were  wholl}^  un- 
known to  him.  Napoleon  certainly  he 
knew  something  of,  inasmuch  as  he  had 
seen  and  spoken  with  him ;  but  the  other 
individuals  alluded  to  were  strangers  to 
him  even  bj'^  name. 

"Pray  excuse  mj'^  question,"  said  Dantes, 
beg-inning"  to  partake  of  the  jailer's  opin- 
ion touchmg-  the  state  of  the  abbe's  brdin, 
"but  are  you  not  the  priest  who  is  con- 
sidered throiig-hout  the  Chateau  d'lf — to- 
be— ill  ?  " 

"  Mad,  you  mean,  don't  you  ?  " 

"I  did  not  like  to  say  so,"  answered 
Dantes,  smiling. 

''Well,  then,"  resumed  Faria,  with  a 
bitter  smile,  "  let  me  answer  your  question 
in  full,  by  acknowledging-  that  I  am  the 
poor  mad  prisoner  of  Uie  Chateau  d'lf,  for 
many  years  permitted  to  amuse  the  differ- 
ent visitants  to  the  prison  with  what  is 
said  to  be  my  insanity' ;  and,  in  all  proba- 
bility, I  should  be  promoted  to  the  honor 
of  making  sport  for  tlie  children,  if  such 
innocent  being's  could  be  found  in  an  abode 
(hn-oted  lik(;this  to  suffering  and  despiiir." 

Dantes  lemained  for  a  short  1im(^  mule 
and  motionless  ;  atleng-th  he  said — "  Then 
you  abandon  all  hope  of  flig-ht  ?  " 

"I  ])erceive  its  utter  impossibility  ;  and 
I  consider  it  impious  to  :it  temjjt  that  Avhich 
Lhe  Almight}^  evidently  does  not  approv(\" 

"Nay,  be  not  discouraged.  Would  it 
not  be  expecting  too  much  to  liope  to  suc- 
ceed at  yourfir.st  attempt  ?  Wiiy  not  try 
to  find  an  opening-  in  anothor  direction  to 
that  which  liad  so  unfortunate] v  failed  ?  " 


"  Alas  !  it  shows  how  little  notion  you 
can  have  of  all  it  has  cost  me  to  effect  a 
purpose  so  unexpectedly  frustrated,  that 
you  talk  of  beginning-  over  again.  In  the 
first  place,  I  was  four  years  making-  the 
tools  I  possess,  and  have  been  two  3'ears 
scraping-  and  dig-g-ing-  out  earth,  hard  as 
g-ranite  itself ;  then  what  toil  and  fatig-ue 
has  it  not  been  to  remove  hug-e  stones  I 
should  once  have  deemed  impossible  to 
loosen.  Whole  daj's  have  I  passed  in  these 
Titanic  efforts,  considering-  my  labor  well 
repaid  if  by  night-time  I  had  contrived  to 
cai-ry  away  a  square  inch  of  this  hard- 
bound cement,  changed  by  ages  into  a  sub- 
stance unyielding-  as  the  stones  themselves; 
then  to  conceal  the  mass  of  earth  and  rub- 
bish I  dug-  up,  I  was  compelled  to  break 
through  a  staircase,  and  throw  the  fruits 
of  my  labor  into  the  hollow  part  of  it ;  but 
the  well  is  now  so  completely  choked  up, 
that  I  scarcely  think  it  would  be  possible 
to  add  another  handful  of  dust  without 
leading-  to  a  discovery.  Consider  also  that 
I  fully  believed  I  had  accomplished  the 
end  and  aim  of  my  undertaking-,  for  which 
I  had  so  exactly  husbanded  my  streng-th 
as  to  make  it  just  hold  out  to  the  termi- 
nation of  mj'  enterprise ;  and  just  at  the 
moment  when  I  reckoned  upon  success, 
my  hopes  are  forever  dashed  from  me. 
No,  I  repeat  again,  that  nothing-  shall  in- 
duce me  to  renew  attempts  evidently  at 
variance  with  the  Almig-ht3''s  pleasui'e." 

Dantes  held  down  his  head,  that  his 
companion  might  not  perceive  how  little 
of  real  regret  at  the  failure  of  the  scheme 
was  expressed  on  his  countenance  ;  but  in 
truth,  the  young  man  could  enlei-tain  no 
other  feeling  than  delight  at  finding-  his 
prison  woidd  be  no  longer  solitary  or  un- 
cheered  by  human  participation. 

The  abbe  s»mk  upon  Edmond's  bed, 
while  Kdmond  himself  remained  standing:, 
lost  in  a  t  rain  of  deep  nKvlitation.  Flig-ht 
liad  nevei"  once  occurred  to  him.  There  are, 
indeed,  some  things  which  appear  so  mor- 
ally impossible  that  tlie  mind  does  not 
dwell  on  them  for  an  instant.  To  mitler- 
mine  the  ground  for  fifty  feet — to  devote 
three  years  to  a  lal)or  which,  if  successful, 
would  conduct  you  to  a  precipice  over- 
hang-ing  t,he  sea — to  i)lung'e  intothe  waves 
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at  a  height  of  fifty  or  sixty  feet,  at  the 
risk  of  being"  dashed  to  pieces  against  the 
rocks,  should  you  have  been  fortunate 
enough  to  have  escaped  the  balls  from  the 
sentinel's  musket ;  and  even,  supposing  all 
these  perils  past,  then  to  have  to  swim  for 
your  Hfe  a  distance  of  at  least  three  miles 
ere  you  could  reach  the  shore — were  diffi- 
culties so  startling  and  formidable  that 
Dantes  had  never  even  dreamed  of  such  a 
scheme,  but  resigned  himself  to  his  fate. 
But  the  sight  of  an  old  man  clinging  to 
life  with  so  desperate  a  courage,  gave  a 
fresh  turn  to  his  ideas,  and  inspired  him 
with  new  courage  and  energ3\  An  in- 
stance was  before  him  of  one  less  adroit, 
as  well  as  \veaker  and  older,  having  devised 
a  plan  which  nothing  but  an  unfortunate 
mistake  in  geometrical  calculation  could 
have  rendered  abortive.  This  same  in- 
dividual, with  almost  incredible  patience 
and  perseverance,  had  contrived  to  pro- 
vide himself  with  tools  requisite  for  so 
unparalleled  an  attempt.  If,  then,  one  man 
had  already  conquered  the  seeming  impos- 
sibility, why  should  not  he,  Dantes,  also 
try  to  regain  his  liberty?  Faria  had 
made  his  waj^  thi-ough  fift^'  feet  of  the 
prison,  Dantes  resolved  to  penetrate 
through  double  that  distance.  Faria,  at 
the  age  of  fifty,  had  devoted  three  years 
to  the  task  ;  he,  who  was  but  half  as  old, 
would  sacrifice  six.  Faria,  a  churchman 
and  philosopher,  had  not  shrunk  from 
risking  his  life  by  trying  to  swim  a  distance 
of  three  miles  to  I'each  the  isles  of  Daume, 
Rattonneau,  or  Lemaire  ;  should  a  hard}' 
sailor,  an  experienced  diver,  like  himself, 
shrink  from  a  similar  task ;  should  he, 
who  had  so  often  for  mere  amusement's 
sake  plunged  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  to 
fetch  up  the  bright  coral-branch,  hesitate 
to  swim  a  distance  of  three  miles  ?  He 
could  do  it  in  an  hour,  and  how  many 
times  had  he  foi-  pure  pastime  continued 
in  the  water  for  more  than  twice  as  long ! 
At  once  Dantes  resolved  to  follow  the 
brave  example  of  his  energetic  companion, 
and  to  remember  that  what  has  once  been 
done  maj'^  be  done  again.  After  continu- 
ing some  time  in  profound  meditation,  the 
young  man  suddenly  exclaimed,  ''  I  have 
found  what  vou  were  in  search  of ! '' 


Faria  started:  "Have  you,  indeed?" 
cried  he,  raising  his  head  with  quick 
anxiety ;  "  pra^-,  let  me  know  what  it  is 
you  have  discovered  ?  " 

'•  The  corridor  through  which  you  have 
bored  your  way  from  the  cell  you  occupy 
here,  extends  in  the  same  direction  as  the 
outer  gallery,  does  it  not  ?  " — ''It  does  !  " 

''And  is  not  above  fifteen  steps  from 
it  ?"—"  About  that !  " 

"Well,  then,  I  will  tell  you  what  we 
must  do.  We  must  pierce  through  the 
corridor  b}'  forming  a  side  opening  about 
the  middle,  as  it  were  the  top  part  of  a 
cross.  This  time  you  will  lay  your  plans 
more  accuratel}' ;  we  shall  get  out  into  tlie 
galler^^  you  have  described  ;  kill  the  sen- 
tinel who  guards  it,  and  make  our  escape. 
All  we  require  to  insure  success  is  courage, 
dnd  that  you  possess,  and  strength,  which 
I  am  not  deficient  in  ;  as  for  patience,  you 
have  abundantlj'  proved  3'ours — you  shall 
now  see  me  prove  mine." 

"  One  instant,  my  dear  friend,"  replied 
the  abbe  ;  "  it  is  clear  you  do  not  under- 
stand the  nature  of  the  courage  with 
which  I  am  endowed,  and  what  use  I  in- 
tend making  of  my  strength.  As  for  pa- 
tience, I  consider  I  have  abundantly  ex- 
ercised that  on  recommencing  every  morn- 
ing the  task  of  the  overnight,  and  every 
night  beginning'  again  the  task  of  the 
day.  But  then,  young  man  (and  I  pray  of 
you  to  give  me  your  full  attentign),  then 
I  thought  I  could  not  be  doing  anything 
displeasing  to  the  Almighty  in  trying  to 
set  an  innocent  being  at  liberty — one  who 
had  committed  no  offense,  and  merited 
not  condemnation." 

''  And  have  your  notions  changed  ?  " 
asked  Dantes  with  much  surprise  ;  '*  do 
you  think  yourself  more  guilty  in  making 
the  at,tempt  since  you  have  encountered 
me?  " 

"No:  neither  do  I  wish  to  incur  guilt. 
Hitherto  1  have  fancied  myself  merely 
waging  war  against  circumstances,  not 
men.  I  have  thought  it  no  sin  to  bore 
through  a  wall,  or  destroy  a  staircase  : 
but  I  cannot  so  easily  persuade  myself  to 
pierce  a  heart  or  take  away  a  life."  A 
slight  movement  of  stirprise  escaped 
Dantes. 
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"Is  it  possible,"  said  he,  "that  where 
your  liberty  is  at  stake  you  can  allow  anj^ 
such  scruple  to  deter  you  from  obtaining" 
it?" 

"Tell  me,"  replied  Faria,  "what  has 
hindered  you  from  knocking-  down  your 
jailer  with  a  piece  of  wood  torn  from 
your  bedstead,  dressing  yourself  in  his 
clothes,  and  endeavoring  to  escape  ?  " 

"'  Simply  that  I  never  thought  of  such 
a  scheme,"  answered  Dantes. 

"Because,"  said  the  old  man,  "the 
natural  repugnance  to  the  commission  of 
such  a  crime  prevented  its  bare  idea  from 
occurring  to  you ;  and  so  it  ever  is  with 
all  simple  and  allowable  things.  Our  nat- 
ural instincts  keep  us  from  deviating  from 
the  strict  line  of  duty.  The  tiger,  whose 
nature  teaches  him  to  delight  in  shedding 
blood,  needs  but  the  organ  of  smelling  tO 
know  when  his  prey  is  within  his  reach  ; 
and  by  following  this  instinct  he  is  enabled 
to  measure  tlie  leap  necessary  to  enable 
liim  to  spring  on  his  victim;  but  man,  on 
the  contrary,  loathes  the  idea  of  blood  ; — 
it  is  not  alone  that  the  laws  of  social  life 
inspire  him  with  a  shrinking  dread  of 
taking  life  ;  his  natural  construction  and 
physiological  formation — " 

Dantes  remained  confused  and  silent  by 
this  explanation  of  the  thoughts  whicli 
had  unconsciousl3'  been  working  in  his 
mind,  or  rather  soul ;  for  there  are  two 
distinct  §orts  of  ideas,  those  that  proceed 
from  the  head  and  those  that  emanate 
from  the  heait. 

"Since  my  imprisonment,"  said  Faria, 
"  I  have  thought  over  all  the  most  cele- 
brated cases  of  escape  recorded.  Among 
the  many  that  have  failed  in  obtaining 
the  ultimate  release  of  the  prisoner,  I 
consider  there  has  been  a  precipitation— 
a  haste  wholly  incompatible  with  such  un- 
derl  akings.  Tiiosc^  esca  pes  that  have  been 
crowned  with  full  success  have  been  long 
meditated  upon  and  carefully  arranged  ; 
such,  for  instnnce.  as  the  escape;  of  the 
duke  de  Beaufort  from  the  Chateau  de 
Vincenn«;s,  that  of  tin;  Abbe  Dnbiiquoi 
.  from  For  TEveque  ;  Latude's  from  the 
Bastille,  with  similar  cases  of  successful 
evasion  ;  and  I  have  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  chance    frequently  affords   op- 


portunities we  should  never  ourselves  have 
thought  of.  Let  us,  therefore,  wait  pa- 
tiently for  some  favorable  moment ;  rely 
upon  it,  you  will  not  find  me  more  back- 
ward than  yourself  in  seizing  it." 

"Ah  I  "  said  Dantes,  "you  might  well 
endure  the  tedious  delay ;  3'ou  were  con- 
stantly employed  in  the  task  you  set  your- 
self, and  when  weary  with  toil,  3'ou  had 
3^our  hopes  to  refresh  and  encourage  you." 

''  I  assure  30U,"  replied  the  old  man, 
"  I  did  not  turn  to  that  source  for  recrea- 
tion or  support." 

"  What  did  3-0U  do  then?  "" — •  I  wrote 
or  studied." 

"'  Were  3^011  then  permitted  the  use  of 
pens,  ink,  and  paper?  " 

"  Oh,  no  !  "  answered  the  abbe  ;  "  I  had 
none  but  what  I  made  for  m3'seir." 

"Do  30U  mean  to  teH  me,"  exclaimed 
Dantes,  "  that  you  could  invent  all  those 
things — for  real  ones  3-ou  could  not  pro- 
cure unaided  ?  " 

"I  do,  indeed,  trul3'  sa\-  so." 

Dantes  gazed  with  kindling  e3'es  and 
rapidl3^  increasing'  admiration  on  the  won- 
derful being  whose  hand  seemed  gifted 
with  the  power  of  a  mag-ician's  wand ; 
some  doubt,  however,  still  ling-ered  in  his 
mind,  which  was  quickl3'  perceived  b3'  the 
penetrating  eye  of  the  abbe. 

"  When  3'ou  pa 3'  me  a  visit  in  mj'  cell, 
my  3'oung  friend,"  said  he,  "I  will  show 
you  an  entire  work,  the  fruits  of  the 
thoughts  and  reflections  of  my  whole  life; 
man  V  of  them  meditated  over  in  the  ruins 
of  the  Coliseum  of  Rome,  at  the  foot  of 
St.  Mark's  column  at  Venice,  and  on  the 
borders  of  the  Arno  at  Florence,  little 
imagining  at  the  lime  that  the3'  would  be 
arranged  in  order  within  the  walls  of  the 
Chateau  d'If.  The  work  I  speak  of  is 
called  *A  Treatise  on  the  Practicability  of 
forming  Tt  a) v  into  one  General  Monarch3',' 
and  will  make  one  lai'ge  (piarto  vt>hime." 

"And  on  what  have  you  written  ail 
this?" 

'*  On  I  wo  of  M13-  shirts.  1  invented  a 
preparation  that  makes  linen  as  smooth 
and  as  easv  to  wiite  on  as  parchment." 

"  You  are,  then,  a  cliemist  ?  " — "  Some- 
what :  I  ktiow  Lavoisier,  and  was  the  in- 
timate friend  of  Cal)anis." 
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'•  But  for  such  a  work  you  must  have 
needed  books— had  you  any  ?  " 

'*  I  possessed  nearl,y  5,000  volumes  in 
ray  Ubrary  at  Rome  ;  but  after  reading 
theui  over  many  times,  I  found  out  that 
with  150  well-chosen  books  a  man  pos- 
sesses a  complete  analysis  of  all  human 
knowledgS,  or  at  least  all  that  is  either 
useful  or  desirable  to  be  acquainted  with. 
I  devoted  three  years  of  my  life  to  read- 
ing- and  studying-  these  150  volumes,  till  I 
knew  them  nearly'  by  heart ;  so  that  since 
I  have  been  in  prison,  a  verj^  slight  effort 
of  memory  has  enabled  me  to  recall  their 
contents  as  readily  as  though  the  pages 
were  open  before  me.  I  could  recite  you 
the  whole  of  Thucydides,  Xenophon,  Plu- 
tarch, Titus,  Livius,  Tacitus,  Strada,  Jor- 
nandes,  Dante,  Montaigne,  Shakespeare, 
Spinosa,  Machiavel,  and  Bossuet.  Ob- 
serve, I  merely  quote  the  most  important 
names  and  writers." 

"  You  are,  doubtless,  acquainted  with 
a  variety  of  languages,  so  as  to  have  been 
able  to  read  all  these  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  speak  five  of  the  modern 
tongues — that  is  to  say,  German,  French, 
Italian,  English,  and  Spanish ;  by  the  aid 
of  ancient  Greek  I  learned  modern  Greek 
— I  don't  speak  it  so  well  as  I  could  wish, 
but  I  am  still  trying  to  improve  myself." 

"  Improve  yourself  !  "  i-epeated  Dantes; 
*'  why,  how  can  you  manage  to  do  so  ?  " 

"Why,  I  made  a  vocabulary  of  the 
words  I  knew  ;  turned,  returned,  and  ar- 
ranged them,  so  as  to  enable  me  to  ex- 
press my  thoughts  through  their  medium. 
I  know  nearly  one  thousand  words,  which 
is  all  that  is  absolutel}^  necessary,  although 
I  believe  there  are  nearl,y  one  hundred 
thousand  in  the  diction.aries.  I  cannot 
hope  to  be  very  fluent,  but  I  certainly 
should  have  no  difficulty  in  explaining-  my 
wants  and  wishes ;  and  that  would  be 
quite  as  much  as  I  should  ever  require." 

Stronger  grew  the  wonder  of  Dantes, 
who  almost  fancied  he  had  to  do  with  one 
gifted  with  supernatural  powers  ;  still 
hoping  to  find  some  imperfection  which 
might  bring  him  down  to  a  level  with 
human  beings,  he  added,  "Then  if  you 
were  not  furnished  with  pens,  how  did  you 
manage  to  write  the  work  you  speak  of  ?  " 


"  I  made  myself  some  excellent  ones, 
which  would  be  universally  preferred  to 
all  others  if  once  known.  You  are  aware 
what  huge  whitings  are  served  to  us  on 
maigre  days.  Well,  I  selected  the  car- 
tilages of  the  heads  of  these  fishes,  and 
you  can  scarcely  imagine  the  delight  with 
which  I  welcomed  the  arrival  of  each 
V/ednesday,  Friday,  and  Saturday,  as 
affording  me  the  means  of  increasing  my 
stock  of  pens ;  for  I  will  freely  confess 
that  my  historical  labors  have  been  my 
greatest  solace  and  relief.  While  re- 
tracing the  past,  I  forget  the  present ; 
and  while  following  the  free  and  independ- 
ent course  of  historical  record,  I  cease  to 
remember  that  I  am  myself  immured 
within  the  gloomy  walls  of  a  dungeon." 

"  But  the  ink  requisite  for  copying  down 
your  ideas,"  said  Dantes;  "  how  have  you 
procured  that  ? " 

"I  will  tell  you,"  replied  Faria. 
"  There  was  formerly  a  fii-eplace  in  my 
dungeon,  but  closed  up  long  ere  I  became 
an  occupant  of  this  prison.  Still,  it  must 
have  been  man}'  years  in  use,  for  it  was 
thickly  covered  with  a  coating  of  soot : 
this  soot  I  dissolved  in  a  portion  of  the 
wine  brought  to  me  every  Sunday,  and  I 
assure  you  a  better  ink  cannot  be  desired. 
For  very  important  notes,  for  which 
closer  attention  is  required,  I  have  pricked 
one  of  my  fingers,  and  written  the  facts 
claiming  notice  in  blood." 

"And  when,"  asked  Dantes,  "will  you 
show  me  all  this?"  —  "Whenever  you 
please,"   replied    the  abbe. 

"  Oh,  then  let  it  be  directly  !  "  exclaimed 
the  young  man. 

"  Follow  me,  then,"  said  the  abbe,  as  he 
re-entered  the  subterraneous  passage,  in 
which  he  soon  disappeared,  followed  by 
Dantes. 


CHAPTER    XVII. 

THE    ABBF/S   chamber. 

After  having  passed  with  tolerable  ease 
through  the  subterranean  passage,  which, 
however,  did  not  admit  of  their  holding 
themselves  erect,  the  two  friends  reached 
the  further  end  of  the  corridor,  into  which 
the  cell  of  the  abbe  opened  :  from  that 
point  the  opening  became  much  narrower. 
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barely  permitting'  an  individual  to  creep 
throug-h  on  his  hands  and  knees.  The 
floor  of  the  abbe's  cell  was  paved,  and  it 
had  been  by  raising*  one  of  the  stones  in 
the  most  obscure  corner  that  Faria  had 
been  able  to  commence  the  laborious  task 
of  which  Dantes  had  witnessed  the  com_- 
pletion. 

As  he  entered  the  chamber  of  his  friend, 
Dantes  cast  around  one  eager  and  search- 
ing glance  in  quest  of  the  expected  mar- 
vels, but  nothing  more  than  common  met 
his  view. 

''  It  is  well,'*  said  the  abbe  ;  "  we  have 
some  hours  before  us — it  is  now  just  a 
quarter  past  twelve  o'clock."  Instinct- 
ively Dantes  turned  round  to  observe  by 
what  watch  or  clock  the  abbe  had  been 
able  so  accurately  to  specify  the  hour. 

"  Look  at  this  ray  of  light  which  enters 
by  m\'  window,"  said  the  abbe,  "  and 
then  observe  the  lines  traced  on  the  wall. 
Well,  by  means  of  these  lines,  which  are 
in  accordance  with  the  double  motion  of 
the  earth,  as  well  as  the  ellipses  it  de- 
scribes round  the  sun,  I  am  enabled  to 
ascertain  the  precise  hour  with  more 
minuteness  than  if  I  possessed  a  watch  : 
for  that  might  be  broken  or  deranged  in 
its  movements,  while  the  sun  and  earth 
never  vary  in  their  appointed  paths." 

This  last  explanation  was  wholly  lost 
upon  Dantes,  who  had  always  imagined, 
from  seeing  the  sun  rise  from  behind  the 
mountains  and  set  in  the  Mediterranean, 
that  it  moved,  and  not  the  earth.  A 
double  movement  in  the  globe  he  inhabited, 
and  of  which  he  could  feci  nothing',  ap- 
peared to  him  perfectly  impossible  ;  still, 
though  unable  to  comprehend  the  full 
meaning-  of  his  companion's  allusions,  each 
word  that  fell  from  his  lips  seemed  fi-;iught 
with  the  wonders  of  science,  as  admirably 
deserving"  of  being  brought  fully  to  light 
as  were  the  glitteiing  treasures  lie  eould 
just  recollect  having  visited  during  his 
earliest  youth  in  a  voyage  he  made  to 
Guzerat  and  Golconda. 

''Come,"  said  he  to  the  abbe,  "show 
me  the  wonderful  inventions  you  told  me 
of — I  am  all  impatience  to  beliolii  them." 

The  abbe  smiled,  and,  proceeding  to  the 
disused  fireplace,  raised,  by  the  help  of  his 


chisel,  a  long*  stone,  which  had  doubtless 
been  the  hearth,  beneath  which  was  a 
cavity  of  considerable  depth,  serving  as  a 
safe  depository  of  the  articles  mentioned 
to  Dantes. 

'•  What  do  you  wish  to  see  first  ?  " 
asked  the  abbe. 

•'  Oh  I  3'our  g'reat  work  on  the  fhonarchy 
of  Italy  !  " 

Faria  then  drew  forth  from  his  hiding- 
place  three  or  four  rolls  of  linen,  laid  one 
over  tlie  other,  like  the  folds  of  papyrus 
found  in  mummj'-cases.  These  rolls  con- 
sisted of  slips  of  cloth  about  four  inches 
wide  and  eighteen  long ;  they  were  all 
carefully  numbered  and  cloisely  covered 
with  writing,  so  legible  that  Dantes  could 
easih'  read  it,  as  well  as  make  out  the 
sense — it  being  in  Italian,  a  language  he, 
as  a  Provencal,  perfectly  understood. 

'•■  There  !  "  said  he,  "  there  is  the  work 
complete — I  wrote  the  word  finis  at  the 
end  of  the  last  pag'e  about  a  week  ago.  I 
have  torn  up  two  of  my  shirts,  and  as 
many  handkerchiefs  as  I  was  master  of,  to 
complete  the  precious  pages.  Should  I 
ever  get  out  of  prison,  and  find  a  printer 
courageous  enough  to  publish  what  1  have 
composed,  my  literary  reputation  is  for- 
ever secured." 

"  I  see,"  answered  Dantes.  "Now  let 
me  behold  the  curious  pens  with  which 
you  have  written  your  work." 

"Look!"  said  Faria,  showing  to  the 
young  man  a  slender  stick  about  six 
inches  long,  and  much  resembling  the  size 
of  the  handle  of  a  fine  painting-brush,  to 
the  end  of  which  was  tied,  by  a  piece  of 
thread,  one  of  those  cartilages  of  which 
the  abbe  had  before  spoken  to  Dantes  ;  it 
was  pointed,  and  divided  at  the  nib  like  an 
oidinary  pen.  Dantes  examined  it  with 
intense  admiration,  then  looked  around  to 
see  the  instrument  with  which  it  had  been 
shaped  so  correctly  into  form. 

"Ah.  I  see,"  said  Faria,  "you  are 
wondering  where  I  found  my  penknife,  are 
not  you  ?  Well,  I  must  confess  that  I 
look  upon  that  article  of  my  ingenuity  as 
tlie  very  perfection  of  all  mv  handiworks. 
I  made  it,  as  well  as  this  knife,  out  of  an 
old  iron  candlestick."  The  penknife  was 
sharp  and   keen   as  a    ra/.or  :  as  for  the 
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other  knife,  it  possessed  the  double  advan- 
tao-e  of  beins"  capable  of  serving'  either  as 
a  dag-g-er  or  a  knife. 

Dantes  examined  tlie  various  articles 
shown  to  him  with  the  same  attention 
he  had  bestowed  on  the  curiosities  and 
strange  tools  exhibited  in  the  shops  at 
Marseilles  as  the  works  of  the  savages  in 
the  South  Seas  from  whence  they  had  been 
brought  by  the  different  trading  vessels. 

"As  for  the  ink,"  said  Faria,  "I  told 
you  how  I  managed  to  obtain  that — and  I 
only  just  make  it  from  time  to  time,  as 
I  require  it." 

"There  is  one  thing  puzzles  me  still," 
observed  Dantes,  "  and  that  is  how  you 
managed  to  do  all  this  by  daylight  ?  " 

"•'  I  worked  at  night  also, "replied  Faria. 

"  Night ! — wh3%  for  Heaven's  sake,  are 
your  eyes  like  cats',  that  you  can  see  to 
work  in  the  dark  ?  " 

"  Indeed  thej^  are  not ;  but  a  beneficent 
Creator  has  supplied  man  with  intelli- 
gence and  ability  to  suppl}^  the  want  of 
the  power  you  allude  to.  I  furnished  my- 
self with  a  light  quite  as  good  as  that 
possessed  by  the  cat." 

"  You  did  ?     Pray  tell  me  how." 

"I  separated  the  fat  from  the  meat 
served  to  me,  melted  it,  and  made  a  most 
capital  oil — here  is  my  lamp.''  So  saying, 
the  abbe  exhibited  a  sort  of  vessel  very 
similar  to  those  emplo}' ed  upon  the  occa- 
sion of  public  illuminations. 

"  But  how  do  you  procure  a  light  ?  " 

"  Oh,  here  are  two  flints  and  a  morsel 
of  burned  linen." 

"  And  3'our  matches  ?  " 

"Were  easilj^  prepared.  I  feigned  a 
disorder  of  the  skin,  and  asked  for  a  little 
sulphur,  which  was  readily'  supplied." 
Dantes  laid  the  different  things  he  had 
been  looking  at  gently  on  the  table,  and 
stood  with  his  head  drooping  on  bis 
bi-cast,  as  though  overwhelmed  by  the 
p(>rsevering  spirit  and  strength  of  char- 
acter developed  in  each  fresh  trait  of  his 
new-fouhd  friend's  cor.duct. 

"  You  have  not  seen  all  yet,"  continued 
Faria,  "  for  I  did  not  think  it  wise  to  trust 
all  my  treasures  in  tlie  same  hiding-place. 
Let  us  shut  this  one  up,  and  tlien  you 
.shall  see  wliat  else  I  have  to   display.'' 


Dantes  helped  him  to  replace  the  stone  as 
th&y  first  found  it ;  the  abbe  sprinkled  a 
little  dust  over  it  to  conceal  the  traces  of 
its  having  been  removed,  rubbed  his  foot 
well  on  it  to  make  it  assume  the  same  ap- 
pearance as  the  other,  and  then,  going 
toward  his  bed,  he  removed  it  from  the 
spot  it  stood  in.  Behind  the  head  of  the 
bed,  and  concealed  by  a  stone  fitting  in 
so  closely  as  to  defy  all  suspicion,  was  a 
hollow  space,  and  in  this  space  a  ladder 
of  cords,  between  twenty-five  and  thirty 
feet  in  length.  Dantes  closely  and  eager- 
ly examined  it  :  he  found  it  firm,  solid, 
and  compact  enough  to  bear  any  weight. 

"  Who  supplied  3'ou  with  the  materials 
for  making  this  wonderful  work  ?  "  asked 
Dantes. 

"No  one  but  myself.  I  tore  up  several 
of  m^^  shirts,  and  unraveled  the  sheets  of 
my  bed,  during  m.j  three  3-ears'  imprison- 
ment at  Fenestrelle ;  and  when  I  was 
removed  to  the  Chateau  d'lf,  I  managed 
to  bring  the  ravelings  with  me,  so  that  I 
have  been  able  to  finish  my  work  here." 

"  And  was  it  not  discovered  that  your 
sheets  were  unhemmed  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  !  for  when  I  had  taken  out 
the  thread  I  required,  I  hemmed  the 
edges  over  again." — "  With  what?  " 

''  With  this  needle  I  "  said  the  abbe,  as, 
opening  his  ragged  vestments,  he  showed 
Dantes  a  long,  sharp  fish-bone,  with  a 
small  perforated  eye  for  the  thread,  a 
small  portion  of  which  still  remained  in  it. 
"I  once  thought,"  continued  Faria,  "of 
removing-  these  iron  bars,  and  letting 
myself  down  from  the  window,  which,  as 
3^ou  see,  is  somewhat  wider  than  yours, 
although  I  should  have  enlarged  it  still 
more  preparatory  to  \ny  flight ;  however, 
I  discovered  that  I  should  merely  have 
dropped  into  a  sort  of  inner  court,  and  1 
therefore  renounced  the  project  altogether 
as  too  full  of  risk  and  danger.  Neverthe- 
less, I  carefully  preserved  my  ladder 
against  one  of  thos(^  unforeseen  opportuni- 
ties of  which  I  spoke  just  now.  and  which 
sudden  chance  freciuently  brings  about." 
While  alfecting  to  be  deeply  engaged  in 
exannning  the  ladder,  the  mind  of  Dantes 
was,  in  fact,  busily  occupied  b}'  the  idea 
that   a   person   so   intelligeTit,  ingenious. 
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and  clear-sighted  as  the  abbe,  mig-ht 
probabl}^  be  enabled  to  dive  into  the  dark 
recesses  of  his  own  misfortunes,  and  cause 
that  light  to  shine  upon  the  mystery  con- 
nected with  them  he  had  in  vain  sought 
to  elicit. 

"What  are  you  thinking  of?"'  asked 
the  abbe  smilingly,  imputing  the  deep  ab- 
straction in  which  his  visitor  was  plunged 
to  the  excess  of  his  awe  and  wonder. 

''1  was  reflecting,  in  the  first  place," 
replied  Dantes,  "upon  the  enormous  de- 
gree of  intelligence  and  ability  \o\i  must 
have  employed  to  reach  the  high  perfec- 
tion to  which  you  have  attained.  If  3'ou 
thus  surpass  all  mankind  while  but  a 
prisoner,  what  would  j'ou  not  have  ac- 
complished free  ?  " 

"  Possibly  nothing  at  all ;  the  overflow 
of  my  brain  would  probably,  in  a  state  of 
freedom,  have  evaporated  in  a  thousand 
follies  ;  it  needs  trouble  and  difficulty  and 
danger  to  hollow  out  various  mysterious 
and  hidden  mines  of  human  intelligence. 
Pressure  is  required,  you  know%  to  ignite 
powder  :  captivitj'  has  collected  into  one 
single  focus  all  the  floating  faculties  of  my 
mind  ;  they  have  come  into  close  contact 
in  the  narrow  space  in  which  the3'^  have 
been  wedged  ;  and  you  are  well  aware 
that  from  the  collision  of  clouds  electricity 
is  produced — from  electricity  comes  the 
lightning,  from  whose  flash  we  have  light 
amid  our  greatest  darkness." 

"  Alas,  no  !  "  replied  Dantes.  "  I  know 
not  that  these  things  follow  in  such  nat- 
ural order.  Oh,  I  am  very  ignorant  !  and 
you  must  be  blessed  indeed  to  possess  the 
knowledge  a-ou  have." 

The  abbe  smiled.  "Well,"  said  he, 
**  but  you  had  another  subject  for  your 
thoughts  besides  admiration  for  me;  did 
you  not  sa}'  so  just  now  ?  " — "  I  did  ?  " 

"You  have  told  me  as  yet  but  one  of 
them — let  me  hear  the  other." 

"  It  was  this: — tiiat  while  you  had  I'c- 
lated  to  me  all  the  particulars  of  your 
past  life,  you  w(m-(^  pt'rfcclly  unacquainted 
with  mine." 

"Your  life,  my  young  friend,  has  not 
been  of  sufficient  length  to  admit  of  your 
having  passed  tlirough  any  very  impor- 
tant events." 


"  It  has  been  long  enough  to  inflict  on 
me  a  misfortune  so  great,  so  crushingly 
overwhelming,  that,  unconscious  as  I  am 
of  having  in  any  wa^-^  deserved  it,  I  would 
fain  know  who,  of  all  mankind,  has  been 
the  accursed  author  of  it,  that  I  rm.x  no 
longer  accuse  Heaven,  as  I  have  done  in 
ray  fury  and  despair,  of  willful  injustice 
toward  an  innocent  and  injured  man." 

•'Then  you  profess  ignorance  of  the 
crime  with  which  you  are  charged  ?" 

"  I  do,  indeed  ;  and  this  I  swear  b3'  the 
two  beings  most  dear  to  me  upon  earth — 
m}'  father  and  Mercedes." 

"  Come,"  said  the  abbe,  closing  his  hid- 
ing-place, and  pushing  the  bed  back  to  its 
original  situation,  "let  me  heai"  your 
story." 

Dantes  obeyed,  and  commenced  what 
he  called  his  history,  but  which  consisted 
onl,y  of  the  account  of  a  vo^-age  to  India, 
and  two  or  three  in  the  Levant,  until  he 
arrived  at  the  recital  of  his  last  cruise, 
with  the  death  of  Captain  Leclere,  and 
the  receipt  of  a  packet  to  be  delivered 
by  himself  to  the  grand  marechal ;  his 
interview  with  that  personage,  and  his 
receiving,  in  place  of  the  packet  brought, 
a  letter  addressed  to  M.  Noirtier — his  ar- 
rival at  Marseilles,  and  interview  with  his 
father — his  affection  for  Mercedes,  and 
their  nuptial  fete  —  his  arrest  and  sub- 
sequent examination  in  the  temporary 
prison  of  the  Palais  de  Justice,  ending  in 
his  final  inprisonment  in  the  Chateau  d'If. 
From  the  period  of  his  arrival  all  was  a 
blank  to  Dantes — he  knew  nothing,  not 
even  the  length  of  time  he  had  been  im- 
prisoned. His  recital  finished,  the  abbe 
reflected  long  and  earnestly. 

"There  is,"  said  he,  at  the  end  of  his 
meditations,  "a  clever  maxim,  which 
beais  upon  what  I  was  saying  to  you  some 
little  while  ago,  and  that  is,  that  unless 
wicked  ideas  take  root  in  a  naturally  de- 
praved mind,  luiman  nature,  in  a  right 
and  wholesome  state,  revolts  at  crime. 
Si  ill,  from  an  artificial  civilizatfon  have 
originated  wants,  vices,  arid  false  tastes, 
which  occasionally  become  so  powerful  as 
to  stifie  within  us  all  good  feelings,  and 
ultimately  to  lead  us  into  guilt  and  wick- 
edness.    From  tliis  view  of  things,  then, 
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comes  the  axiom  I  allude  to — that  if  you 
wish  to  discover  the  author  of  any  bad 
action,  seek  first  to  discover  the  person  to 
whom  the  perpetration  of  that  bad  action 
could  be  in  an}'  way  advantageous.  Now, 
to  appl.y  it  in  your  case  : — to  whom  could 
3'our  disappearance  have  been  service- 
able?" 

"To  no  breathing-  soul.  Why,  who 
could  have  cared  about  the  removal  of  so 
insignificant  a  person  as  m3'self  ?  " 

"Do  not  speak  thus,  for  your  repl3' 
evinces  neither  logic  nor  philosophy ; 
everj'thing  is  relative,  m\^  dear  young 
friend,  from  the  king  who  obstructs  Jiis 
successor's  immediate  possession  of  the 
throne,  to  the  occupant  of  a  place  for 
which  the  supernumerary  to  whom  it  has 
been  promised  ardently  longs.  Now,  in 
the  event  of  the  king's  death,  his  succes- 
sor inlierits  a  crown  : — when  the  placeman 
dies,  the  supernumerary  steps  into  his 
shoes,  and  receives  his  salary  of  twelve 
thousand  livres.  Well,  these  twelve  thou- 
sand livres  are  his  civil  list,  and  are  as 
essential  to  him  as  the  twelve  millions  of 
a  kmg.  Every  individual,  from  the  high- 
est to  the  lowest  degree,  has  his  place  in 
the  ladder  of  social  life,  and  around  him 
are  grouped  a  little  world  of  interests, 
composed  of  stormy  passions  and  conflict- 
ing atoms  ;  but  let  us  return  to  your 
world.  You  say  you  were  on  the  point  of 
being  appointed  captain  of  the  Pharaon  ?  " 
''I  was." 

''And  about  to  become  the  husband  of 
a  young  and  lov^ely  girl  ?  " — ''True." 

"Now,  could  an}'  one  have  had  any  in- 
terest in  preventing  the  accomplishment 
of  these  two  circumstances?  But  let  us 
first  settle  the  question  as  to  its  being  the  in- 
terest of  any  one  to  hinder  you  from  being 
captain  of  the  Pharaon.  What  say  you?" 
"I  cannot  believe  such  was  the  case.  I 
was  generally  liked  on  board  ;  and  had  the 
sailors  possessed  the  right  of  selecting  a 
captain  themselves,  I  feel  convinced  their 
choice  would  have  fallen  on  me.  There 
was  only  one  p^n-son  among  tlie  crew  who 
had  anj'  feeling  of  ill-will  toward  me.  I 
had  quarreled  with  liim  some  time  pre- 
viously, and  had  even  challenged  him  to 
fight  me;  but  he  refused." 


"  Now  we  are  getting  on.  And  what 
was  this  man's  name  ?  " — "  Danglars." 

"  What  rank  did  he  hold  on  board  ?  " 

"He  was  supercargo." 

"  And  had  you  been  captain,  should  you 
have  retained  him  in  his  employment  ?  " 

"Not  if  the  choice  had  remained  with 
me,  for  I  had  frequenilj'-  observed  inac- 
curacies in  his  accounts." 

"  Good  again  !  Now  then,  tell  me,  was 
an}'  person  present  during  your  last  con- 
versation with  Captain  Leclere  ?  " 

"No,  we  were  quite  alone." 

"Could  \'our  conversation  be  overheard 
by  any  one  ?  " 

"  It  might,  for  the  cabin  door  was  open  ; 
— and — stay;  now  I  recollect — Danglars 
himself  passed  b}-  just  as  Captain  Leclei-e 
was  giving  me  the  packet  for  the  grand 
marechal." 

"That  will  do,"  cried  the  abbe  :  "now 
we  are  on  the  right  scent.  Did  you  take 
anybody  with  you  when  you  put  into  the 
port  of  Elba  ?  ''— "  Nobody." 

"  Somebody  there  received  j'our  packet, 
and  gave  you  a  letter  in  place  of  it,  I 
think?" — "Yes:  the  grand  marechal  did." 

"  And  wiiat  did  you  do  with  that  let- 
ter ?  " — "  Put  it  into  my  pocket-book." 

"Ah!  indeed!  You  had  your  pocket- 
book  with  you,  then  ?  Now,  how  could  a 
pocket-book,  large  enough  to  contain  an 
official  letter,  find  suflB,cient  room  in  the 
pockets  of  a  sailor?" 

"You  are  right:  I  had  it  not  with  me 
— it  was  left  on  board." 

"Then  it  was  not  till  your  return  to 
the  ship  that  3'ou  placed  the  letter  in 
the  pocket-book?" — "No." 

"And  what  did  you  do  with  this  same 
letter  while  returning  from  Porto-Ferrajo 
to  your  vessel?  " 

"I  carried  it  in  my  hand." 

"So  that  when  you  went  on  board  the 
Pharaon,  everybody  could  perceive  you 
held  a  letter  in  your  hand  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure  they  couUl." 

"  Danglars,  as  well  as  the  rest  ?  "' 

"  Yes  ;  he  as  well  as  others." 

"Now,  listen  to  me,  and  try  to  recall 
every  circumstance  attending  your  arrest. 
Do  you  recollect  the  words  in  which  the 
information  asrainst  vou  was  couched?" 
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"Oh  yes!  I  read  it  over  three  times, 
and  the  words  sank  deeply  into  my  mem- 
ory."— "  Repeat  it  to  me." 

Dantes  paused  a  few  instants,  as  thoug-h 
collecting-  his  ideas,  then  said,  ''  This  is  it, 
word  for  word  : — '  M.  le  Procureur  du  E,oi 
is  informed  by  a. friend  to  the  throne  and 
religion,  that  an  individual,  named  Ed- 
mond  Dantes,  second  in  command  on 
board  the  Pharaon,  this  daj'^  arrived  from 
Smyrna,  after  having  touched  at  Naples 
and  Porto-Ferrajo,  has  been  charged  b}' 
Murat  with  a  packet  for  the  usurper ; 
again,  by  the  usurper,  with  a  letter  for 
the  Bonapartist  Club  in  Paris.  This  proof 
of  his  guilt  may  be  procured  by  his  imme- 
diate arrest,  as  the  letter  will  be  found 
either  about  his  person,  at  his  father's 
residence,  or  in  his  cabin  on  board  the 
Pharaon.''  " — The  abbe  slirugged  up  his 
shoulders.  "The  thing  is  clear  as  daj'," 
said  he ;  "  and  you  must  have  had  a  very 
unsuspecting  nature,  as  well  as  a  good 
heart,  not  to  have  suspected  the  origin  of 
the  whole  affair." 

"  Do  3'ou  really  think  so  ?  Ah,  tliat 
would  indeed  be  the  treachery  of  a  vil- 
lain !  " 

"How  did  Danglars  usually  Avrite  ?  " 

"Oh  !  extremely  well." 

"And  how  was  the  anon3niious  letter 
written?" 

"All  the  wrong  way — backwards,  you 
know."     Again    the    abbe    smiled. 

"In  fact  it  was  a  disguised  liand  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  ;  it  was  very  boldly  writ- 
ten, if  disguised." 

"Stop  a  bit,"  said  the  abbe,  taking  up 
what  he  called  his  pen,  and,  after  dipping 
it  into  the  ink,  he  wrote  on  a  moi'sel  of 
prepared  linen,  with  his  left  hand,  the 
first  two  or  three  words  of  the  accusation. 
Dantes  drew  back,  and  gazed  on  the  abbe 
with  a  sensation  almost  amounting  to  ter- 
ror. 

"How  very  astouishing  I  "  cried  he,  at 
length.  "Why  your  writing  exactlj' re- 
sembles lliat  of  the  accusation  !  " 

"  Siini)ly  because  that  accusation  had 
been  written  with  \\n\  lel'L  liaiui  ;  and  I 
have  always  remai'ked  one  thing — " 

"  What  is  that  ?  "— "  That  wlicreas  all 
writinir  done  witli  the   right  hand  \ari<?s. 


that  performed  with  the  left  hand  is  in- 
variably similar." 

"You  have  evidently  seen  and  observed 
everything." — "Let  us  proceed." 

"Oh  !  yes,  yes  !    Let  us  go  on." 

"Now  as  regards  the  second  question. 
Was  there  an}"  person  whose  interest  it 
was  to  prevent  your  marriage  with  Mer- 
cedes? " 

"  Yes,  a  young  man  who  loved  her." 

"  And  his  name  was — " 

"Fernand." 

"  That  is  a  Spanish  name,  I  think  ?  " 

"'  He  was  a  Catalan." 

"  You  imagine  him  capable  of  writing 
the  letter?" 

"  Oh,  no  !  he  would  more  likely  have 
got  rid  of  me  b}'  sticking  a  knife  into  me." 

"  That  is  in  strict  accordance  with  the 
Spanish  character ;  an  assassination  they 
w^ill  unhesitatingly  commit,  but  an  act  of 
cowardice,  never." 

"Besides,"  said  Dantes,  "the  various 
circumstances  mentioned  in  the  letter  were 
Avholh"  unknown  to  him." 

"You  had.  never  spoken  of  them  your- 
self to  any  one  ?  " 

"To  no  person  whatever." 

"  Not  even  to  your  mistress  ?  " 

"No,  not  even  to  my  betrothed  bride." 

"  Then  it  is  Dangiai's,  beyond  a  doubt." 

'•  I  feel  quite  sure  of  it  now." 

"  Wait  a  little.  Pray  was  Danglars  ac- 
quainted with  Fernand?  " 

"  No — yes,  he  was.     Now  I  recollect — " 

"What?"— "To  have  seen  them  both 
sitting  at  table  together  beneath  an  arbor 
at  Pere  Pam})hile  the  evening  before  the 
day  fixed  for  my  w'edding.  They  Averc  in 
earnest  conversation.  Danglars  was  jok- 
ing in  a  friendly  way,  but  Fernand  looked 
pale  and  agitated." 

"Were  they  alone?" — "There  wa.s  a 
third  person  with  them  whom  I  knew  per- 
fectly  well,  and  who  had,  in  all  probability, 
made  their  ac(iuaintance;  lie  was  a  tailor 
namod  Caderousse,  but  he  was  quite  in- 
toxicated. Stay! — stay!  —  How  strange 
that  it  should  not  liave  occurred  to  me 
helore  !  Now  1  icuieniber  quite  well  that 
on  the  tabh;  I'ound  which  they  were  sitting 
were  pens,  ink,  and  pai)er.  Oh  !  tiie 
heartless,    treacherous  scoundrels!"   ex- 
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claimed  Dantes,  pressing-  his  hand  to  his 
throbbing-  brows. 

''Is  there  anything  else  I  can  assist  you 
in  discovering,  besides  the  villainy  of  your 
I'riends  ?  "  inquired  the  abbe. 

"Yes,  yes,''  replied  Dantes,  eag-erly  ; 
'-I  would  beg-  of  you,  who  see  so  com- 
pletelj^  to  the  depths  of  things,  and  to 
whom  the  greatest  mystery  seems  but  an 
easy  riddle,  to  explain  to  me  how  it  was 
that  I  underwent  no  second  examination, 
was  never  brought  to  trial,  and  above  all, 
my  being  condemned  witiiout  ever  having 
had  sentence  passed  on  mo?  " 

"  That  is  altogether  a  different  and  moi-e 
serious  matter,"  responded  the  abbe. 
"  The  ways  of  justice  are  frequentl3^  too 
dark  and  mysterious  to  be  easil}^  pene- 
trated. All  we  have  hitherto  done  in  the 
matter  has  been  child's  play.  If  3^ou  wish 
me  to  enter  upon  the  more  difficult  part 
of  the  business,  you  must  assist  me  by  the 
most  minute  information  on  every  point." 

"  That  I  will  gladly.  So  pray  begin, 
my  dear  abbe,  and  ask  me  whatever  ques- 
tions you  please  ;  for,  in  good  truth,  3'ou 
seem  to  turn  over  the  pages  of  my  past 
life  far  better  than  I  could  do  myself." 

*'  In  the  first  place,  then,  who  examined 
.you — the  procureur  du  roi,  his  deputj^  or 
a  magistrate  ?" — "  The  deputy." 

"  Was  he  young  or  old  ?  " 

''  About  six  or  seven-and-twent}'  years 
of  age,  I  should  sa3^" 

"  To  be  sure,"  answered  the  abbe.  "  Old 
enough  to  be  ambitious,  but  not  sufficiently 
so  to  liave  hardened  his  heart.  And  how 
did  he  treat  you  ?  " 

"  With  more  of  mildness  than  severity." 

"  Did  3^ou  tell  him  your  whole  stor^'-  ?  " 

"  I  did." — ''  And  did  his  conduct  chang-e 
at  all  in  the  course  of  your  examination  ?" 

"Yes;  certainly  he  did  appear  much 
disturbed  when  he  read  tbe  letter  that  had 
brought  me  into  this  scrape.  He  seemed 
quite  overcome  at  the  thoughts  of  the 
danger  I  was  in." 

'^  You  were  in!" — "-Yes;  for  whom 
else  could  he  have  felt  any  apprehensions  I" 

"TluMi  you  feel  quite  convinced  lu'  sin- 
cerely pitied  your  misfortune  'i  '" 

"Why,  he  gave  me  one  great  proof  of 
his  sympathy,  at  least  ?  " 


"  And  what  was  that  ?  " 

'-  He  burned  the  sole  proof  that  could  at 
all  have  criminated  me." 

"  Do  you  mean  the  letter  of  accusa- 
tion ?  " — "Oh,  no!  the  letter  I  was  in- 
trusted to  convej'  to  Paris." 

"  Are  you  sure  he  burned  it  ?  " 

"■  He  did  so  before  my  e^-es." 

"  A}^,  indeed  !  that  alters  the  case  and 
leads  to  the  conclusion  that  this  man 
might,  after  all,  be  a  greater  scoundrel 
than  I  at  first  believed." 

"Upon  m}^  word,"  said  Dantes,  "you 
make  me  shudder.  If  I  listen  much  longer 
to  you,  I  shall  believe  the  world  is  ffiled 
with  tigers  and  crocodiles." 

*'•'  Only  remember  that  two-legged  tigers 
and  crocodiles  are  more  dangerous  than 
those  that  walk  on  four." 

"  Never  mind,  let  us  g-o  on." 

"With  all  my  heart !  You  tell  me  he 
burned  the  letter  in  your  presence  ?  '' 

"He  did;  saying  at  the  same  time, 
'  You  see  I  thus  destro}'  the  only  proof 
existing-  against  3'OU.'  " 

"  This  action  is  somewhat  too  sublime 
to  be  natural." — "  You  think  so  ?  " 

"I  am  sure  of  it.  To  whom  was  this 
letter  addressed?*" — "To  M.  Xoirtier,  Xo. 
13,  Rue  Coq-Heron,  Paris.'" 

"  Now  can  you  conceive  any  interest 
3^our  heroic  deputj^-procureur  could  hy  any 
possibilitj"  have  had  in  the  destruction  of 
that  letter?  '" 

"Wh}^  it  is  not  altogether  impossible 
he  might  have  had,  for  he  made  me  promise 
several  times  never  to  speak  of  that  letter 
to  any  one,  assuring-  me  he  so  advised  me 
for  m.y  own  interest  ;  and  more  than  this, 
he  insisted  on  my  taking  a  solemn  oath 
never  to  utter  the  name  mentioned  in  the 
address." 

"  Noirtier  !  "'  repeated  the  abbe  :  "  Noir- 
tier  I — I  knew  a  person  of  that  name  at 
the  court  of  the  queen  of  Etruria — a  Noir- 
tier who  had  been  a  Girondin  during  the 
Revolution  !  What  was  your  deputy 
called  ?  "' 

"De  Villefort !  "  The  abbe  buret  into 
a  fit  of  laughter  :  while  Dantes  grazed  on 
him  in  utter  astonishment. 

"  What  ails  you  ?  "  said  he,  at  length. 

*'  Do  vou  see  this  ra\-  of  light  ?  " 
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"  Well,  I  see  my  way  into  the  full  mean- 
ing* of  all  the  proceeding's  against  you  more 
clearly  than  you  even  discern  that  sun- 
beam. Poor  fellow  !  poor  young  man  ! 
And  you  tell  me  this  magistrate  expressed 
great  sympathy  and  commiseration  for 
you?"— ''He  did!" 

"  And  the  worthy  man  destroj'ed  your 
compromising"  letter  ?  " 

"  He  burned  it  before  me  !  " 

"  And  then  made  you  swear  never  to 
utter  the  name  of  Noirtier  ?  " 

''Certainly  I  " 

"Why,  you  poor  short-sighted  simple- 
ton, can  you  not  g"uess  who  this  Noirtier 
was,  whose  very  name  he  was  so  careful 
to  keep  concealed?  " 

"  Indeed,  I  cannot  !  " 

'•'  No  other  than  the  father  of  3-our  53- m- 
pathetic  deputj'-procureur. ' ' 

Had  a  thunderbolt  fallen  at  the  feet  of 
Dantes,  or  hell  opened  its  3'awning'  gulf 
before  him,  he  could  not  have  been  more 
completely  transfixed  with  horror  than  at 
the  sound  of  words  so  wholl}'  unexpected, 
revealing  as  they  did  the  fiendish  perfidy 
which  had  consigned  him  to  wear  out  his 
daj'S  in  the  dark  cell  of  a  prison  that  was 
to  him  as  a  living  g-rave.  Starting'  up, 
he  clasped  his  hands  around  his  head  as 
thoug'h  to  prevent  liis  very  brain  fi'om 
bursting,  as  in  a  choked  and  almost  in- 
articulate voice  lie  exclaimed,  "His father! 
oh,  no  !  not  his  father,  surely  !  " 

"  His  own  father,  I  assure  you,"  replied 
the  abbe,  "  his  right  name  was  Noirtier 
de  Villefort !  "  At  this  instant  a  bright 
light  shot  through  the  mind  of  Dantes, 
and  cleared  up  all  that  had  been  dark  and 
obscure  before.  The  change  that  had 
come  over  Villefort  during  the  examina- 
tion ;  the  destruction  of  the  letter,  the 
exacted  promise,  the  almost  supplicating' 
tones  of  the  magistrate,  who  seemed 
rather  to  implore  mercy  than  denounce 
punishment  —  all  returned  willi  a  stun- 
ning force  to  his  memory.  A  cry  of 
mental  agony  escaped  his  lips,  and  he 
staggered  against  the  wall  almost  like 
a  drunken  man  ;  then,  as  the  paroxysm 
passed  away,  he  hurried  to  tli<!  opening 
conducting  from    the    abbe's  cell  to  his 


own,  and  said — "  I  must  be  alone  to  think 
over  all  this." 

When  he  regained  his  dungeon  he  threw 
himself  on  his  bed,  where  the  turnkey 
found  him  at  his  evening  visit,  sitting, 
with  fixed  g"aze  and  contracted  features, 
still  and  motionless  as  a  statue ;  but, 
during  hours  of  deep  meditation,  which 
to  hun  had  seemed  but  as  minutes,  he 
had  formed  a  fearful  resolution,  and  bound 
himself  to  its  fulfillment  b\'  a  solemn  oath. 
Dantes  was  at  length  roused  from  his 
reverie  b^'  the  voice  of  Faria,  who,  having 
also  been  visited  by  his  jailer,  had  come 
to  invite  his  fellow-sufferer  to  share  his 
supper.  The  reputation  of  being  out  of 
his  mind,  though  harmlessly  and  even 
amusingly  so,  had  procured  for  the  abbe 
greater  privileg-es  than  were  allowed  to 
prisoners  in  g-eneral.  He  was  supplied 
with  bread  of  a  finer,  whiter  description 
than  the  usual  prison  fare,  and  even  re- 
galed each  Sunda\'  with  a  small  quantity 
of  wine  ;  the  jDresent  d:\x  chanced  to  be 
Sunda}',  and  the  abbe  came,  delighted  at 
such  luxuries  to  ofi"er  his  new  friend. 
Dantes  followed  him  with  a  firm  and  as- 
sured step  ;  his  features  had  lost  their 
almost  spasmodic  contraction,  and  now 
wore  their  usual  expression ;  but  there 
was  that  in  his  whole  appearance  that 
bespoke  one  who  had  come  to  a  fixed  and 
desperate  resolve.  Faria  bent  on  him  his 
penetrating  eye:  "I  reg^ret  now,"  said 
he,  "having  helped  you  in  your  late  in- 
quiries, or  having  given  you  the  infor- 
mation I  did." 

"  Why  so  ?  "  interrupted  Dantes. 

"  Because  it  has  instilled  a  new  passion 
into  your  heart — that  of  vengeance." 

A  bitter  smile  played  over  the  features 
of  the  young  man  :  "  Let  us  talk  of  some- 
thing else,"  said  he. 

Again  the  abbe  looked  al  him,  then 
mournfully  shook  liis  head  ;  but  in  accord- 
ance with  Dantes'  request,  he  began  to 
speak  of  other  matters.  Th(»  eldi'r  pris- 
oner was  one  of  those  persons  whose 
conversation,  like  that  of  all  who  have 
experienced  many  tiials,  contained  many 
useful  atid  important  hints  as  well  as  sound 
information  ;  but  it  was  never  egotistical, 
for  the   unfortunate   man  never  alluded 
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to  his  own  sorrows.  Dantes  listened  with 
admiring"  attention  to  all  he  said ;  some 
of  his  remarks  corresponded  with  what 
he  already  knew,  or  applied  to  the  sort 
of  knowledge  his  nautical  life  had  enabled 
him  to  acquire.  A  part  of  the  good  abbe's 
words,  however,  were  wholl\'  incompre- 
hensible to  him ;  but,  like  those  aurorae 
boreales  which  serve  to  light  the  naviga- 
tors ill  northern  latitudes,  the^''  sufficed 
to  open  fresh  views  to  the  inquiring  mind 
of  the  listener,  and  to  give  a  glimpse  of 
new  horizons,  illumined  by  the  wild 
meteoric  flash,  enabling  him  justly  to 
estimate  the  delight  an  intellectual  mind 
would  have  in  following  the  high  and 
towering  spirit  of  one  so  richly  gifted 
as  Faria  in  all  the  giddiest  heiglits  or 
lowest  depths  of  science. 

"  You  must  teach  me  a  small  part  of 
what  you  know,"  said  Dantes,  ''if  only 
to  prevent  your  growing  weary  of  me.  I 
can  well  believe  that  so  learned  a  person 
as  yourself  would  prefer  absolute  solitude 
to  being  tormented  with  the  companj^  of 
one  as  ignorant  and  uninformed  as  myself. 
If  you  will  onlj''  agree  to  my  request,  I 
promise  you  never  to  mention  another 
word  about  escaping."  The  abbe  smiled. 
**Alas!  my  child,"  said  he,  "human 
knowledge  is  confined  within  very  narrow^ 
limits ;  and  when  I  have  taught  you 
mathematics,  physics,  history,  and  the 
three  or  four  modern  languages  with 
which  I  am  acquainted,  j^ou  will  know  as 
nmch  as  I  do  myself.  Now,  it  will  scarce- 
ly require  two  years  for  me  to  commu- 
nicate to  you  the  stock  of  learning  I 
possess." 

*'•  Two  years  !  "  exclaimed  Dantes  ;  ''do 
you  really  believe  I  can  acquire  all  these 
things  in  so  short  a  time  ?  " — "  Not  their 
application,  certainly,  but  their  principles 
you  may  ;  to  learn  is  not  to  know  ;  there 
are  the  leai'norsand  the  learned.  Memory 
makes  the  one,  philosophy  the  other." 

"  But  can  I  not  learn  philosophy  as  well 
as  other  things  ?  " 

"My  son,  philosophy,  as  I  understand 
it,  is  reducible  to  no  rules  by  which  it  can 
be  learned  ;  it  is  the  amalgamation  of  all 
the  sciences,  the  golden  cloud  which  bears 
the  soul  to  heaven." 


"Well,  then,"  saiu  Dantes,  "  leaving 
philosophy  out  of  the  question,  tell  me 
what  you  shall  teach  me  first  ?  I  feel  m}' 
great  need  of  scientific  knowledge,  and 
long  to  begin  the  av ork  of  improvement  : 
sa}"-,  when  shall  we  commence  ?  " 

"Directly,  if  you  will,"  replied  the 
abbe.  And  that  very  evening  the  prison- 
ers sketched  a  plan  of  education,  to  be 
entered  upon  the  following  da3^  Dantes 
possessed  a  prodigious  memory,  combined 
with  an  astonishing  quickness  and  readi- 
ness of  conception ;  the  mathematical 
turn  of  his  mind  rendered  him  apt  at  all 
kinds  of  calculation,  while  his  naturally 
poetical  feelings  threw  a  light  and  pleas- 
ing veil  over  the  dry  reality  of  arithmetical 
computation  or  the  rigid  severity  of  lines. 
He  already  knew^  Italian,  and  had  also 
picked  up  a  little  of  the  Romaic  dialect 
during  his  different  voyages  to  the  East  : 
and  by  the  aid  of  these  two  languages 
he  easily  comprehended  the  construction 
of  all  the  others,  so  that  at  the  end  of  six 
months  he  began  to  speak  Spanish,  En- 
glish, and  German.  In  strict  accordance 
with  the  promise  made  to  the  abbe,  Dan- 
tes never  even  alluded  to  flight ;  it  might 
have  been  that  the  delight  his  studies 
afforded  him  supplied  the  place  of  liberty  ; 
or,  probably,  the  recollection  of  his  pledged 
word  (a  point,  as  we  have  already  seen, 
to  which  he  paid  a  rigid  attention),  kept 
him  from  reverting  to  any  plan  for  escape  ; 
but,  absorbed  in  the  acquisition  of  knowl- 
edge, days,  even  months,  passed  by  un- 
heeded in  one  rapid  and  instructive 
course ;  time  flew  on,  and  at  the  end  of 
a  year  Dantes  was  a  new  man.  With 
Faria,  on  the  contrary,  Dantes  remarked 
that,  in  spite  of  the  relief  his  society 
afforded,  he  daily  grew  sadder;  one 
thought  seemed  incessantly  to  harass  and 
distract  his  mind.  Sometimes  he  would 
fall  into  long  reveries,  sigh  heavily  and 
involuntarily,  then  suddenly  rise,  and, 
with  folded  arms,  begin  pacing  the  con- 
fined space  of  his  dungeon.  One  day  he 
stopped  all  at  once  in  the  midst  of  these 
so  often-repeated  promenades,  and  ex- 
claimed :  "Ah,  if  there  were  no  senti- 
nel !  " 

*•  There  shall  not  be  one  a  minute  longer 
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than  you  please,"  said  Dantes,  who  had 
followed  the  working  of  his  thouglits  as 
accuratel^'^  as  though  his  brain  were  in- 
closed in  crj'stal  so  clear  as  to  display  its 
minutest  operations. 

''I  have  already-  told  you,"  answered 
the  abbe,  "  that  I  loathe  the  idea  of  shed- 
ding blood." 

'•  Still,  in  our  case,  the  death  we  should 
bestow  would  not  be  dictated  by  any  wild 
or  savage  propensity,  but  as  a  necessary 
step  to  secure  our  own  personal  safety  and 
preservation." 

"  No  matter  !  I  could  never  agree  to  it." 

"  Still,  you  have  thought  of  it  ?  " 

"Incessantly',  alas  !  "  cried  the  abbe. 

"  And  you  have  discovered  a  means  of 
regaining  our  freedom,  have  you  not  ?  ' " 
asked  Dantes,  eagerly. — "I  have;  if  it 
were  only  possible  to  place  a  deaf  and 
blind  sentinel  in  the  gallery  beyond  us." 

''  I  will  undertake  to  render  him  both," 
replied  the  young  man,  with  an  air  of  de- 
termined resolution  that  made  his  com- 
panion shudder. 

"  No,  no  !  "  cried  the  abbe  ;  "  I  tell  you 
the  thing  is  impossible  ;  name  it  no  more  !  " 
In  vain  did  Dantes  endeavor  to  renew  the 
subject ;  the  abbe  shook  his  head  in  token 
of  disapproval,  but  refused  any  further 
conversation  respecting  it.  Three  months 
passed  awa3^ 

"  Do  you  feel  yourself  strong  ?  "  inquired 
the  abbe  of  Dantes.  The  young  man,  in 
reply,  took  up  the  chisel,  bent  it  into  the 
form  of  a  horse-shoe,  and  then  as  readily 
straightened  it. 

"And  will  3'ou  engage  not  to  do  any 
harm  to  the  sentry,  except  as  a  last  ex- 
tremity ?  " — "  I  promise  on  my  honor  not 
to  hurt  a  hair  of  his  head,  unless  positive- 
ly obliged  for  our  mutual  preservation." 

"  Then,"  said  the  abbe,  "  we  may  hope 
to  put  our  design  into  execution." — "And 
how  long  shall  we  be  in  accomplishing  tlie 
necessary'  work  ?  " — "  At  least  a  year." 

"  And  shall  we  begin  at  once  ?  " — "  Di- 
rectly." 

"  We  have  lost  a  year  to  no  purpose  !  " 
cried  Dantes. 

"  Do  yoii  consider  the  last  twelve  inonths 
as  wasted  ?  "  asked  the  abbe  in  a  tone  of 
mild    reproach.  —  "Forgive   me!"   cried 


Edmond,  blushing  deepl}'  ;  "  I  am  indeed 
ungfateful  to  have  hinted  such  a  thing." 

"  Tut,  tut  !  "  answered  the  abbe,  "  man 
is  but  man  at  last,  and  3'ou  arc  about  the 
best  specimen  of  the  genus  I  have  ever 
known.  Come,  let  me  show  a'ou  my  plan." 
The  abbe  then  showed  Dantes  the  sketch 
he  had  made  for  their  escape.  It  consisted 
of  a  plan  of  his  own  cell  and  that  of  Dan- 
tes, with  the  corridor  which  united  them. 
In  this  passage  he  proposed  to  form  a 
tunnel,  such  as  is  employed  in  mines;  this 
tunnel  would  conduct  the  two  prisoners 
immediately  beneath  the  gallery  where 
the  sentry  kept  watch  ;  once  there,  a  large 
excavation  would  be  made,  and  one  of  the 
flag-stones  with  which  the  gallery  was 
paved  be  so  completely  loosened  that  at 
the  desired  moment  it  would  give  way 
beneath  the  soldier's  feet,  who,  falling  into 
the  excavation  below,  would  be  immedi- 
ately bound  and  gagged,  ere,  stunned  by 
the  effects  of  his  fall,  he  had  power  to  offer 
any  resistance.  The  prisoners  were  then 
to  make  their  way  through  one  of  the  gal- 
ler}'^  windows,  and  to  let  themselves  down 
from  the  outer  w^alls  b,y  means  of  the 
abbe's  ladder  of  cords.  The  e.yes  of  Dantes 
sparkled  with  joy,  and  he  rubbed  his  hands 
with  delight  at  the  idea  of  a  plan  so  sim- 
ple, yet  apparently  so  certain  to  succeed. 

That  very  day  the  miners  commenced 
their  labor,  and  that  with  so  much  more 
vigor  and  alacrity,  as  it  succeeded  to  a 
long  rest  from  fatigue,  and  was  destined, 
in  all  probabilit3%  to  carry  out  the  dearest 
wish  of  the  heart  of  each.  Nothing  inter- 
rupted the  progress  of  their  work  except 
the  necessity  of  returning  to  their  respect- 
ive cells  against  the  hour  in  which  their 
jailer  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  them  ; 
thej'  had  learned  to  distinguish  the  almost 
imperceptible  sound  of  his  footsteps  as  he 
descended  toward  th(Mf  dungeons,  and, 
happily,  never  failed  b(>ing  prepared  for 
his  coming.  The  fresh  earth  excavated 
during  their  present  work,  and  which 
would  have  entirely  blocked  up  the  old 
passage,  was  tlirown,  by  degrees  and  with 
the  utmost  precaution,  out  of  the  window 
in  eitlier  Faria's  oi-  Dantes'  cell,  the  rub- 
bish being  lirst  i)ulveri/,ed  so  finely  that 
the  night  wind  carrieH  it  far  a  wav  without 
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pGrinittingr  the  smallest  trace  to  remain. 
More  than  a  j^ear  had  been  consumed  in 
this  undertaking-,  the  only  tools  for  which 
had  been  a  chisel,  a  knife,  and  a  wooden 
lever;  Faria  still  continuing'  to  instruct 
Dantes  by  conversing"  with  him,  sometimes 
in  one  languag-e,  sometimes  in  another ;  at 
others,  relating  to  him  the  histor}^  of  na- 
tions and  g-reat  men  who  from  time  to  time 
have  left  behind  them  one  of  those  bright 
tracks  called  gior^'. 

The  abbe  was  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
liad,  moreover,  mixed  in  the  first  society 
of  the  da,y  ;  his  appearance  was  impressed 
witli  that  air  of  melancliol}^  dig-nit}^  which 
Dantes,  thanks  to  the  imitative  powers 
bestowed  on  him  by  nature,  easily  ac- 
quired, as  well  as  that  outward  polish  and 
politeness  he  had  before  been  wanting*  in, 
and  which  is  seldom  possessed  except  by 
those  who  have  been  placed  in  constant 
intercourse  with  persons  of  high  birth  and 
breeding.  At  the  end  of  fifteen  months 
the  tunnel  Avas  made,  and  the  excavation 
completed  beneath  the  g-allerj-,  and  the 
two  workmen  could  distinctly  hear  the 
measured  tread  of  the  sentinel  as  he  paced 
to  and  fro  over  their  heads. 

Compelled,  as  the}^  were,  to  await  a 
niglit  sufficiently  dark  to  favor  their  flight, 
they  were  oblig-ed  to  defer  their  final  at- 
tempt till  that  auspicious  moment  should 
arrive  ;  their  greatest  dread  now  was  lest 
the  stone  throug-h  which  the  sentrj'^  was 
doomed  to  fall  should  g"ive  Avay  before  its 
right  time,  and  this  they  had  in  some 
measure  provided  ag-ainst  by  placing  under 
it,  as  a  kind  of  a  prop,  a  sort  of  bearer 
they  had  discovered  amongthe  foundations 
through  which  they  had  worked  their  way. 
Dantes  was  occupied  in  arrang-ing  this 
piece  of  wood  when  he  heard  Faria.  who 
had  remained  in  Edmond's  cell  for  the 
purpose  of  cutting-  a  peg  to  secure  their 
rope-ladder,  call  to  him  in  accents  of  pain 
and  sufTering,  Dantes  hastened  to  his 
dungeon,  where  he  found  him  standing-  in 
the  middle  of  the  room,  pale  as  death,  his 
forehead  streaming  with  perspiraticn,  and 
his  hands  clenched  tightly  together. 

''Gracious  heavens!"  exclaimed  Dan- 
tes, "  what  is  the  matter  ?  what  has  hap- 
pened ?  " 


''Quick!  quick!"  returned  the  abbe, 
"  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say."  Dantes 
looked  in  fear  and  wonder  at  the  livid 
countenance  of  Faria,  whose  e3'es,  already 
dull  and  sunken,  were  circled  by  a  halo  of 
a  bluish  cast,  his  lips  were  white  as  those 
of  a  corpse,  and  his  very  hair  seemed  to 
stand  on  end. 

"  For  God's  sake  ! "  cried  Dantes, 
"what  is  the  meaning  of  this?  Tell  me, 
I  beseech  you,  what  ails  you  ?  " 

'•  Alas  !  "  faltered  out  the  abbe,  "  all  is 
over  with  me.  I  am  seized  with  a  terrible, 
perhaps  mortal  illness  ;  I  can  feel  that  the 
parox3'sm  is  fast  approaching.  I  had  a 
similar  attack  the  jeiAV  previous  to  my 
imprisonment.  This  malady  admits  but  of 
one  remed}' ;  I  will  tell  .vou  what  that  is. 
Go  into  my  cell  as  quickly  as  you  can ; 
draw  out  one  of  the  feet  that  support  the 
bed;  3*ou  will  find  it  has  been  hollowed 
out  for  the  purpose  of  containing  a  small 
phial  you  will  see  there  half-filled  with  a 
red-looking-  fluid.  Bring-  it  to  me — or 
rather,  no,  no !  I  may  be  found  here ; 
therefore  help  me  back  to  my  room  while 
I  have  any  strength  to  drag  mj'self  along. 
Who  knows  what  may  happen,  or  how 
long  the  fit  may  last  ?  " 

Spite  of  the  magnitude  of  the  misfort- 
une which  thus  suddenly  frustrated  his 
hopes,  Dantes  lost  not  his  presence  of 
mind,  but  descended  into  the  corridor, 
dragging  his  unfortunate  companion  with 
him;  then,  half  carrying,  half  supporting 
him,  he  managed  to  reach  the  abbe's 
chamber,  when  he  immediately  laid  the 
sufferer  on  his  bed. 

"  Thanks  !  "  said  the  poor  abbe,  shiver- 
ing as  though  his  veins  were  filled  with 
ice.  "Now  that  I  am  safely  here,  let  me 
explain  to  you  the  nature  of  my  artack, 
and  the  appearance  it  will  present.  I  am 
seized  with  a  fit  of  catalepsy  ;  when  it 
comes  to  its  licight.  I  may,  probably,  lie 
still  and  motionless  as  thougli  dead,  utter- 
ing neither  sigh  nor  groan.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  symptoms  may  be  much  more 
violent,  and  cause  me  Xo  fall  into  fearful 
convulsions,  cover  my  lips  with  foaming, 
and  force  from  me  the  most  piercing 
shrieks.  This  last  evil  you  nuist  cai-efully 
guard  against,  for.  were  my  cries  to  he 
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heard,  it  is  more  than  probable  I  should 
be  removed  to  another  part  of  the  prison, 
and  we  be  separated  forever.  When  I  be- 
come quite  motionless,  cold  and  rigid  as  a 
corpse,  then,  and  not  before,  you  under- 
stand, force  open  my  teeth  with  a  chisel, 
pour  from  eig-ht  to  ten  drops  of  the  liquor 
contained  in  the  phial  down  my  throat, 
and  I  may  perhaps  revive." 

"  Perhaps  !  "  exclaimed  Dantes,  in  grief- 
stricken  tones. 

"  Help  !  help  !  "  cried  the  abbe,  "  I— I 
—die— I—" 

So  sudden  and  violent  was  the  fit  that 
the  unfortunate  prisoner  was  unable  to 
complete  the  sentence  begun ;  a  violent 
convulsion  shook  his  whole  frame,  his  eyes 
started  from  their  sockets,  his  mouth  was 
drawn  on  one  side,  his  cheeks  became 
purple,  he  struggled,  foamed,  dashed  him- 
self about,  and  uttered  the  most  dreadful 
cries,  which,  however,  Dantes  prevented 
from  being  heard  hy  covering  his  head 
with  the  blanket.  The  fit  lasted  two 
hours  ;  then,  more  helpless  than  an  infant 
and  colder  and  paler  than  marble,  more 
crushed  and  broken  than  a  reed  trampled 
under  foot,  he  stretched  himself  out  as 
though  in  the  agonies  of  death,  and  be- 
came of  the  ghastl}^  hue  of  the  tomb. 

Edmond  waited  till  life  seemed  extinct 
in  the  body  of  his  friend,  tlien,  taking  up 
the  chisel,  he  with  difficult}*  forced  open 
the  closely-fixed  jaws,  carefully  poured  the 
appointed  number  of  drops  down  the  rigid 
throat,  and  anxiously  awaited  the  result. 
An  hour  passed  awa}'  without  the  old 
man's  giving  the  least  sign  of  returning 
animation.  Dantes  began  to  fear  he  had 
delayed  too  long  ere  he  administered  the 
remedy',  and,  thrusting  liis  hands  into  his 
liair,  continued  ga/ing  on  the  lifeless  feat- 
ures of  his  fi-ieiid  in  an  agon}"^  of  despair. 
At  length  a  slight  color  tinged  the  livid 
cheeks,  consciousness  returned  to  the  dull, 
open  eyeballs,  a  faint  sigh  issu«'d  from  the 
lips,  and  the  sufferer  made  a  f('el)le  effort 
to  move. 

'*  He  is  saved  !  he  is' saved  !  "  cried  Dan- 
tes, in  a  parox3'sin  of  delight. 

The  sick  man  was  not  yet  abl(/to  speak 
but  he  pointed  with  evident  anxiety  to- 
ward   the   door.      Dantes    listetied,    and 


plainh-  distinguished  the  approaching 
steps  of  the  jailer.  It  was  therefore  near 
seven  o'clock  ;  but  Edmond "s  anxiety'  had 
put  all  thoughts  of  time  out  of  his  head. 
The  young  man  sprang  to  the  entrance, 
darted  through  it,  carefulh-  drawing  the 
stone  over  the  opening,  and  hurried  to  his 
cell.  He  had  scarcely  done  so  before  the 
door  opened,  and  disclosed  to  the  jailer's 
inquisitorial  gaze  the  prisoner  seated  as 
usual  on  the  side  of  his  bed.  Almost  be- 
fore the  key  had  turned  in  the  lock,  and 
before  the  departing  steps  of  the  jailer 
had  died  away  in  the  long  corridor  he  had 
to  traverse,  Dantes,  whose  restless  anx- 
iet}^  concerning  his  friend  left  him  no  de- 
sire to  touch  the  food  brought  him,  hui-- 
ried  back  to  the  abbe's  chamber,  and  rais- 
ing the  stone  by  pressing  his  head  against 
it,  was  soon  beside  the  sick  man's  couch. 
Faria  had  now  fulh^  regained  his  con- 
sciousness, but  he  still  lay  helpless  and 
exhausted  on  his  miserable  bed. 

"I  did  not  expect  to  see  you  again," 
said  he,  feebly  to  Dantes. 

'•And  wh}'  not  ?  "  asked  the  young  man. 
"  Did  you  fanc^'  3'ourself  dying  ?  " 

"  No,  I  had  no  such  idea  ;  but,  knowing 
that  all  was  ready  for  your  flight,  I  con- 
sidered you  had  availed  yourself  of  it,  and 
were  gone."  The  deep  glow  of  indigna- 
tion suffused  the  cheeks  of  Dantes. 

''And  did  you  really  think  so  meanly  of 
me,"  cried  he,  "  as  to  believe  I  would  de- 
part without  you?" — "At  least,"  said 
the  abbe,  "I  now  see  how  wrong*  such  an 
opinion  would  have  been.  Alas,  alas !  I 
am  fearfully  exhausted  and  debilitated  by 
this  attack." 

'•Be  of  good  cheer,"  replied  Dantes; 
"  your  strength  will  return."  And  as  he 
spoke  he  seated  himself  on  the  bed  beside 
Faria.  and  tenderly  chafed  his  chilled 
hands.     The  abbe  shook  his  head. 

"The  former  of  these  fits,"  said  he, 
"  lasted  but  half  an  hour,  at  the  termina- 
tion of  which  I  experienced  no  other  feel- 
ing than  a  great  sensation  of  hunger,  and 
I  rose  from  my  bed  without  requiring  the 
least,  help  ;  now  I  can  neit  lu-r  move  my 
right  arm  nor  leg,  and  my  liead  seems  un- 
comfortable, proving  a  rush  of  blood  to 
the    brain.     The    next   of   these   fits    will 
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either  carry  me  off  or  leave  me  paralyzed 
for  life." 

'-'  No,  no!  "  cried  Dantes ;  "  you  are  mis- 
taken— you  will  not  die  !  And  your  third 
attack  (if,  indeed,  you  should  have  an- 
other) will  find  you  at  liberty.  We  shall 
save  3'ou  another  time,  as  we  have  done 
this,  only  with  a  better  chance,  because 
we  shall  be  able  to  command  every  requis- 
ite assistance." 

''My  g"ood  Edmond,"  answered  the 
abbe,  "  be  not  deceived.  The  attack  which 
has  just  passed  away,  condemns  me  for- 
ever to  the  walls  of  a  prison.  None  can 
fly  from  their  dungeon  but  those  who  can 
walk." 

"Well,  perhaps  just  now^  you  are  not 
in  a  condition  to  effect  your  escape ;  but 
there  is  no  hurr^^ ;  w'e  have  waited  so  long 
we  can  very  easily  defer  our  purpose  a 
little  longer  ;  say  a  week,  a  month — two, 
if  necessar}' ;  by  that  time  you  will  be 
quite  well  and  strong ;  and  as  it  only  re- 
mains wdth  us  to  fix  the  hour  and  minute, 
we  will  choose  the  first  instant  that  you 
feel  able  to  swim  to  execute  our  project." 

"  I  shall  never  swim  again,"  replied 
Faria.  "  This  arm  is  paralyzed  ;  not  for 
a  time,  but  forever.  Lift  it,  and  judge  by 
its  weight  if  I  am  mistaken."  The  young- 
man  raised  the  arm,  which  fell  back  by  its 
own  weight,  perfect!}'  inanimate  and  help- 
less.    A  sigh  escaped  him. 

*'  You  are  convinced  now,  Edmond,  are 
you  not  ?  "  asked  the  abbe.  ''  Depend 
upon  it,  I  know  wiiat  I  say.  Since  the 
first  attack  I  experienced  of  this  malad}-, 
1  have  continually  reflected  on  it.  Indeed, 
I  expected  it,  for  it  is  a  family  inheritance  ; 
both  my  father  and  grandfather  having 
been  taken  off  by  it.  The  physician  who 
prepared  for  me  the  remedy'  I  have  twice 
successfully-  taken  was  no  other  than  the 
celebrated  Cabanis,  and  he  predicted  a 
similar  end  for  me." 

"The  physician  may  be  mistaken!'' 
exclaimed  Dantes.  ''And  as  for  your  poor 
arm,  what  difference  will  that  make  in 
our  escape.  Never  mind,  if  you  cannot 
swim,  I  can  take  you  on  my  shoulders, 
and  swim  for  both  of  us." 

"My  soil,"  said  the  abbe,  "you,  who 
are  a  sailor  and  a  swimmer,  nuist  know 


as  well  as  1  do  that  a  man  so  loaded 
woukl  sink  ere  he  had  advanced  fifty 
3'ards  in  the  sea.  Cease,  then,  to  allow 
yourself  to  be  duped  by  vain  hopes,  that 
even  j^our  own  excellent  heart  refuses  to 
believe  in.  Here  I  shall  remain  till  the 
hour  of  my  deliverance  arrives  ;  and  that, 
in  all  human  probability,  will  be  the  hour 
of  my  death.  As  for  you,  who  are  young 
and  active,  delay  not  on  my  account,  but 
fly — go — I  give  3'ou  back  your  promise." 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Dantes.  "  And  now 
hear  my  determination  also."  Then,  ris- 
ing and  extending  his  hand  with  an  air  of 
solemnit}^  over  the  old  man's  head,  he 
slowly  added,  "  Here  I  swear  to  remain 
with  you  so  long  as  life  is  spared  to  you, 
and  that  death  only  shall  divide  us." 

Faria  gazed  fondW  on  his  noble-minded 
but  single-hearted  young  friend,  and  read 
in  his  honest,  open  countenance  ample  con- 
firmation of  truthfulness,  as  well  as  sin- 
cere, affectionate,  and  faithful  devotion. 

"  Thanks,  my  child,"  murmured  the  in- 
valid, extending  the  one  hand  of  which  he 
still  retained  the  use.  "  Thanks  for  \o\xy 
generous  offer,  which  I  accept  as  franklj' 
as  it  was  made."  Then,  after  a  short 
pause,  he  added,  "  You  maj"  one  of  these 
days  reap  the  reward  of  your  disinterested 
devotion.  But  as  I  cannot,  and  you  will 
not,  quit  this  place,  it  becomes  necessar}" 
to  fill  up  the  excavation  beneath  the  sol- 
dier's gallery ;  he  might,  by  chance,  find 
out  the  hollow  sound  produced  hy  his  foot- 
steps over  the  excavated  ground,  and  call 
the  attention  of  his  officer  to  the  circum- 
stance. Tliat  would  bring  about  a  dis- 
covery which  would  inevitably  lead  to  our 
being  separated.  Go,  then,  and  set  about 
this  work,  in  which,  unhappih-,  I  can  offer 
you  no  assistance  ;  keep  at  it  all  night,  if 
necessary,  and  do  not  return  here  to-mor- 
row till  after  the  jailer  has  visited  me.  I 
shall  have  something  of  the  greatest  im- 
portance to  communicate  to  you." 

Dantes  took  the  hand  of  the  abbe  in  his 
and  affectionately  pressed  it.  Faria  smiled 
encouragingly  on  him,  and  the  young  man 
retired  to  his  task,  filled  witli  a  religious 
determination  faithfully  and  unfiinchingly 
to  discharge  the  vow  which  bound  him  to 
his  atfiicted  friend. 
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CHAPTER    XVIII. 

THE  TREASURE. 

When  Dantes  returned  next  morning"  to 
the  chamber  of  bis  companion  in  captivitj^ 
he  found  Faria  seated  and  looking-  com- 
posed. In  the  ray  of  light  which  entered 
by  the  narrow  window  of  his  cell,  he  held 
open  rn  his  left  hand,  of  which  alone,  it 
will  be  recollected,  he  retained  the  use,  a 
morsel  of  paper,  whicb,  from  being"  con- 
stantly rolled  into  a  small  compass,  had 
the  form  of  a  cj^linder,  and  was  not  easih^ 
kept  open.  He  did  not  speak,  but  showed 
the  paper  to  Dantes,  , 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  he  inquired.—"  Look 
at  it,"  said  the  abbe,  with  a  smile. 

"  1  have  looked  at  it  with  all  possible 
attention,"  said  Dantes,  "and  I  onh^  see 
ahalf-burned  paper,  on  which  are  traces  of 
Gothic  characters,  traced  with  a  peculiar 
kind  of  ink." 

"This  paper,  my  friend,"  said  Faria, 
"  I  may  now  avow  to  j-ou,  since  I  have 
proved  you — this  paper  is  my  treasure,  of 
which,  from  this  day  fortb,  one  half  be- 
longs to  3'ou." 

A  cold  damp  started  to  Dantes'  brow. 
Until  this  day — and  what  a  space  of  time  ! 
— he  had  avoided  talking"  to  the  abbe  of 
this  treasure,  the  source  whence  accusa- 
tion of  madness  ag-ainst  the  poor  abbe 
was  derived.  With  Ids  instinctive  delicacy' 
Edmond  had  preferred  avoiding-  any  touch 
on  tills  painful  chord,  and  Faria  had  been 
equally  silent.  He  had  taken  the  silence 
of  the  old  man  for  a  return  to  reason,  and 
now  thcsp  few  words  uttered  by  Faria, 
after  so  painful  a  crisis,  seemed  to  an- 
nounce a  serious  relapse  of  mental  aliena- 
tion.—  "Your  treasure?"  stammered 
Dantes.     Faria  smiled. 

"Yes."  said  ho.  "You  are,  indeed,  a 
nob\e  heart,  Edmond,  and  I  sec  hy  your 
paleness  and  your  shudder  what  is  pass- 
ing" in  your  heart  at  this  moment.  No, 
be  assured,  I  am  not  mad.  This  treasure 
exists,  Dantes  ;  and  if  I  have  not  been  al- 
lowed to  pos.sess  it,  3'ou  will.  Yes — you. 
No  one  Avould  listen  to  me  or  believe  me, 
because  they  thought  me  mad  :  but  you, 
who  must  know  that  I  am  nol,  listen  to 
me,  and  believe  me  afterward  if  you  will." 

"  Alas  I  "    murmured  Edmond    lo  him- 


self, "'  this  is  a  terrible  relapse  !  There  was 
only  this  blow  wanting-."  Then  he  said 
aloud,  "  My  dear  friend,  your  attack  has, 
perhaps,  fatig-ued  you  ;  had  you  not  bet- 
ter repose  awhile  ?  To-morrow,  if  3'ou  will, 
I  will  hear  your  narrative  :  but  to-day  I 
wish  to  nurse  you  carefully.  Besides,"  he 
said,  "  a  treasure  is  not  a  thing-  we  need 
hurry." 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  must  be  hurried, 
Edmond  I  "  replied  the  old  man.  "Who 
knows  if  to-morrow,  or  the  next  day  after, 
the  third  attack  maj'  not  come  on  ?  and 
then  must  not  all  be  finished  ?  Yes,  indeed, 
I  have  often  thoug-ht  with  a  bitter  J03- 
that  these  riches,  which  would  make  the 
wealth  of  a  dozen  families,  will  be  forever 
lost  to  those  men  who  persecute  me.  This 
idea  was  one  of  veng-eance  to  me,  and  I 
tasted  it  slowlj'^  in  the  night  of  \wy  dun- 
geon and  the  despair  of  m}'^  captivity-. 
But  now  I  have  forg-iven  the  world  for  the 
love  of  3'OU  ;  now  I  see  3-ou  3"oung-  and  full 
of  hope  and  prospect — now  that  I  think  of 
all  that  va^Y  result  to  you  in  the  g-ood  fort- 
une of  such  a  disclosure,  I  shudder  at  any 
dela3',  and  tremble  lest  I  should  not  assure 
to  one  as  worthy  as  3-onrself  the  possession 
of  so  vast  an  amount  of  hidden  treasure. 
Edmond  turned  away  his  head  with  a  sig-h. 

"You  persist  in  3'our  incredulity,  Ed- 
mond." continued  Faria.  "  Mn'  words 
have  not  convinced  j^ou.  I  see  you  re- 
quire proofs.  Well,  then,  read  this  paper, 
which  I  have  never  shown  to  an 3'  one." 

"To-morrow,  m3'^  dear  friend,"  said 
Edmond,  desirous  of  not  3nelding-  to  the 
old  man's  madness.  "  I  thoug"ht  it  Avas 
understood  that  we  should  not  talk  of  that 
until  to-morrow." — "  Then  we  will  not 
talk  of  it  until  to-morrow  ;  but  read  this 
paper  to-da3'." 

"I  will  not  irritate  him,"  thought  Ed- 
mond, and  taking  the  paper,  of  which  half 
was  wanting,  having  been  burned,  no 
doubt ,  bv  some  accident,  he  read — 

"  'This  treiisuro.  which  may  amount  to  two 
of  Roman  crowns  in  ttie  most  distant  a 
of  the  second  opening  wh 
declare  to  iM-long^  to  him  alo 
heir. 

"  '2r)th  April,  149  "" 

"Well  !"  said  Faria.  Avhen  the  Aoiing- 
mnn  hid  finished  reading- it. 
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'•  Why,"  replied Dantes,  "  I  see  nothing 
but  broken  lines  and  unconnected  words, 
which  are  rendered  illegible  by  fire." 

"  Yes,  to  you,  m}"  friend,  who  read 
them  for  the  first  time  :  but  not  for  me, 
who  have  grown  pale  over  them  by  many 
nights'  study,  and  have  reconstructed 
ever^^  phrase,  completed  ever}'  thought." 

''And  do  you  believe  yoii  have  discov- 
ered the  concealed  sense  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  have,  and  you  shall  judge 
for  3^ourself ;  but  first  listen  to  the  his- 
tory of  this  paper." 

"  Silence  !  "  exclaimed  Dantes.  '*  Steps 
approach — I  go — adieu." 

And  Dantes,  happ}'  to  escape  the  his- 
torj'  and  explanation  which  could  not  fail 
to  confirm  to  him  his  friend's  maladj^ 
ghded  like  a  snake  along  the  narrow 
passage ;  while  Faria,  restored  by  his 
alarm  to  a  kind  of  activit}--,  pushed  with 
his  foot  the  stone  into  its  place,  and  cov- 
ered it  with  a  mat  in  order  the  more  ef- 
fectually' to  avoid  discover}'. 

It  was  the  governor,  who,  hearing  of 
Faria's  accident  from  the  jailer,  had  come 
in  person  to  see  him. 

Faria  sat  up  to  receive  him,  and  con- 
tinued to  conceal  from  the  governor  the 
paralysis  that  had  already  half  stricken 
him  with  death.  His  fear  was  lest  the 
governor,  touched  with  pit}',  might  order 
him  to  be  removed  to  a  prison  more  whole- 
some, and  thus  separate  him  from  his 
young  companion.  But  fortunately  this 
was  not  the  case,  and  the  governor  left 
him,  convinced  that  the  poor  madman,  for 
whom  in  his  heart  he  felt  a  kind  of  affec- 
tion, was  only  affected  witli  a  slight  in- 
disposition. 

During  this  time  Edniond,  seated  on  his 
bed  with  his  head  in  his  hands,  tried  to 
collect  his  scattered  thoughts.  All  was 
so  rational,  so  grand,  so  logical,  with 
Faria,  since  he  had  known  him,  that  he 
could  not  understand  how  so  much  wis- 
dom on  all  points  could  be  allied  to  mad- 
ness in  any  one.  Was  Faria  deceived  as 
to  his  treasure,  or  was  all  the  world  de- 
ceived as  to  Faria  ? 

Dantes  remained  in  his  cell  all  day,  not 
daring  to  return  to  his  friend,  thinking 
thus  to  defer  the  moment  when  he  should 


acquire  the  certainty  that  the  abbe  was 
mad — such  a  conviction  would  be  so  ter- 
rible ! 

But,  toward  the  evening  after  the  usual 
visitation,  Faria,  not  seeing  the  young 
man  appear,  tried  to  move,  and  get  over 
the  distance  which  separated  them.  Ed- 
mond  shuddered  when  he  heard  the  pain- 
ful efforts  which  the  old  man  made  to 
drag  himself  along ;  his  leg  was  inert, 
and  he  could  no  longer  make  use  of  one 
arm.  Edmond  was  compelled  to  draw 
him  toward  himself,  for  otherwise  he 
could  not  enter  by  the  small  aperture 
which  led  to  Dantes'  chamber. 

•'Here  I  am,  pursuing  you  remorseless- 
ly," he  said,  with  a  benignant  smile. 
"You  thought  to  escape  my  munificence, 
but  it  is  in  vain.     Lisien  to  me." 

Edmond  saw  there  was  no  escape,  and. 
placing  the  old  man  on  his  bed,  he  seated 
himself  on  the  stool  beside  him. 

' '  You  know,  "said  the  abbe, "  that  I  was 
the  secretary  and  intimate  friend  of  Cardi- 
nal Spada,  the  last  of  the  princes  of  that 
name.  I  owe  to  this  worthy  lord  all  the 
happiness  1  ever  knew.  He  was  not  rich, 
although  the  wealth  of  his  family  had 
passed  into  a  proverb,  and  I  heard  the 
phrase  very  often,  •  As  rich  as  a  Spada.* 
But  he.  like  public  rumor,  lived  on  this 
reputation  for  wealth  ;  his  palace  was  my 
paradise.  I  instructed  his  nephews,  who 
are  dead ;  and  when  he  was  alone  in  the 
world,  I  returned  to  him,  hy  an  absolute 
devotion  to  his  will,  all  he  had  done  foi" 
me  during  ten  years.  The  house  of  the 
cardinal  had  no  secrets  for  me.  I  had 
often  seen  my  noble  patron  annotating 
ancient  volumes,  and  eagerly  searcliing 
among  dusty  family  manuscripts.  One 
day  when  I  was  reproaching  him  for  his 
unavailing  searches,  and  the  kind  of  pros- 
tration of  mind  that  followed  them,  he 
looked  at  me.  and.  smiling  bitterly,  opened 
a  volume  relating  to  the  liistory  of  the 
City  of  Rome.  There,  in  the  twenty- 
ninth  chapter  of  the  life  of  Pope  Alex- 
ander VI.,  wore  the  following  lines,  which 
I  can  never  forget  : — 

"'The  great  wars  of  Romagua  had 
ended  ;  Ca?sar  Borgia,  who  had  completed 
his  conquest,  had  need  of  money  to  pur- 
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chase  all  Italy.     The  Pope  had  also  need 
of    money   to   conclude    with    Louis,  the 
twelfth  king  of   France,  formidable  still 
in  spite   of  his  recent   reverses ;    and    it 
was  necessar3^,  therefore,  to  have  recourse 
to  some  profitable  speculation,  which  was 
a  matter  of  great  difficulty  in  the  impov- 
erished condition  of  exhausted  Itah\     His 
Holiness  had  an-  idea.     He  determined  to 
make  two  cardinals.' 
,        ''By  choosing-^ two  of  the  greatest  per- 
sonages of    Rome,   especially  rich  men — 
this  was  the  return  the  holy  father  looked 
for  from  his   speculation.      In   the   first 
place,  he  had   to  sell  the  great  appoint- 
ments and  splendid  offices  wliich  the  car- 
dinals already  held  ;  and  then  he  had  the 
two  hats  to   sell  besides.     There   was  a 
third  view  in  the  speculation,  which  will 
appear  hereafter.     The  Pope  and  Caesar 
Borgia  first  found  the  two  future  cardi- 
nals ;    they    w^ere   Jean  Rospigl'  isi,   who 
held  four  of  the  highest  digniti  s  of  the 
holy  seat ;  and  Caesar  Spada,  one  of  the 
noblest   and   richest    of    the    Roman  no- 
bility ;  both  felt  the  high  honor  of  such 
a  favor  from  the  Pope.     They  were  am- 
bitious; and  these  found,   Caesar  Borgia 
soon  found   purchasers  for  their  appoint- 
ments.    The  result  was,  that  Rospigliosi 
and   Spada  paid  for  being  cardinals,  and 
eight  other  persons  paid  for   the  offices 
the  cardinals  held  before  their  elevation, 
and  thus  eight  hundred  thousand  crowns 
entered  into  the  coffers  of  the  speculators. 
"  It  is  time  now  to  proceed  to  the  last 
part  of  the  speculation.     The  Pope  having 
almost  smothered  Rospigliosi  and  Spada 
with  caresses,  having  bestowed  upon  tlicm 
the  insignia  of  cardinal,  and  induced  them 
to  realize  their  fortunes,   and   fix   them- 
selves  at    Rome,   tiie    Pope    and    Caesar 
Borgia  invited  the  two  cardinals  to  din- 
ner.    This  was  a  matter  of  contest  be- 
tween the  holy  father  and  his  son.    Caesar 
thought  they  could   make  use  of  one  of 
the  means  which  he  always  had  ready  for 
his  friends  :  that  is  to  say,  in  the  lirst  place, 
the  famous  key,  with  which  they  reqiu'sted 
certain  persons  to  go  and  open  a  particu- 
lar cupboard.      This   key   was   furnished 
with  a  small  iron  point — a  negligence  on 
the  part   of   the    locksmith.     Wlien  this 


was  pressed  to  effect  the  opening  of  the 
cupboard,  of  which  the  lock  was  difficult, 
the  person  was  pricked  by  this  small 
point,  and  died  next  day.  Then  there 
was  the  ring  with  the  lion's  head,  which 
Caesar  wore  when  he  meant  to  give  cer- 
tain squeezes  of  the  hand.  The  lion-  bit 
the  hand  thus  favored,  and  at  the  end  of 
twenty-four  hours  the  bite  was  mortal. 
Caesar  then  proposed  to  his  father  either 
to  ask  the  cardinals  to  open  the  cupboard, 
or  to  give  each  a  cordial  squeeze  of  t^c 
hand :  but  Alexander  VI,  replied  to 
him  : — '  While  we  are  thinking  of  those 
worth}'  cardinals,  Spada  and  Rospigliosi, 
let  us  ask  both  of  them  to  a  dinner. 
Something  tells  me  that  we  sIttII  regain 
this  money.  Besides,  j^ou  forj.  ''Caesar, 
an  indigestion  declares  itself  immediately^ 
while  a  prick  or  a  bite  occasions  a  daj'^  or 
two's  delay.'  Caesar  gave  way  before 
sue  cogent  reasoning;  and  thy  c^rd' 
nals  vv  ^re  consequently  invited  to  dii 

''The  table  was ■''.'. id  in  a  vineyard 
longing  to  the  Pope,  near  Saint-Pieri  s- 
Liens,  a  charming  retreat  which  'le 
cardinals  knew  very  well  by  report.  Ivos- 
pigliosi,  quite  gidd}'  with  his  dignity,  pre- 
pared his  stomach,  and  assumed  his  best 
looks.  Spada,  a  prudent  man,  and  great- 
ly attached  to  his  onl}'  nephew,  a  young 
captain  of  highest  promise,  took  paper 
and  pen,  and  made  his  will.  He  then 
sent  to  his  nephew  to  await  him  in  the 
vicinit}'  of  the  vineyard  :  but  it  appeared 
the  servant  did  not  find  him. 

"Spada  knew  the  nature  of  these  invi- 
tations ;  since  Christianity^  so  eminently 
civilizing,  had  made  progress  in  Rome, 
it  was  no  longer  a  centurion  wlio  came 
from  the  tyrant  with  a  message,  '  Cassar 
wills  that  you  die,'  but  it  was  a  legate 
a  Idh'i'c,  who  came  with  a  smile  on  his 
lips  to  say  from  the  pope,  'His  Holiness 
re<piests  ,you  will  dine  with  liim.' 

''Spada  set  out  al)out  two  o'clock  to 
Saint -Pierre-es-Liens.  The  pope  awaited 
him.  Th<^  first  figure  that  struck  the 
eyes  of  Spada  was  that  of  his  nepliew,  in 
full  costume,  and  Caesar  Borgia  paying 
him  most  marked  attentions.  Spada 
turned  pale,  as  CiBsar  looked  at  him  with 
an  ironical  air.  which  proved  that  he  had 
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anticipated  all,  and  that  the  snare  was 
well  spread.  The^^  beg-an  dinner,  and 
Spada  Avas  only  able  to  inquire  of  his 
nephew  if  he  had  received  his  messag'e. 
The  nephew  replied  no  ;  perfectly  compre- 
hending" the  meaning-  of  the  question.  It 
was  too  late,  for  he  had  already-  drunk 
a  glass  of  excellent  wine,  placed  for  him 
expressly  by  the  pope's  butler.  Spada  at 
the  same  moment  saw  another  bottle  ap- 
proach him,  which  he  was  pressed  to 
^,^aste.  An  hour  afterward  a  pli\-sician 
declared  they  were  both  poisoned  through 
eating  mushrooms.  Spada  died  on  the 
tlireshold  of  the  vine^'ard  ;  the  nephew 
expired  at  his  own  door,  making  signs 
which  hjs  wife  could  not  comprehend. 

'•'  T'  M  ^Caesar  and  the  pope  hastened  to 

la}^  hanus  on  the  heritage,  under  pretense 

of  seeking  for  the  papers  of  the  dead  man. 

But  the  inheritance  consisted  in  this  only, 

.jii. , ^r  :i,p   of   paper   on   which  ,  Spadn (.had 

.j'Ainftten  :  —  '  I  bequeath    to    my^b  loved 

)hew  my  coffers     ^y  books,  an  .1,  among" 

er,  my  breviai-y  and  the  gold  corners, 

v    'ch  I  beg  he  will  preserve  in  remem- 

b  j-iice  of  his  affectionate  uncle.' 

"The  heirs  sought  everywhere,  admii-ed 
tl/e  breviary,  laid  hands  on  the  furniture, 
and  were  greatly  astonislied  that  Spada. 
the  ricli  man,  was  really"  the  most  miser- 
able of  uncles — no  treasures— unless  they 
were  those  of  science,  composed  in  the 
library  and  laboratories.  This  w^as  all :. 
Ctesar  and  his  father  searched,  examined, 
sci'utinized,  but  found  nothing',  or  at 
least  very  little ;  not  exceeding  a  few 
thousand  crowns  in  plate,  and  about  the 
same  in  ready  money  ;  but  the  nephew 
had  time  to  say  to  his  wife  before  he  ex- 
pired : — 'Look  well  among  my  uncle's 
papers  ;  there  is  a  will.' 

"They  sought  even  more  thoroughly 
than  the  august  heirs  had  done,  but  it 
was  fruitless.  There  were  two  palaces 
and  a  vineyard  behind  the  Palatim;  Hill; 
but  in  these  days  landed  property  liad 
not  much  value,  and  the  two  palaces  anil 
the  vineyard  remained  to  the  family  as 
beneath  the  rapacity  of  the  pope  and  liis 
son.  Months  and  years  rolled  on.  Alex- 
ander VI.  died  poisoned — you  know  by 
^B  what  mistake.      Caesar,   poisoned   at    the 
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same  time,  escaped  with  coloring  his  skin 
like  a  snake,  and  assumed  a  new  cuticle, 
on  which  the  poison  left  spots  like  tho§e 
we  see  on  the  skin  of  a  tiger ;  then,  com- 
pelled to  quit  Rome,  he  went  and  killed 
himself  in  obscurity  in  a  night  skirmish, 
scarcely'  noticed  in  history.  After  the 
pope's  death  and  his  son's  exile,  it  was 
supposed  the  Spada  family  would  again 
make  the  splendid  figure  they  had  before 
the  cardinal's  time;  but  this  was  not  the 
case.  Tlie  Spadas  remained  in  doubtful 
ease,  a  mystery  hung  over  this  dark 
affair,  and  the  public  rumor  was,  that 
Cajsar,  a  better  politician  than  his  father, 
had  carried  off  from  the  pope  the  fortune 
of  the  two  cardinals.  I  sa}'  the  two,  be- 
cause Cardinal  Rospigliosi,  who  had  not 
taken  any  precaution,  was  completel}'' 
despoiled. 

"  Up  to  this  time,"  said  Faria,  inter- 
rupting", the  thread  of  his  narrative,  "this 
seems ,  o  j'ou  very  ridiculous,  no  doubt, 
eh  ?  "  ' 

"Oh,  my  friend,"  cried  Dantes,  "on 
the  contrary,  it  seems  as  if  I  were  read- 
ing- a  most  interesting  narrative  ;  go  on, 
I  pray  of  you  ?  " — "  I  will," 

"  The  family  began  to  feel  accustomed 
to  this  obscurity.  Years  rolled  on,  and 
among  the  descendants  some  were  sol- 
diers, others  diplomatists  ;  some  church- 
men, some  bankers;  some  grew  rich,  and 
some  were  ruined.  I  come  now  to  the 
last  of  the  famih',  whose  secretary  I  was 
— the  Comte  de  Spada.  I  had  often  heanl 
him  complain  of  the  disproportion  of  his 
rank  with  his  foi'tune  :  and  I  advised  him 
to  sink  all  he  had  in  an  annuity.  He  did 
so,  and  thus  doubled  his  income.  The 
celebrated  breviary  remained  in  the  fam- 
ily, and  was  in  the  comte's  possession.  It 
had  been  hand«'d  down  from  father  to 
son;  for  the  singular  clause  of  the  only 
will  that  had  bei-n  found  had  rendered  it 
a  real  relique,  preserved  in  the  family 
with  su])erstitious  veneration.  It  was  an 
illuminated  book,  with  beautiful  Gothic 
characters,  and  so  weighty  with  gold 
tliat  a  servant  always  carried  it  before 
the  cardinal  on  days  of  great  solemnity. 

"At  the  siglit  of  papers  of  all  sorts — 
titles,  contracts,  parchments,  which  w*ere 
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kept  in  the  archives  of  the  famih',  all 
descending"  from  the  poisoned  cardinal,  I, 
like  twenty  servitors,  stewards,  secre- 
taries before  me,  in  my  turn  examined 
the  immense  bundles  of  documents;  but 
in  spite  of  the  most  accurate  researches, 
I  found — nothing-.  Yet  I  had  read,  I 
had  even  written  a  precise  history  of  the 
Borg-ia  family,  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
assuring"  myself  whether  any  increase 
of  fortune  had  occurred  to  them  on  the 
death  of  the  Cardinal  Ccesar  Spada  ;  but 
could  only  trace  the  acquisition  of  the 
property  of  the  Cardinal  Rospig-liosi,  his 
companion  in  misfortune. 

'■  I  was  then  almost  assured  that  the 
inheritance  had  neither  profited  the 
Borg-ias  nor  the  family,  but  had  re- 
mained unpossessed  like  the  treasures 
of  the  Arabian  ISTig-hts,  which  slept  in 
the  bosom  of  the  earth  under  the  eyes 
of  a  g-enie.  I  searched,  ransacked, 
counted,  calculated  a  thousand  and  a 
thousand  times  the  income  and  expendi- 
ture of  the  family  for  three  hundred 
years.  It  was  useless.  I  remained  in 
ni}'  ignorance,  and  the  Comte  de  Spada 
in  his  poverty.  My  patron  died.  He 
had  reserved  from  his  annuity  his  familj^ 
papers,  his  library,  composed  of  five  thou- 
sand volumes,  and  his  famous  breviary. 
All  these  he  bequeathed  to  me,  with  a 
thousand  Roman  crowns,  which  he  had 
in  ready  money,  on  condition  that  I 
would  hafe  said  anniversary  masses  for 
the  repose  of  his  soul,  and  that  I  would 
draw  up  a  g-enealocical  tree  and  liistor^' 
of  his  house.  All  this  I  did  scrupulous- 
ly. Be  easy,  m^'  dear  Ednumd,  we  are 
iieai'   the  conclusion. 

*•  In  1807,  a  nionlli  before  I  was  arrest- 
ed, and  fifteen  days  after  the  death  of 
Comte  de.S[)ada,  on  tlie  2r>th  of  December 
(you  will  see  presently  how  the  date  bc- 
cauie  fixed  in  my  memory),  I  was  reading:, 
for  the  thousandth  time,  tlic  papers  I  was 
arrang"ing",  for  the  palace  was  sold  to  a 
strang-er,  and  I  was  g"oing"  to  leave  Rome 
and  settle  at  Florence,  intending-  1o  take 
with  me  twelve  thousand  francs  I  pos- 
sessed, my  library  and  famous  br«'viary, 
when,  tired  with  my  constant  labor  at  the 
same  thing,  and  overcome  l)y  a  heavy  din- 


ner I  had  eaten,  my  head  dropped  on  my 
hands,  and  I  fell  asleep  about  tliree  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon.  I  awol<e  as  the  clock 
was  striking'  six.  I  raised  my  head  ;  all 
was  in  darkness.  I  rang"  for  a  lig"ht, 
but  as  no  one  came,  I  determined  to  find 
one  for  myself.  It  was  indeed  the  habit 
of  a  philosopher  which  I  should  soon  be 
under  the  necessity  of  adopting".  I  took  a 
wax-candle  in  one  hand,  and  w  ith  the  other 
groped  about  for  a  piece  of  paper  (my 
matcli-box  being"  empty),  with  which  I 
proposed  to  produce  a  lig-htfrom  the  small 
flame  still  playing:  on  the  embers.  Fear- 
ing:, however,  to  make  use  of  any  valuable 
piece  of  paper,  I  hesitated  for  a  moment, 
then  recollected  that  I  had  seen  in  the 
famous  breviar3%  which  was  on  the  table 
beside  me,  an  old  paper  quite  yellow  with 
ag"e,  and  which  had  served  as  a  marker 
for  centuries,  kept  ihere  b^'  the  request  of 
the  heirs.  I  felt  for  it,  found  it,  twisted  it 
up  tog"ether,  and  putting-  it  mto  the  expii- 
ing"  flame,  set  lig"ht  to  it. 

'•'  But  beneath  my  fiiig-ers,  as  if  by  magic, 
in  proportion  as  the  fire  ascended,  I  saw 
yellowish  characters  appear  on  the  paper. 
I  g"i"asped  it  in  my  hand,  put  out  the  flame 
as  quickly  as  I  could,  lighted  my  taper  in 
the  file  itself,  and  opened  the  crumpled 
paper  with  inexpressible  emotion,  recog"- 
nizing",  when  I  had  done  so,  that  these 
characters  had  been  traced  in  mysterious 
and  sympathetic  ink,  only  appearing"  when 
exposed  to  the  fire  :  nearly  one-third  vi 
the  paper  had  been  consumed  by  the 
flame.  It  was  that  paper  you  read  tins 
morning";  read  it  ag"ain,  Dantes,  and  then 
I  will  eiMuplete  for  you  the  incomplete 
woi"ds  and  imconneeted  sense." 

Faria,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  offered 
th(^  pafier  to  Dantes,  who  this  time  read 
th(^  following  words,  traced  with  an  ink  of 
a  color  which  mosti  nearly  resembled  rust: 

"This  2r)lli  »l:iy  of  .April.  149S.  lie... 
Ale-xaiulci'  VI.  :m(l  fiMriiii;  tlial  not... 
Iii>  iiiiiy  ilosirc  to  l)<'oonie  my  lifii".  and  re... 
and  Bi'ntivoglio.  wlio  were  poisoned... 
my  sole  heir,  that  1  have  bu... 
and  lias  visited  with  me,  that  is  in... 
island  of  Monte-Cristo  all  I  poss... 
jewels,  diamonds,  p'lns,  that  I  alone... 
nj.ay  amount  to  nearly  two  mil... 
will  (ind  on  raising  the  twentieth  ro... 
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creek  to  the  east  in  a  right  line.     Two  open... 
in  these  caves  ;  the  treasure  is  io  the  furthest  a... 
which  treasure  I  bequeath  and  leave  en... 
as  my  sole  heir. 

"25th  April,  1498.  C^S... 

'•'And  now,"  said  the  abbe,  "  read  this 
other  paper  ;  "  and  he  presented  to  Dantes 
a  second  leaf  with  frag-ments  of  lines  writ- 
ten on  it,  which  Ediiiond  read  as  follows  : 
"  ...ing  invited  to  dine  by  His  Holiness 
...content  with  making-  me  pay  for  my  hat 
...serves  for  me  the  fate  of  Cardinals  Caprara 
...I  declare  to  my  nephew  Guido  Spada 
...ried  in  a  place  he  knows 
...the  caves  of  the  small 
...essed  of  ingots,  gold,  money, 
...know  of  the  existence  of  this  treasure,  which 
...lions  of  Roman  crowns,  and  which  he 
...ck  from  the  small 
...ings  have  been  made 
...  ngle  in  the  second  ; 
...tire  to  him 
...AR  f  Spada." 

Faria  followed  hiin  with  excited  look. 

"And  now,"  he  said,  when  he  saw 
Dantes  had  read  the  last  line,  ''put  the 
two  frag-ments  tog-ether,  and  judge  for 
yourself."  Dantes  obej^ed,  and  the  con- 
joined pieces  gave  the  following  : 

"This  2oth  day  of  April,  1498,  be...ing  invited 
to  dine  by  his  Holiness  Alex:inder  VI.,  and  fear- 
ing that  not. ..content  with  making  me  pay  for 
my  hat,  he  may  desire  to  become  my  heir,  and  re 
...serves  for  me  the  fate  of  Cardinals  Caprara  and 
Bentivoglio,  who  were  poi.soned,...I  declare  to  my 
nephew,  Guido  Spada,  my  sole  hcii-,  that  I  have 
bu...ried  in  a  place  he  knows  and  has  visited  with 
me,. ..that  is,  in. ..the  caves  of  the  small  island  of 
Monte-Cristo.  all  I  poss... essed  of  ingots,  gold, 
money,  jewels,  diamonds,  gems;  tiiat  I  alone... 
know  of  the  existence  of  this  treasure,  which  may 
amount  to  nearly  two  mil. ..lions  of  Roman  crowns, 
and  which  he  will  find  on  raising  the  twentieth  ro 
...ck  from  the  small  creek  to  the  past  in  a  right 
line.  Two  open. ..ings  have  been  made  in  these 
caves  ;  the  treasure  is  in  the  furthest  a. ..ngle  in 
the  second  ;  which  treasure  I  bequeath  and  leave 
en. ..tire  to  him  as  m}'  sole  heir. 

"25th  April.  1498.  CvES...ar  f  Spada." 

"  Well,  do  you  comprehend  now  ?  "  iu- 
quired  Faria. 

"  It  is  the  declaration  of  Cai-diual  Spada. 
and  Ihe  will  so  long  sought  for,"  replied 
Edmond,  still  incredulous. 

"  Of  course  ;   what  else  could  it  be  ?  " 
"  And  who  completed  it  as  it  now  is  ?  " 
*'  I  did.     Aided  b}^  the  reujaining  frag- 
ment, 1  guessed  the  rest ;   measuring  the 


length  of  the  lines  by  those  of  the  paper, 
and  divining  the  hidden  meaning  hx  means 
of  what  was  in  part  revealed,  as  we  are 
guided  in  a  cavern  by  the  small  ray  of 
light  above  us." 

•'  And  what  did  you  do  when  you  arrived 
at  this  conclusion  ?  " 

"  I  resolved  to  set  out,  and  did  set  out 
that  very  instant,  carrying  with  me  the 
beginning  of  my  great  work  of  forming 
Italy  into  one  kingdom;  but  for  some  time 
the  infernal  police  (who  at  this  period, 
quite  contrar}'^  to  what  Napoleon  desired 
so  soon  as  he  had  a  son  born  to  him, 
wished  for  a  partition  of  j)rovinces)  hid 
their  eyes  on  me  ;  and  m}'  hasty  depaiture, 
tlie  cause  of  which  they  were  unable  to 
g-uess,  having  aroused  their  suspicions,  I 
was  arrested  at  the  very  moment  I  was 
leaving  Piombino. 

"  Now,"  continued  Faria,  addressing- 
Dantes  with  an  almost  paternal  expres- 
sion, ''now,  my  dear  fellow,  you  know  as 
much  as  I  do  m3'self.  If  we  ever  escape 
■  together,  half  this  treasure  is  yours;  if  I 
die  here,  and  3'ou  escape  alone,  the  whole 
belongs  to  you." 

"But,"  inquired  Dantes,  hesitating, 
•■'has  this  treasure  no  more  leg-itimate 
possessor  in  this  world  than  ouiselves  ?  " 

"No,  no,  be  easy  on  that  score;  the 
family  is  extinct.  The  last  Comte  de 
Spada,  moreover,  made  me  his  heir;  be- 
queathing to  me  this  symbolic  breviary, 
he  bequeathed  to  me  all  it  contaiTied  :  no, 
no,  make  your  mind  satisfied  on  that  point. 
If  we  lay  hands  on  this  fortune,  we  may 
enjoy  it  without  remorse.'' 

"And  you  say  this  treasure  amounts 
to—" 

"  Two  millions  of  Roman  crowns  ;  nearl^'^ 
thirteen  millions  of  our  money." 

"  Impossible  !  "  said  Dantes.  stagg-ercd 
at  the  enormous  amount. 

"  Impo.ssible  I  and  why  ?  "  asked  tlie  old 
man,  *'  The  Spada  family  was  one  of  the 
oldest  and  most  powerful  families  of  the 
tifteenth  century;  and  in  these  times. 
when  all  speculation  and  occupation  were 
wanting,  those  accunudations  of  grold  and 
jewels  were  by  no  means  rare;  there  aiv 
at  tills  day  Roman  families  perishmg  of 
hunger,   though    possessed    of    nearly   a 
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million  in  diamonds  and  jewels,  handed 
down  as  heirlooms,  and  which  they  can- 
not touch."  Edmond  thought  he  was  in 
a  dream — he  wavered  between  incredulit3'^ 
and  ]oy. 

"I  have  only  kept  this  secret  so  long" 
from  you,"  continued  Faria,  ''that  I 
mig-ht  prove  you,  and  then  surprise  3'ou. 
Had  we  escaped  before  my  attack  of  cat- 
alepsy, I  should  have  conducted  you  to 
Munte-Cristo ;  now,"  he  added,  with  a 
sigh,  "it  is  you  who  will  conduct  me 
thither.  Well  I  Dantes,  you  do  not  thank 
me  ?  " 

'"This  treasure  belongs  to  3'ou,  my  dear 
friend,"  replied  Dantes,  "and  to  3'ou  onlj'. 
I  have  no  right  to  it.  I  am  no  relation 
of  3-ours." 

"  You  are  m3'  son,  Dantes,"  exclaimed 
the  old  man.  "  You  are  the  child  of  m\- 
captivat3^  M3'  profession  condemns  me 
to  celibac3^  God  has  sent  3"ou  to  me  to 
console,  at  one  and  the  same  time,  the 
man  who  could  not  be  a  father  and  the 
prisoner  who  could  not  get  free."  And 
Faria  extended  the  arm  of  which  alone 
the  use  remained  1  o  him  to  the  3'^oung  man, 
who  threw  himself  around  his  neck  and 
wept  bitterl3'. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE     THIRD    ATTACK. 

Now  that  this  treasure,  which  had  so 
long  been  the  object  of  the  abbe's  medita- 
tions, could  insure  the  future  happiness  of 
him  whom  Faria  roall\'  loved  as  a  son,  it 
had  doubled  its  value  in  his  e3'esand  ever3' 
day  he  expatiated  on  the  amount,  explain- 
ing to  Dantes,  all  the  good  which,  with 
thirteen  or  fourteen  millions  of  francs,  a 
man  could  do  in  these  days  to  his  friends  ; 
and  then  Dantes'  countenance  became 
gloom3',  for  the  oath  of  vengeance  he  had 
taken  recurred  to  his  memor3',  and  he  re- 
flected how  much  ill,  in  those  times,  a  m.in 
with  thirteen  or  fourteen  millions  could 
do  to  his  enemies. 

The  abbe  did  not  know  the  isle  of  Monte- 
Cristo;  but  Dantes  knew  it,  and  had  often 
passed  it,  situated  twent3'-flve  miles  from 
Pianosa,  between  Corsica  and  the  isle  of 
Elba,  and  had  once  touched  at  it.  This 
island  was,  always  had  been,  and  still  is. 


completel3'  deserted.  It  is  a  rock  of  al- 
most conical  form,  which  seems  as  though 
produced  b3' some  volcanic  effort  from  the 
depth  to  the  surface  of  the  ocean.  Dantes 
traced  a  plan  of  the  island  to  Faria,  and 
Faria  gave  Dantes  advice  as  to  the  means 
lie  should  emplo3-  to  recover  the  treasure. 
But  Dantes  was  far  from  being  as  enthu- 
siastic and  confident  as  the  old  man.  -It 
was  past  a  question  now  that  Faria  was 
not  a  lunatic,  and  the  wa3'  in  which  he 
had  achieved  the  discover3',  which  had 
given  rise  to  the  suspicion  of  his  madness, 
increased  his  admiration  of  him ;  but  at 
the  same  time  he  could  not  believe  that 
that  deposit,  supposing  it  had  ever  exist- 
ed, still  existed;  and  though  he  considered 
the  treasure  as  b3'  no  means  chimerical, 
he  3-et  believed  it  was  no  longer  there. 

However,  as  if  fate  resolved  on  depriv- 
ing the  prisoners  of  their  last  chance,  and 
making  them  understand  that  the3'  were 
condemned  to  perpetual  imprisonment,  a 
new  misfortune  befell  Ihem:  the  galler3' 
on  the  sea  side,  which  had  long  been  in 
ruins,  was  rebuilt.  The3'  had  repaired 
it  completeh^.  and  stopped  up  with  vast 
masses  of  stone  the  hole  Dantes  had 
partl3^  filled  in.  But  for  this  precaution, 
which,  it  will  be  remembered,  the  abbe 
had  made  to  Edmond,  the  misfortune 
would  have  been  still  gi-eater,  for  their 
attempt  to  escape  would  have  been  de- 
tected, and  they  would  unfortunatel3" 
have  been  separated.  Thus  a  fresh,  and 
even  stronger  door  was  closed  upon  them. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  3-oung  man,  with 
an  ail-  of  sorrowful  resignation,  to  Faria, 
"  that  God  deems  it  right  to  take  from 
me  even  what  3'ou  call  m3'  devotion  to 
3'ou.  I  have  promised  to  remain  forever 
with  30U,  and  now  I  could  not  break  m3' 
j)romis(!  if  I  would.  I  shall  no  more  luvve 
the  treasure  than  3'ou,  and  ni'ither  of  us 
will  quit  this  prison.  But  m3'  real  treas- 
ure is  not  tluit,  m3-  dear  friend,  which 
awaits  me  beneath  the  somber  rocks  of 
Monte-Cristo,  but  it  is  3'our  presence, 
our  living  together  five  or  six  hours  a 
d:i3',  in  spite  of  our  jailers  ;  it  is  tliose 
rays  of  int(»lligenee  you  h;ive  elicited  from 
m3'  brain,  the  languages  3'ou  have  im- 
planted in  m\-  memoiw,  and  which  spring 
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there  with  all  their  philolog'ical  ramifica- 
tions.    These  different  sciences  that  ,you 
have  made  so  easy  to  me  by  the  depth  of 
the  knowledg-e  3'ou  possess  of  them,  and 
the  clearness  of  the   principles  to  which 
vou  have  reduced  them — this  is  va.y  treas- 
ure, my  beloved  friend,  and  with  this  you 
have  made  me  rich  and  happ.y.     Believe 
me,  and  take  comfort,  this  is  better  for 
me  than  tons  of  gold  and   cases  of  dia- 
monds, even  were  they  not  as  problemati- 
cal as  the  clouds  we  see  in  the  morning- 
floating'  over  the  sea,  which  we  take  for 
terra  firma,   and    which    evaporate    and 
vanish   as   we   draw   near   to    them.     To 
have  you  as  long-  as  possible  near  me,  to 
hear  your  eloquent  voice,  which  I  trust  em- 
bellishes my  mind,  streng-thens  m.y  soul, 
and    makes   ni}^  whole   frame   capable  of 
great  and  terrible  things,  if  I  should  ever 
be  free,  so  fills  m^'  whole  existence,  that 
the  despair  to  which   I  was  just  on  the 
point  of  yielding  when   I  knew  you,  has 
no  longer  any  hold   over   me  :  and  this — 
this   is   m^^   fortune — not   cliimerical,  but 
actual.     I   owe    you    m}'    real   good,    m}- 
present  happiness;  and  all  the  sovereigns 
of  the  earth,  were  they   Cassar  Borgias, 
could  not  deprive  me  of  this." 

Tims,  if  not  actuall3'  happ3%  yet  the 
days  these  two  unfortunates  passed  to- 
gether went  quickly.  Faria,  who  for  so 
long  a  time  had  kept  silence  as  to  the 
treasure,  now  perpetually  talked  of  it.  As 
he  had  said,  he  remained  paralyzed  in  the 
right  arm  and  the  left  leg,  and  had  given 
up  all  hope  of  ever  enjoying  it  himself. 
But  he  was  continually  thinking  over  some 
means  of  escape  for  his  young  companion, 
and  he  enjoj^ed  it  for  him.  For  fear  the 
letter  might  be  some  day  lost  or  abstract- 
ed, he  compelled  Dantes  to  learn  it  by 
heart;  and  he  thus  knew  it  from  one  end 
to  the  other.  Then  he  destroyed  the  sec- 
ond portion,  assured  that  if  the  first  were 
seized,  no  one  would  be  able  to  penetrate 
its  I'eal  meaning.  Whole  hours  sometimes 
passed  while  Faria.  was  giving  instruc- 
tions to  Dantes — instructions  which  were 
to  serve  him  when  he  was  at  liberty. 
Then,  once  free,  from  the  day  and  hour 
and  moment  wlien  he  was  so,  he  could 
have  but  one   only  thought,   which  was. 


to  gain  Monte-Cristo  hy  some  means,  and 
remain  there  alone  under  some  pretext 
which  would  give  no  suspicions;  and  once 
there,  to  endeavor  to  find  the  wonderful 
caverns  and  search  in  the  appointed  spot. 
The  appointed  spot,  be  it  remembered, 
being  the  farthest  angle  in  the  second 
opening. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  hours  passed,  if 
not  rapidly,  at  least  tolerably.  Faria,  as 
we  have  said,  without  having  recovered 
the  use  of  his  hand  and  foot,  had  resumed 
all  the  clearness  of  his  understanding; 
and  had  gradually,  besides  the  moral  in- 
structions we  have  detailed,  taught  his 
youthful  companion  the  patient  and  sub- 
lime duty  of  a  prisoner,  who  learns  to 
make  something  from  nothing.  They 
were  thus  perpetually  emploj-ed.  Faria, 
that  he  might  not  see  himself  grow  old  ; 
Dantes,  for  fear  of  recalling-  the  almost 
extinct  past  wliich  now  onl3'  floated  in  his 
memory  like  a  distant  light  wandering  in 
the  night.  All  went  on  as  if  in  existences 
in  which  misfortune  has  deranged  noth- 
ing, and  which  glide  on  mechanically  and 
tranquilly  beneath  the  eye  of  Providence. 

But  beneath  this  superficial  calm  there 
were  in  the  heart  of  the  young  man,  and 
perhaps  in  that  of  the  old  man.  many  re- 
pressed desires,  many  stifled  sighs,  which 
found  vent  when  Faria  was  left  alone,  and 
when  Edmond  reluined  to  his  cell.  One 
night  Edmond  awoke  suddenly,  believing 
he  heard  some  one  calling  him.  He  opened 
his  e^'es  and  tried  to  pierce  through  the 
gloom.  His  name,  or  rather  a  plaintive 
voice,  which  essayed  to  pronounce  his 
name,  reached  him.  "Alas!"  murmured 
Edmond,  '•  can  it  be  ?  " 

He  moved  his  bed,  drew  up  the  stone, 
rushed  into  the  passage,  and  readied  the 
opposite  extremity  ;  the  secret  entrance 
was  open.  By  the  light  of  the  wretched 
and  wavering  lamp,  of  which  we  have 
spoken,  Dantes  saw  the  okl  mati,  pale, 
but  3-et  erect,  clinging  to  the  bedstead. 
His  features  were  writhing  with  those 
horrible  symptoms  which  he  alivady  knew, 
and  which  had  so  seriously  alarmed  him 
when  he  saw  them  for  the  first  time. 

"  Alas  !  my  dear  friend."  said  Faria  in 
a  resigned  lone.  *'  vou  umiei'stand.  do  you 
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not ;  and  I  need  not  attempt  to  explain  to 
you  ?  '' 

Edmond  uttered  a  cry  of  ag'ony,  andj 
quite  out  of  his  senses,  rushed  toward 
the  door,  exclaiming- — "Help  I  help  I  " 

Faria  had  just  sufficient  streng-th  to  re- 
tain him. 

"  Silence  !  "  he  said,  '•'  or  3'ou  are  lost. 
Think  now  of  j-ourself ;  only,  m}'  dear 
friend,  act  so  as  to  render  your  captivit}' 
supportable  or  jomv  flight  possible.  It 
would  require  years  to  renew  only  Avhat 
I  have  done  here,  and  which  would  be  in- 
stantly desti-oyed  if  our  jailers  knew  we 
had  communicated  with  each  other.  Be- 
sides, be  assured,  my  dear  Edmond,  the 
dung-eon  1  am  about  to  leave  will  not  long 
remain  empty  :  some  other  unfortunate 
being-  will  soon  take  my  place,  and  to  him 
3'ou  will  appear  like  an  ang-el  of  salvation. 
Perhaps  he  will  be  young-,  strong-  and  en- 
during-, like  3-ourself,  and  will  aid  j'ou  in 
your  escape ;  while  I  have  been  but  a  hin- 
drance. You  will  no  long-er  have  half  a 
dead  body  tied  to  3'ou  to  paralyze  allj'our 
movements.  At  length  Providence  has 
done  something-  for  you ;  he  restores  to 
you  more  than  he  takes  awa}'^,  and  it  was 
time  I  should  die." — Edmond  could  only 
clasp  his  hands  and  exclaim — *'  Oh,  my 
friend  I  my  friend  I,  speak  not  thus  !  "'  and 
then  resuming-  all  his  presence  of  mind, 
which  had  for  a  moment  stag-g-ercd  under 
this  blow,  and  his  strength,  whicli  had 
failed  at  the  words  of  the  old  man,  he 
said — "  Oh  !  I  have  saved  you  once,  and 
I  will  save  you  a  second  time  !  "  And 
raising-  the  foot  of  the  bed,  he  drew  out 
the  i»hial,  still  a  third  filled  with  the  red 
liquor. 

'•  See  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  there  rcniains 
still  some  of  tliis  saving-  draug-ht.  Quick, 
quick  !  tell  me  what  I  must  do  this  time — 
are  there  any  fresh  instructions  ?  Speak, 
my  friend,  I  listen.'' 

"There  is  not  a  hope,"  rcphed  Faria, 
shaking-  his  head  ;  "  but  no  matler,  God 
wills  it  that  man  whom  He  has  created, 
and  in  whose  heart  He  has  so  profoundly 
rooted  the  love  of  life,  should  do  all  in  his 
power  to  preserve  that  existence,  which, 
however  painful  it  niay,  is  yet  always  so 
dear." 


"Oh!  yes,  yes!"  exclaimed  Daiites, 
"and  I  tell  you  you  shall  yet  be  saved  I  '■ 

"  Well,  then,  try.  Tiie  cold  gains  upon 
me.  I  feel  the  blood  flowing  toward  my 
brain.  This  horrible  trembling,  whicli 
makes  my  teeth  chatter,  and  seems  to  dis- 
locate ni}'  bones,  beg-ins  to  pervade  my 
whole  frame;  in  five  minutes  the  malady 
will  reach  its  heig-ht,  and  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  there  will  be  nothing  left  of  me 
but  a  dead  corpse." 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Dantes,  his  heart 
wrung  with  anguish. 

"  Do  as  you  did  before,  onh'  do  not  wait 
so  long-.  All  the  springs  of  life  are  now 
exhausted  in  me,  and  death."  he  contin- 
ued, looking- at  his  parah^zed  arm  and  leg-, 
"has  but  half  its  work  to  do.  If,  after 
having  made  me  swallow  twelve  drops  in- 
stead of  ten,  you  see  that  I  do  not  recover, 
then  pour  the  rest  down  my  throat.  Now 
lift  me  on  my  bed,  for  I  can  no  long-er 
support  myself." 

Edmond  took  the  old  man  in  his  arms, 
and  laid  him  on  the  bed. 

"  And  now,  vay  dear  friend,"  said  Faria, 
"sole  consolation  of  my  wretched  exist- 
ence— you  whom  Heaven  g-ave  me  some- 
what late,  but  still  grave  me,  a  priceless 
g-ift,  and  for  which  I  am  most  grateful,  at 
the  moment  of  separating-  from  you  for 
ever,  I  wish  you  all  the  happiness  and  all 
the  prosperity  you  so  well  deserve.  My 
son,  I  bless  thee  I  "  The  young- man  cast 
himself  on  his  knees,  leaning  his  head 
ag-ainst  the  old  man's  bed. 

"  Listen,  now,  to  what  I  sa3'  in  this  m^^ 
dying-  moment.  The  treasure  of  the  Spa- 
das  exists.  God  g-rants  me  that  there  no 
longer  exists  for  me  distance  or  obstacle. 
I  see  it  in  the  depths  of  the  inner  cavern. 
My  eyes  pierc*;  the  inmost  recesses  of  I  he 
earth,  andai-e  dazzled  at  the  sig-Jit  of  so 
much  riches.  If  you  do  escape,  remember 
that  tlie  poor  abbe,  whom  all  Ihe'workl 
called  mad,  was  not  so.  Hasten  tO  Monte- 
Cristo — av;iil  yourself  of  the  fortune — for 
you  have  indeeil  sulTered  long-  enough." 
A  violent  shock  interrupted  the  old  man. 
Dantes  raised  his  head  and  saw  Faria's 
eyes  injected  with  blood.  It  .seemed  as  if 
a  flow  of  blood  had  ascendetl  from  the 
chest  to  the  head. 
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"  Adieu  !  adieu  !  "  murmured  the  old 
man,  clasping-  Edraond's  hand  convul- 
sively—" adieu  !  " 

"  Oh,  no — no,  not  3'et,"  he  cried  :  "do 
not  forsake  me  !  Oh  !  succor  him  !  Help  ! 
-help  !— help  !  " 

''  Hush  ! — hush  !  "  murmured  the  djing- 
man,  "  that  they  may  not  separate  us  if 
you  save  me  !  " 

''You  are  right.  Oli,  3'es,  yes  !  be  as- 
sured 1  shall  save  you  !  Besides,  althoug'h 
you  suffer  much,  you  do  not  seem  in  such 
agony  as  before." 

"  Do  not  mistake  !  I  suffer  less  because 
there  is  in  me  less  strength  to  endure  it. 
At  your  age  we  have  faith  in  life  ;  it  is  the 
privilege  of  youth  to  believe  and  hope,  but 
old  men  see  death  more  clearly.  Oli  !  'tis 
here — 'tis  here — 'tis  over — my  sight  is  gone 
— my  reason  escapes!  Your  hand,  Dantes! 
Adieu! — adieu!"  And  raising  himself  by  a 
final  elTort,  in  which  he  summoned  all  his 
faculties,  he  said — "  Monte-Cristo  !  forget 
not  Monte-Cristo!"  And  he  fell  back  in  his 
bed.  The  crisis  was  terrible,  his  twisted 
liuibs,  his  swollen  eyelids,  a  foam  of  blood 
and  froth  in  his  lips,  a  frame  quite  rigid, 
was  soon  extended  on  this  bed  of  agon}', 
in  place  of  the  intellectual  being  who  was 
there  but  so  lately. 

Dantes  took  the  lamp,  placed  it  on  a 
projcciing  stone  above  the  bed,  whence 
its  tremulous  light  fell  with  sti-ange  and 
fantastic  ray  on  tliis  discomposed  coun- 
tenance and  this  motionU>ss  and  stiffened 
body.  With  fixed  ej'-es  he  awaited  boldly 
the  moment  for  administering-  the  hoped- 
for  restorative. 

"When  he  believed  the  instant  had  ar- 
rived, he  look  the  knife,  unclosed  the 
teeth,  which  offered  less  resistance  than 
befoi-e,  counted  one  after  the  other  twelve 
drops,  and  watched  ;  the  phial  contained, 
perhaps,  twice  as  much  more.  He  waited 
ten  minutes,  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  half  an 
hour,  nothing  moved.  Treml>ling,  his 
hair  erect,  his  brow  b:itlied  with  perspira- 
tion, he  counted  the  seconds  by  the  beat- 
ings of  his  heart.  Then  he  thouglil  it 
was  time  to  make  the  last  ti-ial.  and  he 
put  the  [filial  to  the  violet  lips  of  Faria, 
and  without  having  occasion  to  force  open 
his  jaws,  which  had  remained   extended, 


he  poured  the  whole  of   the  liquid  down 
his  throat. 

The  draught  produced  a  galvanic  effect, 
a  violent  trembling  pervaded  the  old  man's 
limbs,  his  eyes  opened  until  it  was  fearful 
to  gaze  upon  them,  he  heaved  a  sigh 
which  resembled  a  shriek,  and  then  all 
this  vibrating-  frame  returned  gradually 
to  its  state  of  immobility,  only  the  eyes 
remained  open. 

Half  an  hour,  an  hour,  an  hour  and  a 
half  elapsed,  and  during  this  time  of 
anguish,  Edmond  leaned  over  his  friend, 
his  hand  applied  to  his  heart,  and  felt  the 
bod}' gradually  g'row  cold,  and  the  heart's 
pulsation  become  more  and  more  deep  and 
dull,  until  at  length  all  stopped  ;  the  last 
movement  of  the  heart  ceased,  the  face 
became  livid,  the  e3"es  remained  open,  but 
the  look  was  glazed.  It  was  six  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  the  dawn  was  just  break- 
ing, and  its  weak  ray  came  into  the  dun- 
geon, and  paled  the  ineffectual  light  of 
the  lamp.  Sing-ular  shadows  passed  over 
•the  countenance  of  the  dead  man,  which 
at  times  g-ave  it  the  appearance  of  life. 
While  this  strug-gle  between  day  and 
night  lasted,  Dantes  still  doubted  :  but  as 
soon  as  the  daylig-ht  gained  the  pre-emi- 
nence, he  saw  that  he  was  alone  with  a 
corpse.  Then  an  invincible  and  extreme 
terror  seized  upon  hiui,  and  he  dared  not 
again  press  the  hand  that  hung  out  of 
bed,  he  dared  no  longer  to  g:aze  on  those 
fixed  and  vacant  eyes  which  he  tried  many 
times  to  close  but  in  vain — they  opened 
again  as  soon  as  shut.  He  extinguished 
the  lamp,  carefully  concealed  it,  and  then 
went  away,  closing  as  well  as  he  could 
the  entrance  to  the  secret  passage  by  the 
large  stone  as  he  descended. 

It  was  time,  for  the  jailer  was  coming. 
On  this  occasion  he  began  his  rounds  ai 
Dantes'  cell,  and  on  leaving  him  he  went 
on  to  Faria's  dungeon,  where  he  was  tak- 
ing breakfast  and  some  litu'u.  Xotliing 
betokeneil  that  the  man  knew  anything 
of  what  had  occurreil.  He  went  on  his 
way. 

Dantes  was  then  seized  with  an  inde- 
scribable desire  to  know  what  was  g-oing 
on  in  the  dungeon  of  his  unfortunate 
fri«Mid.      He    therefore    returned   by   the 
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subterraneous  srallery,  and  arrived  in 
time  to  hear  the  exclamations  of  the 
turnkey,  who  called  out  for  help.  Other 
turnkeys  came,  and  then  was  heai'd  the 
re.2:ular  tramp  of  soldiers  even  when  not 
on  dut\' — behind  them  came  the  governor. 

Edmond  heard  the  noise  of  the  bed  in 
which  they  were  moving-  the  corpse,  heard 
the  voice  of  the  g-overnor,  who  desired 
them  to  throw  water  on  the  face ;  and 
seeing  that,  in  spite  of  this  application, 
the  prisonet-  did  not  recover,  sent  for  the 
doctor.  The  g-overnor  then  went  out, 
and  some  words  of  pity  fell  on  Dantes' 
listening-  ears,  nnngled  with  brutal  laug-h- 
ter. 

"Weill  well  I  "  said  one,  ''the  mad- 
man has  g-one  to  look  after  his  treasure. 
Good  journey  to  him  I  " 

'•  With  all  his  millions,  he  will  not  have 
enoug-h  to  pay  for  his  shroud  I  "  said  an- 
other.— "  Oh  I  '*'  added  a  third  voice,  "  the 
shrouds  of  the  Chateau  d 'If  arc  not  dear  !  " 

"  Perhaps."  said  one  of  the  previous 
speakers,  ''as  he  was  a  churchman,  the\-' 
may  g-o  to  some  expense  in  his  behalf." 

''They  may  g-ive  him  the  honors  of  the 
sack." 

Edmond  did  not  lose  a  word,  but  com- 
prehended ver^'  little  of  what  was  said. 
The  voices  soon  ceased,  and  it  seemed  to 
him  as  if  the  persons  had  all  left  the  cell. 
Still  he  dared  not  to  enter,  as  the^--  mig-ht 
have  left  some  turnkey  to  watch  the  dead. 
He  remained,  therefore,  mute  and  motion- 
less, restraining-  even  his  respiration.  At 
the  end  of  an  hour,  he  heard  a  faint  noise, 
which  increased.  It  was  the  g-overnor 
who  returned,  followed  by  the  doctor  ami 
other  attendants.  There  was  a  tnoment's 
silence — it  was  evident  that  the  doctor 
was  examining  the  dead  body.  The  in- 
quiries soon  commenced. 

Tiie  doctor  analyzed  tlie  symptoms  of 
the  malady  under  which  the  prisoner  had 
sunk,  and  declared  hi;  was  dead.  Ques- 
tions and  answers  followed  in  a  manner 
that  made  Danles  indignant,  foi'  he  felt 
that  all  the  world  should  ex[)erience  for 
the  poor  abbe  the  lovi-  he  ])ore  him. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  what  you  tell 
me,"  said  the  govet-nor,  replying  to  the 
assurance   of   the   doctoi*,  "tiuit   the  old 


man  is  really  dead  ;  for  he  was  a  quiet, 
inoffensive  prisoner,  happ\^  in  his  folh', 
and  required  no  watching." 

"  Ah  :  "  added  the  turnkey,  "  there 
was  no  occasion  for  watching  him  ;  he 
would  have  stayed  here  fifty  years,  I'll 
answer  for  it,  without  any  attempt  to 
escape." 

"Still."  said  the  governor,  "I  believe 
it  will  be  requisite,  notwithstanding  your 
certainty,  and  not  that  I  doubt  your 
science,  but  for  my  own  responsibilit3''s 
sake,  that  we  should  be  perfectly  assured 
that  the  prisoner  is  dead."  Thei-e  was  a 
moment  of  complete  silence,  dui-ing  which 
Dantes,  still  listening,  felt  assured  that 
the  doctor  was  examining  and  touching 
the  corpse  a  second  time. 

"You  ma}'  make  your  mind  easj^,"  said 
the  doctor ;  "he  is  dead.  I  will  answer 
for  that." 

"You  know,  sir,"  said  the  governor, 
persisting,  "that  we  are  not  content  in 
such  cases  as  this  with  such  a  simjile  ex- 
amination. In  spite  of  all  appearances, 
be  so  kind,  therefoi-e,  as  to  finish  3-Gur 
duty  by  fulfilling  the  formalities  pre- 
scribed by  law." 

"Let  the  irons  be  heated,"  said  the 
doctor;  "but  really  it  is  a  useles  pre- 
caution." Tills  order  to  heat  the  irons 
made  Dantes  shudder.  He  heard  hasty 
steps,  the  creaking  of  a  door,  people  going 
and  coming,  and  some  minutes  aftei'ward 
a  turnkey  entered,  saying — 

'•  Here  is  the  brazier,  lighted."  There 
was  a  momeni/s  silence,  and  then  was 
heard  the  noise  made  by  burning  tlesh,  of 
which  the  peculiar  and  nauseous  smell 
peneli-ated  even  behind  the  wall  where 
Dantes  was  listening  hoi-rified.  At  this 
smell  of  human  flesh  carbonized,  the 
damp  came  over  the  young  man's  brow, 
and  he  felt  as  if  he  should  faint . 

•*  You  .see,  sir,  he  is  really  dead,"  said 
the  doctor  ;  "  this  burn  in  the  heel  is  de- 
cisive. The  poor  fool  is  cured  of  his  folly, 
and  delivered  fi-om  his  captivity'." 

••  \V;isn't  his  n;ime  Faria  ?  "  irKpiireii 
one  of  the  olUcei-s  wlio  accompanied  the 
governor. — "  Yes,  sir;  and,  as  lie  .said,  it 
was  an  ancient  name.  He  was,  too,  very 
le:iined.  and  i-ational  enough  on  all  points 
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which  did  not  relate  to  his  treasure ;  but 
on  that,  indeed,  he  was  obstinate." 

"  It  is  tlie  sort  of  malady  which  we  call 
monomania,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  You  had  never  anything-  to  complain 
of?  "  said  the  g-overnor  to  the  jailer  who 
had  charg-e  of  the  abbe. 

"  Never,  sir,"  replied  the  jailer,  "  never ; 
on  the  contrary,  lie  sometimes  amused  me 
very  much  by  telling"  me  stories.  One  day, 
too,  when  ray  wife  was  ill,  he  g-ave  me  a 
prescription  which  cured  her." 

"  Ah  !  ah  !  "  said  the  doctor,  ''  I  was 
ignorant  that  I  had  a  competitor  ;  but  I 
hope,  M.  le  Gou verneur,  that  you  will  show 
him  all  proper  respect  in  consequence." 

'•'Yes,  yes,  make  your  mind  easy;  he 

shall  be  decently  interred  in   the   newest 

sack  we  can  find.  Will  that  satisfy  3'ou  ?  " 

"  Must  we  do  this  last  formality'  in  your 

presence,  sir  ?  "  inquir-ed  a  turnkey. 

"  Certainly.  But  make  haste — I  can- 
not stay  here  all  da}'."  Fresh  footsteps, 
g'oing"  and  coming-,  were  now  heard,  and  a 
moment  afterward  the  noise  of  cloth  beingf" 
rubbed  reached  Dantes'  ears,  the  bed 
creakrd  on  its  hinges,  and  the  heavy  foot 
of  a  man  who  lifts  a  weight  resounded  on 
the  floor ;  then  the  bed  ag-ain  cnwked 
under  the  weight  deposited  upon  it. 
"■  In  the  evening- !  "  said  the  g-overnor. 
"  Will  there  be  any  mass  ?  "  asked  one 
of  the  attendants. 

''That  is  impossible,"  replied  tlie  gov- 
ernor. "The  chaplain  of  the  chateau 
came  to  me  yesterday  to  beg-  for  leave  of 
absence,  in  order  to  take  a  trip  to  H3xres 
for  a.  week.  I  told  him  I  would  attend  to 
the  prisoners  in  his  absence.  If  the  poor 
abbe  had  not  been  in  sucli  a  hurry,  he 
might  have  ha.d  liis  requiem." 

'•  Pooli  !  pooh  !  "  said  the  doctor,  with 
the  accustomt'd  impiety  of  persons  of  his 
profession,  "he  is  a  churchman.  God 
will  respect  his  profession,  and  not  g-ive 
the  devil  the  wicked  delight  of  sending  him 
a  priest."  A  shout  of  laughter  followed 
this  bi'utal  jest.  During-  this  time  the 
operation  of  putting-  tlie  body  in  the  sack 
was  going-  on.— ''This  evening-."  said  the 
g-overnor,  when  th(>  task  was  emled. 

"At  what  o'clock?"  inquired  a  turn- 
key.— '•'  Why, about  len  or  eleven  o'clock." 


"Shall  we  watch  by  the  corpse?" — 
"  Of  what  use  would  it  be  ?  Shut  the  dun- 
geon as  if  he  were  alive — that  is  all." 
Then  the  steps  retreated,  and  the  voices 
(lied  away  in  the  distance;  the  noise  of 
the  door,  with  its  creaking  hinges  and 
bolts,  ceased,  and  a  silence  duller  than  an}"- 
solitude  ensued  —  the  silence  of  death, 
which  pervaded  all,  and  struck  its  icy 
chill  throug-h  the  young-  man's  whole 
frame.  Then  he  raised  the  flag-stone  cau- 
tiously with  his  head,  and  looked  carefully 
round  the  chamber.  It  was  empty;  and 
Dantes,  quitting  the  passage,  entered  it. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  CEMETERY  OF  THE  CHATEAU  D*IF. 

On  the  bed,  at  full  length,  and  faintly 
lighted  by  the  pale  ray  that  penetrated 
the  window,  was  visible  a  sack  of  coarse 
cloth,  under  the  large  folds  of  which  were 
stretched  a  long  and  stiffened  form  ;  it 
was  Faria's  last  winding-sheet — a  wind- 
ing-sheet which,  as  the  turnkey  said,  cost 
so  little.  All,  then,  was  completed,  A 
material  separation  had  taken  place  be- 
tween Dantes  and  his  old  friend  ;  he  could 
no  longer  see  those  eyes  which  had  re- 
mained open  as  if  to  look  even  beyond 
death  ;  he  could  no  longer  clasp  that  hand 
of  industiw  which  had  lifted  for  him  the 
veil  that  had  concealed  hidden  and  obscure 
things.  Faria,  the  usual  and  the  good 
companion,  with  whom  he  was  accustomed 
toJivO  so  intimatel}^  no  longer  breathed. 
He  seated  himself  on  the  edge  of  that 
ter-rible  bed,  and  fell  into  a  melancholy 
and  gloomy  reverie. 

Alone  ! — he  was  alone  again  I — agaui 
relapsrd  into  silence  ! — he  found  himself 
once  again  in  the  prt'sence  of  nothing- 
ness !  Alone  I  —  no  longer  to  see.  no 
longer  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  only  human 
being  who  attached  him  to  lift-  I  Was  it 
not  better,  like  Faria.  to  seek  the  presence 
of  his  Maker,  and  learn  the  enigma  of  life 
at  the  risk  of  passing  through  tne  mourn- 
ful gate  of  intense  sulFering  ?  Tlie  idea  of 
suicide,  driven  away  by  his  fi'it-nd,  and 
forgot  t(Mi  in  his  jiresence  whih'  living, 
arose  like  a  phantom  before  Inni  in  pres- 
ence of  his  dead  body. 

-•  If  I  could  die."  he  saui.  -•  1  siiouid  go 
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where  he  goes,  and  should  assuredly'  find 
him  again.  But  how  to  die?  It  is  very- 
easy,"  he  continued,  with  a  smile  of  bitter- 
ness; "1  will  remain  here,  rush  on  the 
first  person  that  opens  the  door,  will 
strangle  him,  and  then  the}'  will  guillotine 
nie."  But  as  it  happens  that  in  excessive 
griefs,  as  in  great  tempests,  the  abyss  is 
found  between  the  tops  of  the  loftiest 
waves,  Dantes  recoiled  from  the  idea  of 
this  infamous  death,  and  passed  suddenh- 
from  despair  to  an  ardent  desire  for  life 
and  libert3^ 

"Die  !  oh  no,"  he  exclaimed  — "  not  die 
now,  after  having  lived  and  suffered  so 
long  and  so  much  !  Die  !  yes,  had  I  died 
years  since ;  but  now  it  would  be,  indeed, 
to  give  way  to  rii}'  bitter  destiny.  No,  I 
desire  to  live ;  I  desire  to  struggle  to  the 
ver^'  last;  I  wish  to  reconquer  the  hap- 
piness of  which  I  have  been  deprived. 
Before  I  die  I  must  not  forget  that  I  have 
my  executioners  to  punish,  and  perhaps 
too,  who  knows,  some  friends  to  reward. 
Yet  they  will  forget  me  here,  and  I  shall 
die  in  m\'  dungeon  like  Faria."  As  he 
said  this,  he  remained  motionless,  his  eyes 
fixed  like  a  man  struck  with  a  sudden 
idea,  but  wiiom  thisidea  fills  with  amaze- 
ment. Suddenly  he  rose,  lifted  his  hand 
to  his  brow  as  if  his  brain  were  gidd.y, 
paced  twice  or  thrice  round  his  chamber, 
and  then  paused  at)ruptly  at  the  bed. 

"Ah!  ah!"  he  muttered,  "who  in- 
spires me  with  this  thought  ?  Is  that 
thou,  gi-acious  God  ?  Since  none  but  the 
dead  pass  freely  fiom  this  dungeon,  let  me 
assume  the  place  of  the  dead  !  "  Without 
giving  himself  time  to  reconsider  his  de- 
cision, and,  indeed,  that  he  might  not 
allow  his  thoughts  to  be  distracted  from 
his  desperate  resolution,  he  bent  over  the 
appalhng  sack,  opened  it  with  the  knife 
which  Faria  had  made,  drew  tlie  corpse 
from  the  sack,  and  transpoi-ted  it  along 
tlie  gallery  to  his  own  chamber,  laid  it  on 
his  couch,  passed  round  its  head  the  rag 
he  wore  at  night  round  his  own,  covered 
it  with  his  counterpane,  once  again  kissed 
the  ice-cold  brow,  and  tried  vainly  to  close 
the  resisting  eyes,  wliich  glared  horribly  ; 
turned  the  head  toward  the  wall,  so  that 
the   jailer    might,   when  he   brought    liis 


evening  meal,  believe  that  he  was  asleep, 
as  was  his  frequent  custom;  returned 
along  the  gallery,  threw  the  bed  against 
the  wall,  returned  to  the  other  cell,  took 
from  the  hiding  place  the  needle  and 
thread,  flung  off  his  rags,  that  they  might 
feel  naked  flesh  only  beneath  the  coarse 
sackcloth,  and  getting  inside  the  sack, 
placed  himself  in  the  posture  in  which  the 
dead  body  had  been  laid,  and  sewed  up  the 
mouth  of  the  sack  \yithinside. 

The  beating  of  his  heart  might  have 
been  heard,  if  by  any  mischance  the  jail- 
ers had  entered  at  that  moment.  Dantes 
might  have  waited  until  the  evening  visit 
was  over,  but  he  was  afraid  the  governor 
might  change  his  resolution  and  order  the 
dead  body  to  be  removed  earUer.  In  that 
case  his  last  hope  would  have  been  de- 
stro3'ed.  Now  his  project  was  settled 
under  an}-^  circumstances,  and  he  hoped 
thus  to  carry  it  into  effect.  If  during  the 
time  he  was  being  conveyed  the  grave- 
diggers  should  discover  that  they  were 
conveying  a  live  instead  of  a  dead  body, 
Dantes  did  not  intend  to  give  then)  time 
to  recognize  him,  but  with  a  sudden  cut 
of  the  knife,  he  meant  to  open  the  sack 
from  top  to  bottom,  and,  profiting  by  their 
alarm,  escape  ;  if  they  tried  to  catch  him, 
he  would  use  his  knife. 

If  they  conducted  him  to  the  cemetery 
and  laid  him  in  the  grave,  he  would  allow 
himself  to  be  covered  with  earth  and  then, 
as  it  was  night,  the  grave-diggers  could 
scarcely  have  tuined  their  backs,  ei-e  he 
would  have  worked  his  wa}'  througli  the 
soft  soil  and  escape,  hoping  that  the  weight 
would  not  be  too  heavy  for  him  to  su[)- 
port.  If  he  was  deceived  in  this,  and  the 
earth  ])i()ved  too  heavy,  he  would  he 
stilled,  and  then,  so  nuich  the  belter,  all 
would  be  over.  Dantes  had  not  eaten 
since  the  i)revious  evening,  hut  he  had  not 
thought  of  hunger  or  thirsT,  nor  did  he 
now  think  of  it.  His  position  was  toe 
))recarious  to  allow  him  even  time  to  re- 
flect on  any  tliought  but  one. 

The  first  risk  that  Dantes  ran  was,  that 
the  jailei'.  when  he  bi'ought  him  liis  sup- 
per at  seven  o'clock,  might  ])erceive  the 
substitution  he  had  effected  ;  fortunately, 
twenty  times  at  least,  from  misanthrop}- 
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or  fatigue,  Dantes  had  received  his  jailer 
in  bed,  and  then  the  man  placed  his  bread 
and  soup  on  the  table,  and  went  away 
without  saying-  a  word.  This  time  the 
jailer  might  not  be  silent  as  usual,  but 
speak  to  Dantes,  and  seeing  that  he  re- 
ceived no  reply,  go  to  the  bed,  and  thus 
discover  all. 

When  seven  o'clock  came,  Dantes'  agonj' 
reall.y  commenced.  His  hand  placed  upon 
his  heart  was  unable  to  repress  its  throb- 
bings,  while,  with  the  other,  he  wiped  the 
perspiration  from  his  temples.  From  time 
to  time  s  h  udder  in  gs  ran  through  his  whole 
frame  and  collapsed  his  heart  as  if  it  were 
frozen.  Then  he  thought  he  was  going  to 
die.  Yet  the  hours  passed  on  without  an^^ 
stir  in  the  chateau,  and  Dantes  felt  he  had 
escaped  this  first  danger  :  it  was  a  good 
augury.  At  length,  about  the  hour  the 
governor  had  appointed,  footsteps  were 
heard  on  the  stairs.  Edmond  felt  that  the 
moment  had  arrived,  and  summoning  up 
all  his  courage,  held  his  breath,  happy  if 
at  the  same  time  he  could  have  repressed 
in  like  manner  the  hasty  pulsation  of  his 
arteries.  They  stopped  at  the  door — there 
were  two  steps,  and  Dantes  guessed  it  was 
the  two  grave-diggers  who  came  to  seek 
him — this  idea  was  soon  converted  into 
certainty  when  he  heard  the  noise  they 
made  in  putting  down  the  hand-bier.  The 
door  opened,  and  a  dim  light  reached 
Dantes'  eyes  through  the  coarse  sack  that 
covered  him ;  he  saw  two  shadows  ap- 
proach his  bed,  a  third  refnaining  at  the 
door  with  a  torch  in  his  hand.  Each  of 
these  two  men,  approaching  the  ends  of 
the  bed,  took  the  sack  by  its  extremities. 

"  He's  heavy  though  for  an  old  and  thin 
man,"  said  one,  as  he  raised  the  head. 

"  They  say  every  year  adds  half  a  pound 
to  the  weight  of  the  bones,"  said  anotlier, 
lift  ing  the  feet. 

"Have  you  tied  the  knot?"  in(niirod 
the  first  speaker. 

''  What  would  be  the  use  of  carrying  so 
miu'li  more  weight  ?  "  was  the  reply  ;  *'  I 
can  do  that  when  W(?  got  there." 

'•Yes,  you're  right,"  replied  the  com- 
panion. 

"What's  the  knot  for?"  thought 
Dantes. 


They  deposited  the  supposed  corpse  on 
the  bier.  Edmond  stiffened  himself  in 
order  to  play  his  part  of  a  dead  man,  and 
then  the  party,  lighted  by  the  man  with 
the  torch,  who  went  first,  ascended  the 
stairs.  Suddenly  he  felt  the  fresh  and 
sharp  night  air,  and  Dantes  recognized 
the  Mistral.  It  was  a  sudden  sensation, 
at  the  same  time  replete  with  delight  and 
agon}'.  The  bearers  advanced  twenty 
paces,  then  stopped,  putting  their  bier 
down  on  the  ground.  One  of  them  went 
away,  and  Dantes  heard  his  shoes  on  the 
pavement. 

"  Where  am  I  then  ?  "  he  asked  himself. 

"  Reallj',  he  is  by  no  means  a  light 
load  !  "  said  the  other  bearer,  sitting  on 
the  edge  of  the  hand-barrow,  Dantes' 
first  impulse  was  to  escape,  but  fortu- 
nately he  did  not  attempt  it. 

"  Light  me,  you,  sir,"  said  the  other 
bearer,  ''  or  I  shall  not  find  what  I  am 
looking  for."  The  man  with  the  torch 
complied,  although  not  asked  in  the  most 
polite  terms. 

' '  What  can  he  be  looking  for  ?  "  thought 
Edmond.  "The  spade,  perhaps."  An 
exclamation  of  satisfaction  indicated  that 
the  grave-digger  had  found  the  object  of 
his  search.  "  Here  it  is  at  last,"  he  said  ; 
''not  without  some  trouble  though." 

"Yes,"  was  the  answer,  "but  it  has 
lost  nothing  by  waiting." 

As  he  said  this,  the  man  came  toward 
Edmond.  who  heard  a  heavy  and  sounding 
substance  laid  down  beside  him,  and  at  the 
same  moment  a  cord  was  fastened  round 
his  feet  with  sudden  and  painful  violence. 

"Well,  have  you  tied  the  knot?"  in- 
quired the  grave-diggei",  who  was  looking 
on. — "Yes,  and  pretty  tight,  too,  I  can 
tell  you."  was  the  answer. 

"^^[ove  on,  then."  And  the  bier  was 
lifted  once  more,  and  they  procoed«Mi. 

They  a  d\  a  need  fifty  paces  farther,  anc 
then  stoppetl  to  open  a  door,  then  went 
forward  again.  The  noise  of  the  waves 
dashing  against  the  rocks  on  which  the 
chateau  is  built  reached  Dantes'  ear  dis- 
tinctly as  they  progressed. 

'Bad  weather  I"  observt»d  one  of  the 
bearers  ;  •'  not  a  pleasant  night  for  a  dip 
in  the  sea." 
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"  Whj-,  yes,  the  abbe  runs  a  chance  of 
being  wet,"  said  the  other  ;  and  then  there 
was  a  burst  of  brutal  lau<^hter.  Dantes 
did  not  comprehend  the  jest,  but  his  hair 
stood  erect  on  his  head. 

"  Well,  here  we  are  at  last,"  said  one 
of  them,  "A  little  farther— a  little  far- 
ther," said  the  other.  "  You  know  xQry 
Avell  that  the  last  was  stopped  on  his  wa,y, 
dashed  on  the  rocks,  and  the  g-overnor 
told  us  next  da3'  that  we  were  careless 
fellows." 

They  ascended  five  or  six  more  steps, 
and  then  Dantes  felt  that  they  took  him 
one  b^^  the  head  and  the  other  by  the  heels, 
and  swung-  him  to  and  fro.  '•'  One  I  "  said 
the  g-rave-dig-gers,  "  two  I  thi-ee,  and 
awa3'  !  "  And  at  the  same  instant  Dantes 
felt  himself  flung-  into  the  air  like  a  wound- 
ed bird  falling-,  falling- with  a  rapidity  that 
made  his  blood  curdle.  Althoug-h  drawn 
downward  by  the  same  heavy  weight 
wliich  hastened  his  rapid  descent,  it  seemed 
to  iiim  as  if  the  time  weri,'  a  centmy.  At 
last,  with  a  terrific  dash,  lie  entered  the 
ice-cold  water,  and  as  he  did  so  he  uttered 
a  shrill  cry,  stifled  in  a  moment  by  his 
immersion  beneath  the  waves, 

Dantes  had  been  flung  into  the  sea,  into 
whose  depths  he  was  dragged  by  a  thirty- 
six  pound  shot  tied  to  his  feet.  The  sea 
is  the  cemeter}^  of  Chateau  d'If. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE   ISl.E   OF  TIBOULEN. 

Dantes,  although  g-iddy  and  almost  suf- 
focated, had  yet  sufficient  presence  of  mind 
to  hold  his  breath  :  and  as  his  rig-ht  hand 
(prepared  as  he  was  for  every  chance)  held 
his  knife  open,  he  rapidly  ripped  up  the 
sack,  extricated  his  arm,  and  then  his 
body  ;  but  in  spite  of  all  his  efforts  to  free 
himself  from  the  bullet,  he  felt  it  dragging- 
him  down  si  ill  lower.  lie  then  bent  his 
body,  and  by  a  desperate;  effort  severed 
the  ct)rd  that  bonnd  liis  legs,  at  the 
mom«>nt  he  was  sutTocat  ing.  With  a  vigr- 
orous  spring-  he  rose  to  th»«  surface  of  the 
sea,  while  the  bullet  bore  to  its  depths  the 
sack  thath:id  so  nearly  become  his  .shroud. 

Dantes  merely  paused  to  breathe,  and 
then  dived  aj^ain,  in  order  to  avoid  being- 
seen.     When  he  arose  a  second  time,  he 


was  fifty  paces  from  where  he  had  first 
sunk.      He   saw   overhead   a   black    and 
tempestuous   skj',    over  which    the   wind 
was  driving  the  fleeting  vapors  that  oc- 
casionallj'   suffered   a   twinklmg  star    to 
appear  :  befoie  him  was  the  vast  expanse 
of   waters,    somber    and    terrible,    whose 
waves    foamed   and   roared   as  if  before 
the    approach   of  a  storm.     Behind  him, 
blacker   than  the  sea,  blacker  than  the 
sky,  rose,  like  a  phantom,   the  g-iant  of 
g-ranite,  whose  projecting-  crags  seemed 
like  arms  extended  to  seize   their  prey  ; 
and  on  the  hig-hest  rock  was  a  torch  that 
lig-hted    two    fig-ures.     He    fancied    these 
two  forms  were  looking- at  the  sea;  doubt- 
less   these    strang-e     grave- digg-ers    had 
heard  his  ciw,     Dantes  dived  again,  and 
remained  a  long-  time  beneath  the  water. 
This  maneuver  was  already  familiar  to 
him,  and    usually'   attracted   a  crowd   of 
spectators   in    the   bay   before  the  lig-ht- 
house  at  Marseilles  when  he  swam  there, 
and   who,    with   one   accord,    pronounced 
him  the  best  swimmer  in  the  port.     When 
he  reappeared  the  lig-ht  had  disappeared. 
It  was  necessary  to  strike  out  to  sea. 
Ratonneau  and  Pomeg-ue  are  the  nearest 
isles  of  all  those  that  surround  the  Cha- 
teau d'If;   but  Ratonneau  and  Pomegue 
are  inhabited,  tog-ether  with  the  islet  of 
Daume ;    Tiboulen  or  Lemaire  were   the 
most  secure.    The  isles  of  Tiboulen  and 
Lemaire  are  a  league  from  the  Chateau 
d'If;  Dantes,  nevertheless,  determined  to 
make  for  them.     But  how  could  he  find 
his   way    in  the  darkness   of  the  night? 
At  this  moment  he  saw  before  him,  like  a 
brilliant  star,  the  lig-hthouse  of  Planier. 
B\'  leaving:  this  light  on  1  he  rigfht,  he  kept 
the   isle  of  Tiboulen   a  little  on  th«'left; 
by  t.ui-ning  to  the  left,  therefore,  he  would 
find  it.     Bui,  as  we  htve  said,  it  was  at 
least    a   league  from  the  Chateau  d'If  to 
this   island.     Often   in    prison   Faria  had 
said  to  him,   when  he  saw  him  idle  and 
inactive,  "  Dantes,  you  mu.st  not  g-ive  way 
to  this  listlessncss ;  you  will  be  drowned 
if  you  seek  to  escape,  and  your  streng-th 
has  not  bi^cn  i)roperl3'  exercised  and  pre- 
pared for  exertion."     These  woi'ds  rang- 
in  l^antcs'  ears,  even  beneath  the  waves  : 
he   hastened    to   cleave  his  way  through 
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thein  to  see  if  he  had  lost  his  strength. 
He  found  with  pleasure  that  his  captivity 
liad  taken  away  nothing-  of  his  power,  and 
that  he  was  still  master  of  that  element 
on  whose  bosom  he  had  so  often  sported 
as  a  bo3'. 

Fear,  that   relentless  pursuer,  clog'g-ed 
Dantes'  efforts.     He  listened  if  an3'-  noise 
was  audible ;  each  time  that  he  rose  over 
the  waves  his  looks  scanned  the  horizon 
and    strove    to   penetrate   the   dai'kness. 
Every  wave  seemed  a  boat  in  his  pursuit, 
and  he  redoubled  exertions  that  increased 
his  distance   from   the   chateau,   but  the 
repetition  of  which  weakened  his  strength. 
He  swam  on  still,  and  already  the  terrible 
chateau  had  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 
He  could  not  see  it,  but  he  felt  its  pres- 
ence.   An  hour  passed,  during- which  Dan- 
tes, excited  b}^  the  feeluig-  of  freedom,  con- 
tinued to  cleave  the  waves.  "  Let  us  see," 
said  he,  "I  have  swum   above  an  hour, 
but,  as  the  wind  is  against  me,  that  has 
retarded  my  speed  ;  however,  if  I  am  not 
mistaken,  I  must  be  close  to  the  isle  of 
Tiboulen.     But  what  if  I  were  mistaken  ? 
A  shudder  passed  over  him.     He  sought 
to  tread  water,  in  order  to  rest  himself ; 
but  the  sea  was  too  violent,  and  he  felt 
that  he  could  not  make  use  of  this  UK.'ans 
of  repose. 

"Well,"  said  he,  *'  I  will  swim  on  until 
I  am  worn  out,  or  the  cramp  seizes  me, 
and  then  I  shall  sink  ;  "  and  he  struck  out 
with  the  energy  of  despair. 

Suddenly  the  sky  seemed  to  him  to  be- 
come still  darker  and  more  dense,  and 
compact  clouds  lowered  toward  him  ;  at 
the  same  time  he  felt  a  violent  pain  in  his 
knee.  His  imagination  told  him  a  ball 
had  struck  him,  and  that  in  a  moment 
he  would  hear  the  report;  but  he  heard 
nothing.  Dantes  put  out  his  hand,  and 
felt  resistance ;  he  then  extended  his  leg, 
and  felt  the  land,  and  in  an  instant 
guessed  the  nature  of  the  object  he  had 
taken  for  a  cloud. 

Before  him  rose  a  mass  of  strangely- 
formed  rocks,  that  resembled  nothing  so 
much  as  a  vast  fire  pe trilled  at  the  mo. 
ment  of  its  most  fervent  combustion.  It 
was  the  isle  of  Tiboulon.  Dantes  rose, 
advanced  a  few  steps,  and.  with  a  ferv(>nt 


prayer  of  gratitude,  stretched  himself  on 
the  granite,  which  seemed  to  him  softer 
than  down.  Then,  in  spite  of  the  wind 
and  rain,  he  fell  into  the  deep  sweet  sleep 
of  those  worn  out  by  fatigue.  At  the  ex- 
piiation  of  an  hour  Edmond  was  awakened 
b3^  the  roar  of  the  thundei-.  The  tempest 
was  unchained  and  let  loose  in  all  its  fury; 
from  time  to  time  a  flash  of  lightning- 
stretched  across  the  heavens  like  a  fiery 
serpent,  lighting  up  the  clouds  that  rolled 
on  like  the  waves  of  an  immense  chaos. 

Dantes  had  not  been  deceived — he  had 
reached  the  first  of  the  two  isles,  which 
was,  in  reality,  Tiboulen.  He  knew  that 
it  was  barren  and  without  shelter ;  but 
when  the  sea  became  more  calm,  he  re- 
solved to  plunge  into  its  waves  again, 
and  swim  to  Lemaire,  equally  arid,  but 
larg-er,  and  consequently  better  adapted 
for  concealment. 

An  overhanging  rock  offered  him  a 
temporaiy  shelter,  and  scarcely  had  he 
availed  himself  of  it  when  the  tempest 
burst  forth  in  all  its  fury.  Edmond  felt 
the  rock  beneath  which  he  lay  tremble ; 
the  waves,  dashing  themselves  against 
the  granite  rock,  wetted  him  with  their 
spray.  In  safety,  as  he  was,  he  felt  him- 
self become  gidd^"  in  the  midst  of  this  war 
of  the  elements  and  the  dazzling  bright- 
ness of  the  lightning.  It  seemed  to  hiin 
that  the  island  trembled  to  its  base,  and 
that  it  would,  like  a  vessel  at  anchor, 
break  hei-  moorings,  and  bear  him  off  into 
the  center  of  the  storm.  He  then  recol- 
lected that  he  had  not  eaten  or  drunk  for 
four-and-twenty  houi's.  He  extended  liis 
hands,  and  drank  greedily  of  the  rain- 
water that  had  lodged  in  a  hollow  of  the 
rock. 

As  he  rose,  a  flash  of  lightning,  that 
seemed  as  if  the  whole  of  tlie  lioavons 
were  opened,  illumined  the  darkness.  By 
its  light,  between  the  isle  of  Lemaire  and 
Cape  Croiselle,  a  quarter  of  a  league  dis- 
tant, Dantes  saw.  Y\\sO  a  specter,  a  lishing- 
boat  driven  rapidly  on  by  tlie  force  of  the 
wind  and  waves.  A  second  after,  he  .s:iw 
it  again,  approaching  nearer.  Dantes 
cried  at  tin*  top  of  his  voice  to  warm  them 
of  their  dangei-.  but  tlit>y  saw  it.  them- 
st>lves.      AnotluM-  Hash  showed  liim  four 
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men  cling-ing"  to  the  shattered  mast  and 
the  rig-ging-,  while  a  fifth  clung"  to  the 
broken  rudder. 

The  men  he  beheld  saw  him  doubtless, 
for  their  cries  were  carried  to  his  ears  by 
the  wind.  Above  the  splintered  mast  a 
sail  rent  to  tatters  was  waving- ;  suddenly 
the  ropes  that  still  held  it  gave  way,  and 
it  disappeared  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night  like  a  vast  sea-bird.  At  the  same 
moment  a  violent  crash  was  heard,  and 
cries  of  distress.  Perched  on  the  summit 
of  the  rock,  Danles  saw,  by  the  light- 
ning, the  vessel  in  pieces  ;  and  among  the 
fragments  were  visible  the  agonized  feat- 
ures of  the  unhapp3"  sailors.  Then  all  be- 
came dark  again. 

Dantes  ran  down  the  rocks  at  the  risk 
of  being  himself  dashed  to  pieces  ;  he  list- 
ened, he  strove  to  examine,  but  he  heard 
and  saw  nothing — all  human  cries  had 
ceased,  and  the  tempest  alone  continued 
to  rage.  B3-  degrees  the  wind  abated, 
vast  grray  clouds  rolled  toward  the  west, 
and  the  blue  firmament  appeared  studded 
with  bright  stars.  Soon  a  red  streak  be- 
came visible  in  the  horizon,  the  waves 
whitened,  a  light  played  over  them,  and 
g-ilded  their  foaming  crests  with  gold.  It 
was  da3\ 

Dantes  stood  silent  and  motionless  be- 
fore this  vast  spectacle,  for  since  his  cap- 
tivity^ he  had  forgotten  it.  He  turned 
toward 'the  fortress,  and  looked  both  at 
the  sea  and  the  land.  The  gloomy  build- 
ing rose  from  tiie  bosom  of  the  ocean  with 
that  imposing  majesty  of  inanimate  ob- 
jects that  seems  at  once  to  watch  and  to 
command.  It  was  about  five  o'clock.  The 
sea  continued  to  grow  calmer. 

"  In  two  or  three  hours,"  tliought  Dan- 
tes, "  the  turnkey  will  enter  m^^  chamber, 
find  the  bodj' of  my  poor  friend,  recognize 
it,  seek  for  me  in  vain,  and  give  the  alai-m. 
Then  the  passag(^  will  be  discovered  ;  the 
men  who  cast  me  into  the  sea,  and  who 
must  have  heard  \\\v.  cry  I  uttered,  will  be 
questioned.  Then  boats  filled  with  armed 
soldiers  will  pursue  the  wretched  fugitive. 
The  cannon  will  warn  every  one  to  refuse 
shelter  to  a  man  wan(l<Ming  about  naked 
and  famished.  The  police  of  Marseilles 
will  be  on  the  alert  by  land,  while  the  gov- 


ernor pursues  me  by  sea.  I  am  cold,  lam 
hungr3-.  I  have  lost  even  the  knife  that 
saved  me.  Oh,  my  God  !  I  have  sufl'ered 
enough  surel3'.  Have  pit3^  on  me,  and  do 
for  me  what  I  am  unable  to  do  for  m3-self." 

As  Dantes  (his  eyes  turned  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Chateau  d'lf)  uttered  this 
pra3"er,  he  saw  appear,  at  the  extremit3' 
of  the  isle  of  Pomegue,  like  a  bird  skim- 
ming over  the  sea,  a  small  bark,  that  the 
eye  of  a  sailor  alone  could  recognize  as  a 
Genoese  tartane.  She  was  coming  out  of 
Marseilles  harbor,  and  was  standing  out 
to  sea  rapidh',  her  sharp  prow  cleaving 
through  the  waves.  '•  Oh  !  "  cried  Ed- 
mond,  '•  to  think  that  in  half  an  hour  I 
could  join  her,  did  I  not  fear  being  ques- 
tioned, detected,  and  conveyed  back  to 
Marseilles  !  What  can  I  do?  What  stor3' 
can  I  invent?  Under  pretext  of  trading 
along  the  coast,  these  men,  who  are  in 
realit3'  smugglers,  will  prefer  selling  me 
to  doing  a  g-ood  action.  I  must  wait.  But 
I  cannot — I  am  starving.  In.a  few  hours 
m3'  strength  Avill  be  utterh'  exhausted  ; 
besides,  perhaps  I  have  not  been  missed 
at  the  fortress.  I  can  pass  as  one  of  the 
sailors  wrecked  last  night.  This  stor3'  will 
pass  current,  for  there  is  no  one  left  to 
contradict  me," 

As  he  spoke,  Dantes  looked  toward  the 
spot  where  the  fishing- vessel  had  been 
wrecked,  and  started.  The  red  cap  of  one 
of  the  sailors  hung  to  a  point  of  the  rock, 
and  some  beams  that  had  formed  part  of 
the  vessel's  keel  fioated  at  the  foot  of  the 
crags.  In  an  instant  Dantes'  plan  was 
formed.  He  swam  to  the  cap,  placed  it 
on  his  head,  seized  one  of  the  beams,  and 
struck  out  so  as  to  cross  the  line  the  ves- 
sel was  taking. 

"I  am  saved!"  murmured  he.  And 
this  conviction  restored  his  strength. 

He  soon  perceived  the  vessel,  which, 
having  the  wind  riglit  ahead,  was  lacking' 
between  the  Chateau  d'lf  and  the  tower 
of  Planier.  For  an  instant  he  feared  lest 
the  bark,  instead  of  keeping  in  shore, 
should  stand  out  to  sea ;  but  lie  soon  saw 
bv  her  maneuvers  t  lint  she  wished  to  pass, 
like  most  vessels  bound  fur  Ilal\',  between 
the  islands  of  Jiuos  and  Calaseraig-ne. 
However,  the  vessel  and  the  swimmer  in- 
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sensibly  neared  one  another,  and  in  one  of 
its  tacks  the  bark  approached  within  a 
(iLiarter  of  a  mile  of  him.  He  rose  on  the 
waves,  making-  siirns  of  distress;  but  no 
one  on  board  peiceived  him,  and  the  ves- 
sel stood  on  another  tack.  Dantes  would 
have  cried  out,  but  he  reflected  that  the 
wind  would  drown  his  voice. 

It  was  then  he  rejoiced  at  his  precaution 
in  taking*  the  beam,  for  without  it  he  would 
have  been  unable,  perhaps,  to  reach  the 
vessel — certainly  to  return  to  shore,  should 
he  be  unsuccessful  in  attracting  attention. 
Dantes,  although  almost  sure  as  to 
what  course  the  bark  would  take,  had  3'et 
watched  it  anxiously  until  it  tacked  and 
stood  toward  him.  Then  he  advanced  ; 
but  before  thej'  had  met,  the  vessel  again 
changed  her  direction.  By  a  violent  efl"ort 
he  rose  half  out  of  the  water,  waving  his 
cap,  and  uttering-  a  loud  shout  peculiar  to 
sailors.  This  time  he  was  both  seen  and 
heard,  and  the  tartan e  instantly  steered 
toward  him.  At  the  same  time,  he  saw 
they  were  about  to  lower  the  boat. 

An  instant  after,  the  boat,  rowed  by  two 
men,  advanced  rapidly  toward  hiin.  Dan- 
tes abandoned  the  beam,  which  he  thouglit 
now  useless,  and  swam  vig-orousl^^  to  meet 
them.  But  he  had  reckoned  too  much 
upon  his  strength,  and  then  he  felt  how 
serviceable  the  beam  had  been  to  him. 
His  arms  grew  stiff,  his  legs  had  lost  their 
flexibility,  and  he  was  almost  breathless. 
He  uttered  a  second  cvy.  The  two  sail- 
ors redoubled  their  efforts,  and  one  of 
them  cried  in  Italian,  '•  Courage  !  " 

The  word  reached  his  ear  as  a  wave 
which  he  no  longer  had  the  strength  to 
surmount  passed  over  his  head.  He  rose 
again  to  the  surface,  supporting  himself 
by  one  of  those  desperate  efforts  a  drown- 
ing man  makes,  uttered  a  third  cry,  and 
felt  himself  sink  again,  as  if  the  fatal  bul- 
let were  again  tied  to  his  feet.  The  water 
passed  over  his  head,  and  the  sky  seemed 
livid.  A  violent  etlort  again  brought  him 
to  the  surface.  He  felt  as  if  something 
seized  him  by  lh(>  hair,  but  he  saw  anil 
heard  nothing.     He  had  fainttnl. 

When  he  opened  his  oyes,  Dantes  roiuui 
himself  on  the  deck  of  the  tartane.  His 
first  care  was  to  see  what  direction  thev 


were  pursuing.  They  were  rapidly  leav- 
ing the  Chateau  d'lf  behind.  Dantes  was 
so  exhausted  that  the  exclamation  of  joy 
he  uttered  was  mistaken  for  a  sigh. 

As  we  have  said,  he  was  lying  on  the 
deck.  A  sailor  was  rubbing  his  limbs  with 
a  woolen  cloth  ;  another,  whom  he  recog- 
nized as  the  one  who  had  cried  out  "  cour- 
age I  "  held  a  gourd  full  of  rum  to  his 
mouth;  while  the  third,  an  old  sailor,  at 
once  the  pilot  and  captain,  looked  on  with 
that  eg-otistical  pity  men  feel  for  a  mis- 
fortune that  the^y  have  escaped  yesterday 
and  which  may  ovei-take  them  to-morrow. 

A  few  drops  of  the  rum  restored  sus- 
pended animation,  while  the  friction  of  his 
limbs  restored  their  elasticity. 

'^  Who  are  you  ?  "  said  the  pilot,  in  bad 
French. — "I  am,"  replied  Dantes,  in  bad 
Italian,  "  a  Maltese  sailor.  AVe  were  com- 
ing- from  Syracuse  laden  with  grain.  The 
storm  of  last  night  overtook  us  at  Cape 
Morgion,  and  we  were  wrecked  on  these 
rocks." 

"  Wliere  do  you  come  from  ?  " — "'  From 
these  rocks  that  I  had  the  good  luck  to 
chng  to  while  our  captain  and  the  rest  of 
the  crew  were  all  lost.  I  saw  your  ship, 
anil  fearful  of  being-  left  to  perish  on  the 
desolate  island,  I  swam  off  on  a  frag-ment 
of  the  vessel  in  oi'der  to  tr}''  and  g-ain  your 
bark.  You  have  saved  my  life,  and  I 
thank  you,"  continued  Dantes.  "•I  was 
lost  when  one  of  your  sailors  caught  hold 
of  my  hair." 

"It  was  I,"  said  a  sailor  of  a  frank  and 
manl3^  appearance  ;  "  and  it  was  time,  for 
you  were  sinking." 

*'Yi'S,"  returned  Datitcs,  lioUlingoui  his 
hand,  "I  thank  \ou  again." 

"  I  almost  hesitated  though,"  replied  tlie 
sailor;  ''^"ou  looked  more  like  a  brigand 
than  an  honest  man,  with  your  beani  six 
inches  and  your  hair  a  foot  long-."  Dan- 
tes recollected  that  liis  hair  and  beard  had 
not  been  cut  all  ihe  time  he  was  at  the 
Cliateau  d'lf. 

"  Yes,"  said  he,  ••  1  made  a  vow  to  our 
Lady  of  the  Grotto  not  to  cut  my  hair  or 
beard  for  ten  yeai-s  if  I  were  saved  in  a 
moment  of  danger;  but  to-day  the  vow 
expires." — **  Now  what  are  we  to  lUi  with 
you  ?  "  said  the  captain. 
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"Alas  !  anj'^thing-  you  please.  M}"^  cap- 
tain is  dead  ;  I  have  barely  escaped  ;  but 
I  am  a  g-ood  sailor.  Leave  me  at  the  first 
port  you  make ;  I  shall  be  sure  to  find  em- 
ploj'ment." 

'*  Do  you  know  the  Mediterranean  ?  " 

"I  have  sailed  over  it  since  my  child- 
hood." 

"  You  know  the  best  harbors  ?  " 

"  There  are  few  ports  that  I  could  not 
enter  or  leave  with  my  eyes  blinded." 

"I  say,  captain,"  said  the  sailor  who 
had  cried  '' Courag-e !  "  to  Dantes,  "if 
what  he  says  is  true,  what  hinders  his 
staying-  with  us  ?  " 

"If  he  says  true,"  said  the  captain 
doubting-ly.  "  But  in  his  present  condi- 
tion he  will  promise  anything,  and  take 
his  chance  of  keeping  it  afterward." 

"  I  will  do  more  than  I  promise,"  said 
Dantes. — "We  shall  see,"  returned  the 
other,  smiling-. 

"  Where  are  you  going  to  ?  "  asked  Dan- 
tes.—"  To  Leghorn." 

"  Then  wh\',  instead  of  tacking  so  fre- 
quenth',  do^'ou  not  sail  nearer  the  wind  ?" 
— ''Because  we  should  run  straight  on  to 
the  island  of  Rion." 

"  You  shall  pass  it  by  twenty  fathoms." 
— "  Take  the  helm,  and  k-t  us  see  what 
3'ou  know."  The  3'oung  man  took  the 
helm,  ascertaining  by  a  slight  pressure  if 
the  vessel  answered  the  rudder,  and  see- 
ing that,  without  being  a  first-rate  sailer, 
she  yet  was  tolerably  obedient — 

"  To  the  braces,"  said  he.  The  four 
seamen,  who  composed  the  crew,  obeyed, 
while  the  pilot  looked  on.  "  Haul  taut." 
— Tlicy  ob(>ved. 

"  Belay."  This  order  was  also  executed  ; 
and  the  vessel  passed,  as  Dantes  had  pre- 
dicted, twenty  fatlioms  1o  the  riglit. 

"  Btavo  !"  said  tlie captain. — "Bravo  !" 
repeated  the  siiilois.  And  they  all  re- 
garded with  astonishment  this  man,  whose 
eye  had  recovered  an  intelligence  and  his 
body  a  vigoi"  they  were  fur  from  suspect- 
ing. 

"You  see,"  said  Dantes,  quitting  the 
helm,  "  I  shall  be  of  some  use  to  you,  at 
least  during  Ihe  voyage.  If  you  do  not 
want  me  at  Leghorn,  j'ou  can  lenve  me 
there  ;  and  I  will  p:iy  you  out  of  the  (ii'st 


wages  I  get,  for  my  food  and  the  clothes 
you  lend  me." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  captain,  "  we  can  agree 
very  well,  if  j^ou  are  reasonable." — "  Give 
me  what  you  give  the  others,  and  all  will 
be  arranged,"  returned  Dantes. 

"That's  not  fair,"  said  the  seaman  who 
had  saved  Dantes  ;  "  for  you  know  more 
than  we  do." 

"  What  is  that  to  you,  Jacopo  ?  "  re- 
turned the  captain.  "  Every  one  is  free  to 
ask  what  he  pleases." — "That's  true," 
replied  Jacopo  ;  "  I  onl^'  made  a  remark." 

"  Well,  3'ou  would  do  much  better  to 
lend  him  a  jacket  and  a  pair  of  trousers, 
if  you  have  them." 

"  No,"  said  Jacopo;  "but  I  have  a  shirt 
and  a  pair  of  trousers." 

'•  That  is  all  I  want,"  interrupted  Dan- 
tes. Jacopo  dived  into  the  hold  and  soon 
returned  with  what  Edmond  wanted. 

"Now,  then,  do  you  wish  for  anything 
else  ?  "  said  the  patron. 

"  A  piece  of  bread  and  another  giass'of 
the  capital  rum  I  tasted,  for  I  have  not 
eaten  or  drunk  for  a  long  time."  He  had 
not  tasted  food  for  forty  hours.  A  piece 
of  bread  was  brought,  and  Jacopo  offered 
him  the  gourd. 

"Larboard  your  helm,"  cried  the  cap- 
tain to  the  steersman.  Dantes  glanced  to 
the  same  side  as  he  lifted  the  gourd  to  liis 
mouth  ;  but  his  hand  stopped. 

"  Halloa  !  what's  the  matter  at  the  Cha- 
teau d'lf  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

A  small  white  cloud,  which  had  at- 
tracted Dantes'  attention,  crowned  the 
summit  of  the  bastion  of  the  Chateau  d'lf. 
At  the  s;ime  nmmejit  the  faint  report  of  a 
gun  was  heard.  The  sailors  looki'd  at  one 
anothei". 

"  Wh:it  is  this?  "  asked  the  cai)tairi. 

"  A  prisoner  has  escaped  from  the  Cha- 
teau (i'lf  ;  and  they  aie  firing  the  alarm 
gun,"  replied  Dantes.  The  captain  glanced 
at  him  ;  but,  he  liad  lifted  the  luni  to  his 
lips,  and  was  drinking  it  with  so  much 
composure  that  his  suspicions,  if  he  liad 
any,  died  away. 

"At  any  r;ile,"  uuirmur(>d  lie,  "if  it 
be,  so  much  the  better,  for  I  have  made  a 
rare  acquisition."  Under  pretense  of  being 
fatigued,  Dantes  asked  to  take  the  helm; 
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the  steersman,  enclianted  to  be  relieved, 
looked  at  the  captain,  and  the  latter  by  a 
h\^u.  indicated  that  he  might  abandon  it  to 
his  new  comrade.  Dantes  could  thus  keep 
his  eyes  on  Marseilles. 

'•What  is  the  da}'  of  the  month?" 
asked  he  of  Jacopo,  who  sat  down  beside 
him.—"  The  28th  of  February  !  '• 

"  In  what  year  ?  " — '•  In  what  ye-dv — j'ou 
ask  me  in  what  je-dv  ?  " 

"Yes,"  replied  the  young-  man,  "  I  ask 
you  in  what  year  !  " — "  You  have  forgot- 
ten, then  ?  ' ' 

"  I  have  been  so  frig-htened  last  nig-ht," 
replied  Dantes,  smiling-,  "that  I  have  al- 
most lost  my  memory.  I  ask  you  what 
year  is  it  ?  " 

"The  year  1S29,"'  returned  Jacopo.  It 
was  fourteen  3'ears  day  forda^^  smce  Dan- 
tes' ai-rest.  He  was  nineteen  when  ho  en- 
tered the  Chateau  dTf;  he  was  thirty- 
three  when  he  escaped.  A  sorrowful  smile 
passed  over  his  face  ;  he  asked  liimself 
what  had  become  of  Mercedes,  who  must 
believe  him  dead.  Then  his  eyes  lig-lited 
up  with  hati-ed  as  he  thoug-ht  of  the  three 
men  who  had  caused  him  so  long-  and 
wretched  a  captivit}'.  He  renewed  ag-ainst 
Danglai's,  Fernand,  and  Villefort  the  oath 
of  implacable  vengeance  he  had  inade  in 
his  dungeon.  This  oath  was  no  long-er  a 
vain  menace  ;  for  the  fastest  sailer  in  the 
Mediterranean  would  have  been  unable  to 
overtake  the  little  tartane,  that  with  every 
stitch  of  canvas  set  was  flying-  before  the 
wind  to  Leg-horn. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE    SMUG(iLERS. 

Dantes  had  not  been  a  da^'  on  board  be- 
fore he  had  an  insight  into  the  persons 
with  whom  he  sailed.  Without  liaving 
been  in  the  scliool  of  the  Abbe  Faria,  the 
wortliy  master  of  La  Jeiine  Amelie  (the 
name  of  the  Genoese  tarlane)  knew  a 
smattering-  of  all  the  tongues  spoken  on 
tlie  shores  of  that  larg-(>  l:ikt>  called  the 
Mediterranean,  from  the  Ai-abic  to  the 
Provencal  ;  and  this,  while  it  spared  him 
interpreters,  persons  always  troublesome 
and  frequently  indiscreet,  g-ave  him  g-reat 
facilities  of  communication,  either  with 
the  vessels  he  met  at  sea,  with  the  small 


barks  sailing-  along-  the  coast,  or  with 
those  persons  without  name,  country,  or 
apparent  calling-,  who  are  always  seen  on 
the  quays  of  seaports,  and  who  live  by 
those  hidden  and  mysterious  means  which 
we  must  suppose  come  in  a  rig-ht  line  from 
Providence,  as  thej'  have  no  visible  means 
of  existence.  We  may  thus  suppose  that 
Dantes  was  on  board  a  smug-gling- lugfg-er. 

In  the  first  instance  the  master  had  re- 
ceived Dantes  on  board  with  a  certain 
degree  of  mistrust.  He  was  \e\y  well 
known  to  the  custom-house  officers  of  the 
coast ;  and  as  there  was  between  these 
worthies  and  himself  an  exchange  of  the 
most  cunning-  stratag-ems,  he  had  at  first 
thought  that  Dantes  mig-ht  be  an  emissary 
of  these  illustrious  executors  of  rights  and 
duties,  who  employed  this  ingenious  means 
of  penetrating-  some  of  the  secrets  of  his 
trade.  But  the  skillful  manner  in  which 
Dantes  had  maneuvered  the  little  bark  had 
entirel}^  reassured  him  ;  and  then,  when 
he  saw  the  lig-ht  smoke  floating  like  a 
plume  above  the  bastion  of  the  Chateau 
d'lf,  and  heard  the  distant  explosion,  he 
was  instantly  struck  with  the  idea  that  he 
had  on  board  his  vessel  one  for  whom,  like 
the  g-oing-s  in  and  comings  out  of  kings, 
they  accoi-d  salutes  of  cannons.  This  made 
him  less  uneasy,  it  must  be  owned,  than  if 
the  newcomer  had  proved  a  custom-house 
officer;  but  this  latter  supposition  also 
disappeared  like  the  first,  Avhen  he  beheld 
the  perfect  tranquillity  of  his  recruit. 

Edmond  thus  had  the  advantag-e  of 
knowing-  what  the  owner  was,  without  the 
owner  knowing  who  he  was  ;  and  however 
the  old  sailor  and  his  ciew  trit-d  to  "pump" 
him,  they  extracted  nothing-  more  from 
him  ;  g-iving  accurate  descriptions  of 
Naples  and  Malta,  which  he  knew  as  well 
as  ^[arseilles,  and  persisting-  stoutly  in  his 
fii'st  Stat  ement.  Thus  the  Genoese,  subtle 
as  he  was,  was  duped  by  Edmond.  i'^ 
whose  favoi'  his  miUl  demeanor,  his  nauti- 
cal skill,  ami  his  admirable  dissimulation, 
pleaded.  Moreover,  it  is  possible  that  the 
Genoese  was  one  of  those  shrewd  pei'sons 
who  know  nothingr  but  what  they  should 
know,  and  believe  nothing  but  what  they 
should  believe. 

It  was  thus,  in  this  reciprocal  position, 
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that  the3^  reached  Leghorn.  Here  Ed- 
inond  was  to  undergo  another  trial;  it 
was  to  see  if  he  should  recognize  himself, 
never  having  beheld  his  own  features  for 
fourteen  yeai's.  He  had  preserved  a  toler- 
ably good  remembrance  of  what  the  j^outh 
had  been,  and  was  now  to  find  what  the 
man  had  become.  His  comrades  believed 
that  his  vow  was  fulfilled,  as  he  had  twenty 
times  touched  at  Leghorn  before  he  re- 
membered a  barber  in  the  Rue  Saint-Fer- 
dinand ;  he  went  there  to  have  his  beard 
and  haircut.  The  barber  gazed  in  amaze- 
ment at  this  man  with  the  long  hair  and 
beard,  thick  and  black  as  it  was,  and  re- 
setnbling  one  of  Titian's  glorious  heads. 
At  this  period  it  was  not  the  fashion  to 
wear  so  large  a  beard  and  hair  so  long ; 
now  a  barber  would  or\\y  be  surprised  if  a 
man  gifted  with  such  advantages  should 
consent  voluntarily  to  deprive  himself  of 
them.  The  Leghorn  barber  went  to  work 
without  a  single  observation. 

When  the  operation  was  concluded, 
when  Edmond  felt  his  chin  was  completely 
smooth,  and  his  hair  reduced  to  its  usual 
length,  he  requested  a  looking-glass  in 
whicli  he  might  see  himself.  He  was  now, 
as  we  have  said,  three-and -thirty  years  of 
age,  and  his  fourteen  years'  imprisonment 
had  produced  a  great  moral  change  in  his 
appearance.  Dantes  had  entered  the  Cha- 
teau d'lf  with  the  round,  open,  smiling 
face  of  a  young  and  happy  man,  with 
whom  the  early  paths  of  life  have  been 
smooth,  and  who  rely  on  the  future  as  a 
natural  deduction  of  the  past.  This  was 
now  all  changed.  His  oval  face  was 
lengthened,  his  smiling  moutli  had  as- 
sumed the  firm  and  mai'ked  lines  which 
betoken  resolution  ;  his  eyebrows  were 
arched  beneath  a  large  and  Ihought-ful 
wrinkle:  his  eyes  were  full  of  melan- 
choly; and  from  their  depths  occasionally 
sparkled  gloomy  fires  of  misanthropy  and 
hatred  :  his  complexion,  so  long  kipt  from 
the  sun,  had  now  that  pale  color  which 
produces,  when  th(^  features  are  encircled 
with  black  hair,  the  aristocratic  V)eauty  of 
the  man  of  the  north;  the  deep  learning  he 
had  acquired  had  besides  diffused  ovei-  liis 
features  the  rays  of  extreme  intellect  : 
and  he  had  also  acquired,  although  pi-evi- 


ously  a  tall  man,  that  vigor  which  a  frame 
possesses  whicli  has  so  long  concentrated 
all  its  force  Avithin  itself. 

To  the  elegance  of  a  nervous  and  slight 
form  had  succeeded  the  soliditj^  of  a 
rounded  and  muscular  figure.  As  to  his 
voice,  prayers,  sobs,  and  imprecations  had 
changed  it  now  into  a  soft  and  singularly 
touching  tone, -and  now  into  a  sound  rude 
and  almost  hoarse.  Moreover,  being  per- 
petually in  twilight  or  darkness,  his  ayes 
had  acquired  that  singular  faculty  of  dis- 
tinguishing objects  in  the  night  common 
to  the  hyena  and  the  wolf.  Edmond  smiled 
when  he  beheld  himself  :  it  was  impossible 
that  his  best  friend — if,  indeed,  he  had  any 
friend  left — could  recognize  him  ;  he  could 
not  recognize  himself. 

The  master  of  La  Jeune  Ameiie,  who 
was  very  desirous  of  retaining  among  his 
crew  a  man  of  Edmond's  value,  had  of- 
fered to  him  some  advances  out  of  his  fu- 
ture profits,  which  Edmond  had  accepted. 
His  next  care  on  leaving  the  barber's  who 
had  achieved  his  first  metamorphosis  was 
to  enter  a  shop  and  buy  a  complete  sailor's 
suit — a  garb,  as  we  all  know,  very  simple, 
and  consisting  of  white  trousers,  a  striped 
shirt,  and  a  cap.  It  was  in  this  costume, 
and  bringing  back  to  Jacopo  the  shirt  and 
trousers  he  had  lent  him,  that  Edmond 
reappeared  befoi'e  the  patron  of  La  Jeune 
Ameiie,  who  had  made  him  tell  his  story 
over  and  over  again  before  he  could  be- 
lieve him,  or  recognize  in  the  neat  and  trim 
sailor  the  man  with  thick  and  matted 
beai'd,  his  hair  tangled  with  sea-weed,  and 
his  body  soaking  in  sea-brine,  whom  he 
had  picked  up  naked  and  nearly  drowned. 
Attracted  b^'  his  prepossessing  appear- 
ance, he  renewed  his  otTers  of  an  engage- 
ment to  Dantes  ;  but  Dantes,  who  liad  his 
own  projects,  would  not.  agree  for  a  longer 
time  than  three  months. 

La  Jeuiic  A  melie  had  a  very  active  crew 
very  obedient  to  their  captain,  who  lost  as 
little  time  as  possible.  He  had  scarcely 
been  a  week  at  Leghorn  before  the  hold  of 
his  vessel  was  filled  with  painted  muslins, 
prohibited  cottons,  English  powder,  and 
tobacco  on  which  the  ci'own  had  forgot- 
ten to  put  its  mark.  The  master  was  to 
get  all  this  out  of  Leghorn  free  of  duties. 
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and  land  it  on  the  shores  of  Corsica,  where 
certain  speculators  undertook  to  forward 
the  cargo  to  France.  They  sailed ;  Ed- 
mond  was  again  cleaving  the  azure  sea 
which  had  been  the  first  horizon  of  his 
youth,  and  whicli  he  had  so  often  dreamed 
of  in  prison.  He  left  Gorgone  on  his  right 
and  La  Pianosa  on  his  left,  and  went  to- 
ward the  country  of  Paoli  and  Napoleon. 
The  next  morning,  going  on  deck,  which  he 
always  did  at  an  earl^^  hour,  the  patron 
found  Dantes  leaning  against  the  bul- 
warks gazing  with  intense  earnestness  at 
a  pile  of  granite  rocks,  whicli  the  rising 
sun  tinged  with  rosy  light.  It  was  the 
isle  of  Monte-Cristo.  L,a  Jeune  Amelie 
left  it  three-quarters  of  a  league  to  the 
larboard,  and  kept  on  for  Corsica. 

Dantes  thought,  as  they  passed  thus 
closely  the  island  whose  name  w^as  so  in- 
teresting to  him,  that  he  had  only  to  leap 
into  tlie  sea  and  in  half  an  hour  he  would 
be  on  the  promised  land.  But  then  what 
could  he  do  without  instruments  to  dis- 
cover his  treasure,  without  arms  to  defend 
himself  ?  Besides,  what  would  the  sailors 
say?  What  would  the  patron  think  ?  He 
must  wait. 

Fortunately^  Dantes  had  learned  how  to 
wait ;  he  had  waited  fourteen  years  for  his 
liberty,  and  now  he  was  free  he  could  wait 
at  least  six  months  or  a  j^ear  for  wealth. 
Would  he  not  have  accepted  liberty  with- 
out riches  if  it  had  been  offered  to  him? 
Besides,  were  not  those  riches  cliimerical  ? 
— ofl'spring  of  the  brain  of  the  poor  Abbe 
Faria,  had  they  not  died  with  him  ?  It  is 
true,  this  letter  of  the  Cardinal  Spada  was 
singularly  circumstantial,  and  Dantes  re- 
peated to  himself,  from  one  end  to  the 
other,  the  letter,  of  which  he  had  not  for- 
gotten a  word. 

The  evening  came  on,  and  Edmond  saw 
the  island  covered  with  every  tint  that 
twilight  brings  with  it,  and  disappear  in 
the  darkness  from  all  ej^es;  but  lu\  with 
his  gaze  accustomed  to  the  gloom  of  a 
prison,  continued  to  see  it  after  all  the 
others,  foi-  he  remained  last  upon  deck. 
The  next  morn  broke  otT  the  coast  of 
Aleria  ;  all  day  they  coasted,  anrt  in  tiie 
evening  saw  the  fires  lighted  on  land: 
when    they   were   extinguished,    thev   no 


doubt  recognized  the  signals  for  landing, 
for  a  ship's*  lantern  was  hung  up  at  the 
masthead  instead  of  the  streamer,  and 
the.y  neared  the  shore  within  gunshot. 
Dantes  remarked  that  at  this  tiuie,  too, 
the  patron  of  La  Jeune  Amelie  had,  as 
he  neared  the  land,  mounted  two  small 
culverines,  which,  without  making  much 
noise,  can  throw  a  ball,  of  four  to  the 
pound,  a  thousand  paces  or  so. 

But  on  this  occasion  the  precaution  was 
superfluous,  and  everything  proceeded 
with  the  utmost  smootlmess  and  polite- 
ness. Four  shallops  came  off  with  verj' 
little  noise  alongside  the  bark,  which,  no 
doubt,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  compli- 
ment, lowered  her  own  shallop  i!ito  the 
sea,  and  the  five  boats  worked  so  well  that 
bx'two  o'clock  in  the  morning  all  lliecargo 
w^as  out  of  La  Jeune  Amelie  and  on  terra 
firma.  The  same  night,  such  a  man  of 
regularity  was  the  patron  of  La  Jeune 
Amelie,  that  the  profits  were  shared  out, 
and  each  man  had  a  hundred  Tuscan 
livres,  or  about  fifteen  American  dollars. 
But  the  voj'age  was  nqt  ended.  They 
turned  the  bowsprit  toward  Sardinia, 
where  they  intended  to  take  in  a  cargo, 
which  was  to  replace  what  had  been  dis- 
charged. The  second  operation  was  as 
successful  as  the  first.  jLo  Jeune  Amelie 
was  in  luck.  This  new  cargo  was  destined 
for  the  coast  of  the  Duchy  of  Lucca,  and 
consisted  almost  entirely  of  Havanna  ci- 
gars, sherry,  and  Malaga  wines. 

There  they  had  a  bit  of  a  skirmish  in 
getting  rid  of  the  duties  :  the  gabelle-wixs, 
in  truth,  the  everlasting  enemy  of  the 
patron  of  La  Jeune  Amelie.  A  custom- 
house officer  was  laid  low,  and  two  sailoi-s 
were  wounded  :  Dantes  was  one  of  the 
latter,  a  ball  having  touched  him  in  the 
left  shoulder.  Dantes  was  almost  gl  id  of 
this  allray,  and  almost  pleased  at  being 
wounded,  for  they  were  rude  lessons  which 
taught  him  with  what  eye  he  could  view- 
danger,  ami  with  what  endurance  hecould 
bear  sulfering.  He  had  oontemplat«'d  <l:in- 
^er  with  a  smile,  and  when  wounded  had 
exclaimed  wiili  the  great  philosopher, 
"  Pain,  thou  art  not  an  evil."  He  had. 
moreover,  looked  upon  the  oustoni-house 
ollicer  wounded   to  death,   and.   wliethor 
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from  heat  of  blood  produced  by  the  ren- 
conter,  or  the  chill  of  humaji  sentiment, 
this  sight  had  made  but  slig-ht  impression 
upon  him ;  Dantes  was  on  the  way  lie  de- 
sired to  follow,  and  was  moving-  toward 
the  end  he  wished  to  achieve ;  his  heart 
was  in  a  fair  way  of  petrifying  in  his 
bosom.  Jacopo,  seeing  him  fall,  had  be- 
lieved him  killed,  and  rushing  toward  him 
raised  him  up,  and  then  attended  to  him 
with  all  the  kindness  of  an  attached  com- 
rade. 

This  world  was  not  then  so  good  as 
Voltaire's  Doctor  Pangloss  believed  it, 
neither  was  it  so  wicked  as  Dantes  thought 
it,  since  this  man,  who  had  nothing  to  ex- 
pect from  his  comrade  but  the  inheritance 
of  his  share  of  the  prize-money,  testified 
so  much  sorrow  when  he  saw  him  fall. 
Fortunately,  as  we  have  said,  Edmond 
was  onlj'  wounded,  and  with  certain  herbs 
gathered  at  certain  seasons,  and  sold  to 
the  smugglers  by  the  old  Sardinian  women, 
the  wound  soon  closed,  Edmond  then  re- 
solved to  try  Jacopo,  and  offered  him  in 
return  for  his  attention  a  sliare  of  his 
prize-monej',  but  Jacopo  refused  it  indig- 
nantly. 

It  resulted,  therefore,  from  this  kind  of 
sympathetic  devotion  which  Jacopo  had 
bestowed  on  Edmond  from  the  first  time 
he  saw  him,  tliat  Edmond  felt  for  Jacopo  a 
certain  degree  of  affection.  But  this  suf- 
ficed for  Jacopo,  who  already  instinctively- 
felt  that  Edmond  had  a  right  to  superior- 
ity of  position — a  superiorit}''  which  Ed- 
mond had  concealed  from  all  others.  And 
from  this  tim(^  1  he  kindness  which  Edmond 
showed  him  was  enough  for  tlic  l)i-av(>. 
seaman. 

Then  in  tlic  long  days  on  board  ship, 
when  the  vessel,  gliding  on  with  security 
over  the  azure  sea,  required  not,hing, 
thanks  to  the  favorable  wind  that  swelled 
hei- sails,  but  the  liand  of  the  lielmsman, 
Edmond,  with  a  chai't,  in  liis  liand,  became 
th(!  instructor  of  Jacopo,  as  the  poor  Abbe 
Faria  had  ht-en  his  tutor.  He  pointed  out 
to  him  t  li(!  l)ea  rings  of  tlu^  coast,  explained 
to  him  the  variations  of  the  compass,  and 
taught  him  to  read  in  that  vast  book 
opened  over  our  lieads  which  the}'  call 
heaven,   and    wh<'i(>   (lod    writes  in  azure 


with  letters  of  diamonds.  And  when  Ja- 
copo inquired  of  him,  "What  is  the  use  of 
teaching  all  these  things  to  a  poor  sailor 
like  me?  "  Edmond  replied  :  "Who  knows? 
You  may  one  day  be  the  captain  of  a  ves- 
sel. Your  fellow-countrj^man,  Bonaparte, 
became  emperor."  W^e  had  forgotten  to 
sa}'  that  Jacopo  was  a  Corsican. 

Two  months  and  a  half  elapsed  in  these 
trips,  and  Edmond  had  become  as  skillful 
a  coaster  as  he  had  been  a  hardy  seaman  ; 
he  had  formed  an  acquaintance  with  all 
the  smugglers  on  the  coast,  and  learned 
all  the  masonic  signs  b^'  which  these  half 
pirates  recognize  each  other.  He  had 
passed  and  repassed  his  isle  of  Monte- 
Crist  o  twenty  times,  but  not  once  had  he 
found  an  opportunity  of  landing  there. 
He  then  formed  a  resolution.  This  was, 
as  soon  as  his  engagement  with  the  patron 
of  La  Jeune  Amelie  ended,  he  would  hire 
a  small  bark  on  his  own  account — for  in 
his  several  voyages  he  had  amassed  a  hun- 
dred piastres  —  and  under  some  pretext 
land  at  the  isle  of  Monte-Cristo.  Then 
he  would  be  free  to  make  his  researches, 
not  perhaps  entirely  at  liberty,  for  he 
would  be  doubtless  Avatched  by  those  who 
accompanied  him.  But  in  this  world  we 
must  risk  something.  Prison  had  made 
Edmond  prudent,  and  he  was  desirous  of 
running  no  risk  whatever.  But  in  vain 
did  he  rack  his  imagination ;  fertile  as  it 
was,  he  could  not  devise  an3'  plan  for 
reaching  the  wished-for  isle  without  being 
accompanied  thither. 

Dantes  was  tossed  about  on  these  doubts 
and  wislies,  when  the  patron,  who  had 
great  confidence  in  him,  and  was  very  de- 
sirous of  retaining  him  in  his  service,  took 
him  by  the  arm  one  evening  and  led  him 
to  a  tavern  on  the  Via  del'  Oglio,  wliere 
the  leading  smugglei's  of  Leghorn  used  to 
congregate.  It  was  here  they  discussed 
tJK' affairs  of  the  coast.  Already  Dantes 
had  visited  tliis  maritime  Bourse  two  or 
three  times,  and  seeing  all  these  hardy 
fi-ee-t  radei-s,  wlio  su|)|)lied  the  whole  coast 
for  nearly  two  hundred  leagues  in  exttMit, 
heiiad  asked  liimself  whatpower  might,  not 
thai  miwi  attain  who  should  give  the  ini- 
|)nlse  of  his  will  to  all  these  contrary  and 
tli\  <'rL:inii-luiks.    'i'histime  it  was  a  givater 
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matter  that  was  under  discussion,  con- 
nected with  a  vessel  laden  with  Turke}' 
carpets,  stuffs  of  the  Levant,  and  cash- 
meres. It  was  requisite  to  find  some 
neutral  ground  on  which  an  exchang-e 
could  be  made,  and  then  to  try  and  land 
these  goods  on  the  coast  of  France.  If 
successful  the  profit  would  be  enormous, 
there  would  be  a  gain  of  fifty  or  sixtj^ 
piastres  each  for  the  crew. 

The  patron  of  La  Jeune  Amelie  pro- 
posed as  a  place  of  landing  the  isle  of 
Monte-Cristo,  which  being  completely  de- 
serted, and  having  neither  soldiers  nor 
revenue  officers,  seemed  to  have  been 
placed  in  the  midst  of  the  ocean  since  the 
time  of  the  heathen  Olympus  by  Mercury, 
the  god  of  merchants  and  robbers,  classes 
which  we  in  modern  times  have  separated 
if  not  made  distinct,  but  which  antiquity 
appears  to  have  included  in  the  same  cate- 
gory. At  the  mention  of  Monte-Cristo 
Dantes  started  with  joy  ;  he  rose  i  o  conceal 
his  emotion,  and  took  a  turn  round  the 
smoky  tavern,  where  all  the  languages  of 
the  known  world  were  jumbled  in  a  lingua 
franca.  When  he  again  joined  the  two 
persons  who  had  been  discussing,  it  had 
been  decided  that  they  should  touch  at 
Monte-Cristo,  and  set  out  on  the  following 
night.  Edmond,  being  consulted,  was  of 
opinion  that  the  island  offered  ever}^  possi- 
ble security,  and  that  great  enterprises 
to  be  well  done  should  be  done  quickly. 
Nothing  then  was  altered  in  the  plan 
arranged,  and  orders  were  given  to  get 
under  weigh  next  night,  and,  wind  and 
weather  permitting,  to  gain,  the  day  after, 
the  waters  of  the  neutral  isle. 


CHAPTER    XXIII. 

THE  IST.E  OF  MONTE-CRISTO. 

Thus,  at  length,  by  one  of  those  pieces 
of  unlook(>d-for  good  fortune  which  some- 
times occur  to  those  on  whom  misfortune 
has  for  a  long  time  spent  itself,  Dantes 
was  about  to  arrive  at  his  wishod-for  op- 
portunity by  simple  and  nalui-al  means, 
and  land  in  the  island  without  inoiirring 
any  suspicion.  One  night  only  separated 
hini  from  his  departure  so  ardently  wished 
for. 

The  night  was  one  of  tiie  most  feverish 


that  Dantes  had  ever  passed,  and  during 
its  progress  all  the  charms  good  and  evil 
passed  through  his  brain.  If  he  closed 
his  eyes,  he  saw  the  letters  of  Cardinal 
Spada  written  on  the  w^all  in  characters  of 
flame — if  he  slept  for  a  moment,  the  wild- 
est dreams  haunted  his  brain.  He  de- 
scended into  grottos  paved  with  emeralds, 
with  panels  of  rubies,  and  the  roof  glow- 
ing with  diamond  stalactites.  Pearls  fell 
drop  by  drop,  as  subterranean  waters  filtei' 
in  their  caves.  Edmond,  amazed,  wonder- 
struck,  filled  his  pockets  with  the  radiant 
gems  and  thr'u  returned  to  daylight,  when 
he  discovered  that  his  prizes  were  all  con- 
verted into  common  pebbles.  He  then 
endeavored  to  re-enter  these  marvelous 
grottos,  but  then  beheld  them  only  in  the 
distance  :  and  now  the  way  serpentined 
into  countless  paths,  and  then  the  entrance 
became  invisible,  and  in  vain  did  he  tax 
his  memory'  for  the  magic  and  mysterious 
word  which  opened  the  splendid  caverns  of 
.Alt  Baba  to  the  Arabian  fisherman.  All 
was  useless,  the  treasure  disappeared,  and 
had  again  reverted  to  the  genii  from  whom 
for  a  moment  he  had  hoped  to  carry  it  off. 
The  day  came  at  length,  and  was  almost 
as  feverish  as  the  night  had  been,  but 
it  brought  reason  to  aid  his  imagmation, 
and  Dantes  was  then  enabled  to  arrange 
a  plan  which  had  hitherto  been  vague  and 
unsettled  in  his  brain.  Night  came,  and 
with  it  the  preparation  for  departure, 
and  these  preparations  served  to  conceal 
Dantes'  agitation.  He  had  b\'  degrees 
assumed  sucli.  authority  over  his  compan- 
ions that  he  was  almost  like  a  commander 
on  board  ;  and  as  his  orders  were  always 
clear,  distinct,  and  easy  of  execution,  his 
comrades  obeyed  him  with  celerity  and 
pleasure. 

The  old  patron  did  not  interfere,  for 
he  too  had  recognized  the  superiority  of 
Dantes  over  the  crew  and  himself.  He 
saw  in  the  young  man  his  natural  suc- 
cessor, and  regretted  that  he  had  not 
a  daughter  that  he  might  have  bound 
Edmond  to  him  by  a  dist  inguished  alliance. 
At  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening  all  was 
ready,  and  at  ten  miimtes  past  seven  they 
doubled  the  lighthouse  just  as  tht>  beacon 
was  kindled.    The  sea  was  calm,  and,  with 
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a  fresh  breeze  from  the  southeast,  they 
sailed  beneath  a  bright  blue  sky,  in  which 
God  also  lig-hted  up  in  turn  his  beacon- 
lights,  eacli  of  which  is  a  world.  Dantes 
told  them  that  all  hands  might  turn  in, 
and  he  would  take  the  helm.  When  the 
Maltese  (for  so  they  called  Dantes)  had 
said  this,  it  was  sufficient,  and  all  went 
to  their  cols  contentedly.  This  frequently 
happened.  Dantes,  rejected  hy  all  the 
world,  frequently  experienced  a  desire 
for  solitude;  and  what  solitude  is  at  the 
same  time  more 'complete,  more  poeti- 
cal, than  that  of  a  bark  floating-  isolated 
on  the  sea  during"  the  obscurity  of  the 
night,  in  the  silence  of  immensitj',  and 
under  the  eye  of  Heaven  ? 

Now  this  solitude  was  peopled  with  his 
thoughts,  the  night  lighted  up  by  his  il- 
lusions, and  the  silence  animated  by  his 
anticipations.  When  the  patron  awoke, 
the  vessel  was  hurrying  on  with  everj^ 
sail  set,  and  everj^  sail  full  with  the  breeze. 
They  were  making  nearl}'  ten  knots  an 
hour.  The  isle  of  Monte-Cristo  loomed 
large  in  the  horizon.  Edmond  resigned 
the  bark  to  the  master's  care,  and  went 
and  lay  down  in  his  hammock  ;  but,  in 
spite  of  a  sleepless  night,  he  could  not 
close  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  Two  hours 
afterwai'd  he  came  on  deck,  as  the  boat 
was  about  to  double  the  isle  of  Elba. 
Tliey  w'ere  just  abreast  of  Mareciana,  and 
beyond  the  flat  but  verdant  isle  of  La 
Pianosa.  The  peak  of  Monte-Cristo,  red- 
dened b^'  the  burning  sun,  was  seen  against 
the  azure  skj'.  Dantes  desired  the  helms- 
man to  put  down  his  helm,  in  order  to 
leave  La  Pianosa  on  the  I'ight  liand,  as 
he  knew  that  he  should  thus  decrease  the 
distance  by  two  or  three  knots.  About 
five  o'clock  in  the  ('vening  the  island  was 
quite  distinct,  and  everything  on  it  was 
plainly  perceptible,  owing  to  that  clear- 
ness of  the  al-mospherc  which  is  peculiar 
to  the  light  which  the  rays  of  the  sun  cast 
at  its  setting. 

Edmond  gazed  most  earnestly  at  the 
mass  of  rocks  which  gave  out  all  the  va- 
ri(;ty  of  twilight  colors,  from  the  brightest 
pink  to  the  deepest  l)lue  :  and  from  time 
to  time^his  cheeks  flushed,  his  bi'ow  be- 
ca.me  purple,  and  a  mist  passed  over  his 


eyes.  Never  did  gamester  whose  whole 
fortune  is  staked  on  one  cast  of  the  die, 
experience  the  anguish  which  Edmond  felt 
in  his  paroxysms  of  hope.  Night  came, 
and  at  10  p.  m.  they  anchored.  La  Jeune 
Amelie  was  the  first  at  the  rendezvous. 
In  spite  of  his  usual  command  over  him- 
self, Dantes  could  not  restrain  his  impet- 
uosity. He  was  the  first  who  jumped  on 
shore  ;  and  had  he  dared,  lie  would,  like 
Lucius  Brutus,  have  "kissed  his  mother 
earth."  It  was  dark;  but  at  eleven 
o'clock  the  moon  rose  in  the  midst  of  the 
ocean,  whose  every  wave  she  silvered,  and 
then,  "  ascending  high,"  pla3-ed  in  floods 
of  pale  light  on  the  rocky  hills  of  this 
second  Pel  ion. 

The  island  was  familiar  to  the  crew  of 
La  Jeune  Amelie — it  was  one  of  her  halt- 
ing-places. As  to  Dantes,  he  had  passed 
it  on  his  voyages  to  and  from  the  Levant, 
but  never  touched  at  it.  He  questioned 
Jacopo.  *'•  Where  shall  we  pass  the 
niglit  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"Why,  on  board  the  tartane,"  replied 
the  sailor. 

"  Should  we  not  be  better  in  the  grot- 
toes ?  "— "  What  grottoes  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  grottoes — caves  of  the  isl- 
and." 

'•  I  do  not  know  of  any  grottoes,"  re- 
plied Jacopo.  A  cold  damp  sprang  to 
Dantes's  brow. — ''What!  are  there  no 
grottoes  at  Monte-Cristo?"  he  asked.— 
"None." 

For  a  moment  Dantes  was  speechless  : 
then  he  remembered  that  these  caves 
miglit  have  been  filled  up  by  some  acci- 
dent, or  even  stopped  up,  for  the  sake  of 
greater  security,  by  Cardiiral  Spada.  The 
l)oint  was,  then,  to  discover  the  last  open- 
ing. It  was  useless  to  search  at  night, 
and  Dantes  therefore  delayed  all  investi- 
gation unt  il  t  he  morning.  Besides,  a  sig- 
nal made  half  a  league  out  at  sea,  and  to 
which  7>(f  Jeune  Ajtnelie  also  replied  by  a 
similar  signal,  indicated  that  the  moment 
was  arrived  for  business.  The  boat  that  | 
now  arrived,  assured  by  the  answering 
signal  th:ii  ail  was  right,  soon  came  in 
sight,  whit»>  and  silent  as  a  phajitom,  and 
cast  anchor  within  a  cable's  length  of 
shore. 
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Then  the  landing-  began.  Dantes  re- 
flected as  he  worked  on  the  shout  of  J03' 
whicl),  with  a  single  word,  he  could  pro- 
duce from  'among  all  these  men,  if  he 
o-ave  utterance  to  the  one  unchanging- 
thought  thai  pervaded  his  heart ;  but,  far 
from  disclosing  this  precious  secret,  he  al- 
most feared  that  he  had  already'  said  too 
much,  and  by  his  restlessness  and  con- 
tinual questions,  his  minute  observations 
and  evident  pre-occupation,  had  aroused 
suspicions.  Fortunately,  as  reg-arded  this 
circumstance  at  least,  with  him  the  pain- 
ful past  reflected  on  his  countenance  an 
indelible  sadness  ;  and  the  g-limmering-s  of 
gayety  seen  beneath  this  cloud  were  indeed 
but  transitory', 

No  one  had  the  slightest  suspicion  ;  and 
when  next  da}',  taking  a  fowling-piece, 
powder,  and  shot,  Dantes  testified  a  desii-e 
to  go  and  kill  some  of  the  wild  goats  that 
were  seen  springing  from  rock  to  rock,  his 
wish  was  construed  into  a  love  of  sport,  or 
a  desire  for  solitude.  However,  Jacopo 
insisted  on  following'  him  ;  and  Dantes  did 
not  oppose  this,  fearing  if  he  did  so  that 
he  might  incur  distrust.  Scarcel}-,  how- 
ever, had  he  gone  a  quarter  of  a  league 
than,  having  killed  a  kid,  he  begged 
Jacopo  to  take  it  to  his  comrades,  and  re- 
qui'st  them  to  cook  it,  and  when  ready  to 
lot  him  know  by  firing- a  gun.  This  and 
some  di-ied  fruits,  and  a  flask  of  the  wine 
of  Monte  Pulciano,  was  the  bill  of  fare. 
Dantes  went  forward,  looking  behiiul  ami 
round  about  him  from  time  to  time. 
Having'  reached  the  summit  of  a  rock,  he 
>aw,  a  thousand  feet  beneath  him,  his 
companions,  whom  Jacopo  had  rejoined, 
and  who  wei-e  all  busy  preparing  th(>  re- 
past which  Eihuond's  skill  as  a  marksman 
had  augmented  with  a  capital  dish. 

Edmond  looked  at  them  for  a  moment 
with  t.ie  sad  and  soft  smile  of  a  man 
superior  to  his  fellows.  "  In  two  hours' 
time,"  said  he,  '' these  persons  will  depart 
richer  by  fifty  piastivs  each,  to  go  and 
risk  their  lives  again  by  endeav(M-ing  to 
gain  fifty  morf  sueli  ])ieees  ;  then  they 
will  return  with  a  fortune  of  six  hundnnl 
francs,  and  waste  this  treasure  in  soiiu^ 
eity  with  the  pride  of  sultans  and  the  in- 
solence of  nabobs.     At  this  monuMit  Ho]ie 


makes  me  despise  their  riches,  which  seera 
to  me  contemptible.  Yet  perchance  to- 
morrow deception  will  so  act  on  me  that 
I  shall,  on  compulsion,  consider  such  a 
contemptible  possession  as  the  utmost 
happiness.  Oh,  no  I  "  exclaimed  Ed- 
mond, '•'  that  will  not  be.  Tiie  wise,  un- 
erring Faria  could  not  be  mistaken  in  this 
one  thing.  Besides,  it  were  better  to  die 
than  to  continue  to  lead  this  low  and 
wretched  life."  Thus  Dantes,  who  but 
thiee  months  before  had  no  desire  but 
liberty,  had  now  not  liberty  enough,  and 
panted  for  wealth.  The  cause  was  not 
in  Dantes,  but  in  Providence,  who,  while 
limiting-  the  power  of  man,  has  filled  him 
with  boundless  desires. 

Meanwhile,  by  a  way  between  two  walls 
of  rock,  following  a  path  worn  by  a  tor- 
rent, and  which,  in  all  human  probability, 
human  foot  had  never  before  trod,  Dantes 
approached  the  spot  where  he  supposed 
the  grottoes  must  have  existed.  Keeping 
along  the  coast,  and  examining  the  small- 
est object  with  serious  attention,  he 
thought  he  could  trace  on  certain  rocks 
marks  made  by  the  hand  of  man. 

Time,  which  incrusts  all  physical  sub- 
stances with  its  mossj'  mantle,  as  it  in- 
vt'sts  all  things  moral  with  its  mantle  of 
forgetfulness,  seemed  to  have  respected 
these  signs,  traced  with  a  certain  reg-u- 
larity,  and  probably  with  th(>  desig-n  of 
leaving  traces.  Occasionally  these  marks 
disappeared  beneath  tufts  of  my  rt  le,  which 
spread  into  larg-o  bushes  laden  with  blos- 
soms, or  beneath  paiasitical  lichen.  It 
was  thus  requisite  that  Edmond  should 
remove  branches  on  one  side  or  remove 
the  mosses  in  order  to  reti-ace  the  indicat- 
ing marks  which  were  to  be  his  guides  in 
this  labyrinth.  These  signs  had  renewed 
the  best  hopes  in  Edmond's  mind.  Why 
shouUI  it  not  have  been  the  cardinal  wlio 
had  Ih'st  traced  them,  in  oriler  that  they 
might,  in  the  event  of  a  catastroplie.  which 
he  could  not  foresee  would  liavt'  been  so 
complete,  serve  as  a  guide  for  his  nephew  ? 
This  solitary  place  was  precisely  suited  for 
a  man  desirous  of  burying  a  tivasur*'. 
(^nly,  might  not  these  betraying  marks 
have  attracted  other  eyes  than  those  for 
whom   thev    were    made?    and    liad    the 
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dark  and  wondrous  isle  indeed  faithfull}' 
g-iiarded  its  precious  secret? 

It  seemed,  however,  to  Edniond,  who 
was  hidden  from  his  comrades  hy  the 
inequahties  of  the  ground,  that  at  sixtj^ 
paces  from  the  harbor  the  marks  ceased  ; 
nor  did  thej'  terminate  at  any  g-rotto.  A 
larg-e  round  rock,  placed  solidly  on  its 
base,  was  the  only  spot  to  which  they 
seemed  to  lead.  Edmond  reflected  that 
perhaps  instead  of  having-  reached  the  end 
he  mig-ht  have  onl.y  touched  on  the  begin- 
ning-, and  he  therefore  turned  round  and 
retraced  his  steps. 

Din-ing-  this  time  his  comrades  had  pre- 
pared the  repast,  had  got  some  water 
from  a  spring,  spread  out  the  fruit  and 
bread,  and  cooked  the  kid.  Just  at  the 
moment  when  they  were  taking  the 
dainty  animal  from  the  spit,  they  saw  Ed- 
mond, who,  light  and  daring  as  a  chamois, 
was  springing  from  rock  to  rock,  and  they 
fired  the  signal  agreed  upon.  The  sports- 
man instantly  changed  his  direction,  and 
ran  quickly  toward  them.  But  at  the  mo- 
ment when  the}^  were  all  following-  with 
their  eyes  his  agile  bounds  Avith  a  rashness 
which  gave  them  alarm,  Edmond's  foot 
slipped,  and  they  saw  him  stagger  on  the 
edge  of  a  rock  and  disappear.  They  all 
rushed  toward  him,  for  all  loved  Edmond 
in  spite  of  his  superiority  ;  yet  Jacopo 
reached  him  first. 

He  found  Edmond  stretched  bleeding 
and  almost  senseless.  He  had  rolled  down 
a  height  of  twelve  or  fifteen  feet.  They 
poured  some  drops  of  rum  down  his 
thi'oat,  and  this  remedy,  which  had  be- 
fore been  so  beneficial  to  him,  produced 
the  same  elTect  as  formerly.  Edmond 
opened  his  eyes,  complained  of  great  pain 
in  his  knee,  a  feeling  of  heaviness  in  his 
head,  and  severe  pains  in  his  loins.  They 
wished  to  carry  him  to  I  lie  shore,  l)ut  when 
they  touched  him,  although  under  Jacopo's 
directions,  he  declared,  wit  h  heavy  groans, 
that  he  could  not  bear  to  be  moved. 

It  may  be  su|)posrtl  tlial  Danles  did  not 
no-w  think  of  liis  dinner,  but  he  insisted 
that  his  comi-ades.  wlio  liad  not  liis  rea- 
sons for  fasting,  should  liave  their  meal. 
As  for  himself,  he  declared  that  he  had 
only  need  of  a  little  rest,  and  that  when 


the3'  returned  he  should  be  easier.  The 
sailors  did  not  require  much  urging.  They 
were  hungry,  and  the  smell  of  the  I'oasted 
kid  was  very  savory,  and  your  tars  are 
not  very  ceremonious.  An  hour  afterward 
the}'  returned.  All  that  Edmond  had 
been  able  to  do  was  to  drag  himself  about 
a  dozen  paces  forward  to  lean  against  a 
moss-grown  rock. 

But,  far  from  being  easier,  Dant  es'  pains 
had  appeared  to  increase  in  violence.  The 
old  patron,  who  was  obliged  to  sail  in  the 
morning  in  order  to  land  his  cargo  on  the 
frontiers  of  Piedmont  and  France,  be- 
tween Nice  and  Frejus,  urged  Dantes  to 
tr^'  and  rise,  Edmond  made  great  exer- 
tions in  order  to  comply;  but  at  each  effort 
he  fell  back,  moaning  and  turning  pale. 

''  He  has  broken  his  ribs,"'  said  the  com- 
mander, in  a  low  voice.  •'•  No  matter  ;  he 
is  an  excellent  fellow,  and  we  must  not 
leave  him.  We  will  try  and  carry  him  on 
board  the  tartane."  Dantes  declared, 
however,  that  he  would  rather  die  where 
he  was  than  undergo  the  agony  caused  by 
the  slightest  movement  he  made.  "  Well,"' 
said  the  patron,  '•  let  Avhat  ma^'  happen, 
it  shall  never  be  said  that  we  deserted  a 
good  comrade  like  j'ou.  We  will  not  go 
till  evening,"  This  \evy  much  astonished 
the  sailors,  although  not  one  opposed  il. 
The  pation  was  so  stinct  that  this  was  the 
first  time  they  had  ever  seen  him  give  up 
an  enterprise,  or  even  delay  an  arrange- 
ment. Dantes  would  not  allow  tliat  any 
such  infraction  of  regular  and  proper 
rules  should  be  made  in  his  favor.  "  No, 
no,'"  he  said  to  the  p:iti'on,  "  I  was  awk- 
ward, and  it  is  just  that  I  pay  the  penalty 
of  my  clumsiness.  Leave  me  a  small  sup- 
ply of  biscuit,  a  gun,  powder,  and  balls,  to 
kill  the  kids  or  defend  myself  at  need,  and 
a  pickax,  lo  build  me  something  like  a 
shed  if  you  delay  in  coming  back  for  me.'' 

"But  you"ll  die  of  hunger,'  saiil  the 
patron, — "  1  would  rather  do  so,"  was 
Edmond's  reply,  'Mhan  suffer  the  inex- 
pressil)le  agonies  which  the  slightest 
motion  brings  on.""  The  patron  turned 
toward  his  vessel,  which  was  undulating 
in  the  small  hai-bor.  and,  with  lu-r  sails 
partly  set,  was  ready  for  .sea  when  all 
her  toilette  should  be  completed. 
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"  What  are  we  to  do,  Maltese  ?  "  ahked 
tlie  captain.  "  We  cannot  leave  you  here 
so,  and  yet  we  cannot  stay."—''  Go,  go  !  " 
exclaimed  Dantes. 

'•'  We  shall  be  absent  at  least  a  week," 
said  the  patron,  "  and  then  we  must  run 
out  of  our  course  to  come  here  and  take 
you  up  again." 

''Why,"  said  Dantes,  "if  in  two  or 
three  days  you  hail  any  fishing-boat, 
desire  them  to  come  here  to  me.  I  will 
pay  twentj'-five  piastres  for  my  passage 
back  to  Leghorn.  If  3'ou  do  not  come 
across  one,  return  for  me."  The  patron 
shook  his  head. 

"Listen,  Captain  Baldi;  there's  one 
Av;iy  of  settling  this,"  said  Jacopo.  "  Do 
you  go,  and  I  will  stay  and  take  care  of 
the  wounded  man." 

"And  give  up  yoxxv  share  of  the  vent- 
ure," said  Edmond,  "  to  remain  with 
me?" — "Yes,"  said  Jacopo,  "and  with- 
out  anj^  hesitation. 

"  You  are  a  good  fellow  and  a  kind- 
hearted  messmate,"  replied  Edmond, 
"  and  Heaven  w^ill  recompense  you  for 
your  generous  intentions  ;  but  I  do  not 
wish  any  one  to  sta}'  with  me.  A  day 
or  two's  rest  will  set  me  up,  and  I  hopi? 
I  shall  find  among  tlie  rocks  certain  herbs 
most  excellent  for  contusions." 

A  singular  smile  passed  over  Dantes' 
lips;  he  squeezed  Jacopo's  hand  warmly  ; 
but  notching  could  shake  his  determination 
to  remain — and  remain  alone.  The  smug- 
glers left  with  Edmond  what  he  had  re- 
quested and  set  sail ;  but  not  without 
turning  about  several  times,  and  each 
time  making  signs  of  a  cordial  leave- 
taking,  to  which  Edmond  replied  with  his 
hand  only,  as  if  he  could  not  move  the 
rest  of  his  body.  Then,  when  they  had 
disappeared,  he  said  with  a  smile :  " 'Tis 
strange  that  il,  should  be  among  sucli 
men  that  we  find  proofs  of  fricndsliip  and 
devotion."  Tiien  he  d ragged  liimsclf  cau- 
tiously to  tlie  top  of  a  rock,  from  which 
lie  had  a  full  view  of  the  sea,  and  thence 
he  saw  the  tartane  complete  her  prepara- 
tions for  sailing,  weigh  anchor,  and,  bal- 
ancing herself  as  gracefully  as  a  watei-- 
fowl  ere  it  takes  to  the  wing,  set  sail.  At 
the  end  of  an  hour  she  was  completely  out 


of  sight ;  at  least,  it  was  impossible  for  the 
wounded  man  to  see  her  any  longer  from 
the  spot  where  he  was.  Then  Dantes  rose 
more  agile  and  light  than  the  kid  among 
the  myrtles  and  shrubs  of  these  wild  rocks, 
took  his  gun  in  one  hand,  his  pickax  in 
the  other,  and  hastened  toward  the  rock 
on  which  the  marks  he  had  noted  ter- 
minated. "'  And  now,"  he  exclaimed, 
remembering  the  tale  of  the  Arabian  fish- 
erman, which  Faria  had  related  lo  him, 


now,  open  sesame 


. »  " 


CHAPTER    XXIV. 

THE     SECRET     CAVE. 

The  sun  had  nearly  reached  the  merid- 
ian, and  his  scorching  rays  fell  full  on  tiie 
rocks,  which  seemed  themselves  sensible 
of  the  heat.  Thousands  of  grasshop- 
pers, hidden  in  the  bushes,  chirped  with 
a  monotonous  and  dull  note ;  the  leaves 
of  the  m^'rtle  and  olive  trees  waved  and 
rustled  in  the  wind.  At  every  step  that 
Edmond  took  he  disturbed  the  lizards 
•glittering  in  the  hues  of  the  emerald  ; 
afar  off  he  saw  the  wild  goats  bounding 
from  crag  to  crag.  In  a  word,  the  isle 
was  inhabited,  3'et  Edmond  felt  himself 
alone,  guided  by  the  hand  of  God.  He 
felt  an  indescribable  sensation  somewhat 
akin  to  dread — that  dread  of  the  daylight 
which  even  in  the  desei't  makes  us  fear 
we  are  watched  and  observed.  This  feel- 
ing was  so  strong,  that  at  the  mome?it 
when  Edmond  was  about  to  commence 
his  labor,  he  stopped,  laid  down  his  pick- 
ax, seized  his  gun,  mounted  to  the  sum- 
mit of  the  highest  rock,  and  from  thence 
gazed  I'ound  in  Mwevy  direction. 

But  it  was  not  upon  Corsica,  the  very 
houses  of  Avhich  he  could  distinguish  ;  nor 
on  Sardinia  ;  nor  on  the  isle  of  Elba,  with 
its  historical  associations  ;  nor  upon  the 
almost  imperceptible  line  that  to  the 
(experienced  eye  of  a  sailor  alone  revealed 
the  coast  of  Genoa  the  proud,  and  Leg- 
hoiMi  the  commercial,  that  he  gazed.  It 
was  ai  the  bi-igantine  that  had  left  in  the 
morning,  and  the  tartane  that  had  just 
set  sail,  that  Etlmond  fixed  his  eyes.  The 
first  was  just  disappearing  m  the  straits 
of  Bonifacio:  the  other,  following  an  op- 
posite direction,  was  alnnit  to  romui  the 
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island  of  Corsica.  This  sig-ht  reassured 
him.  He  then  looked  at  the  objects  near 
liiin.  He  saw  himself  on  the  hig-hest 
point  of  the  isle;  a  statue  on  this  vast 
pedestal  of  g-ranite,  nothing-  human  ap- 
pearing- in  sight,  while  the  blue  ocean  beat 
ag-ainst  the  base  of  the  island,  and  cov- 
ered it  Avith  a  fring-e  of  foam.  Then  he 
descended  with  cautious  and  slow  step, 
for  he  dreaded  lest  an  accident  similar  to 
that  he  had  so  adroitly  feig-ned  should 
happ<'n  in  realit3\ 

Dantes,  as  we  have  said,  had  traced 
back  tlie  marks  in  the  rock ;  and  he  had 
noticed  that  they  led  to  a  small  creek, 
hidden  like  the  bath  of  some  ancient 
nymph.  This  creek  was  sufficiently  wide 
at  its  mouth,  and  deep  in  the  center,  to 
admit  of  the  entrance  of  a  small  vessel 
of  the  speronare  class,  which  would  be 
perfectly  concealed  from  observation. 

Tlieii  following  the  clew  that,  in  the 
hands  of  the  Abbe  Faria,  had  been  so 
skillfully  used  to  guide  him  throug-h  the 
Daedalian  1-abyrinth  of  probabilities,  he 
thoug-ht  that  the  Cardinal  Spada,  anxious 
not  to  be  watched,  had  entered  the  creek, 
concealed  his  little  bark,  followed  the  line 
marked  by  the  notches  in  the  rock,  and 
at  the  end  of  it  had  buried  his  treasure. 
It  was  tills  idea  that  had  broug-hi.  Dantes 
back  to  the  circular  rock.  One  thing- only 
perplexed  Edmond,  and  destro.yed  his 
theor3-.  How  could  this  rock,  which 
weig-hed  several  tons,  have  been  lifted  to 
ihis  spot  without  the  aid  of  many  men  ? 
Suddenly  an  idea  flashed  aci'oss  his  mind. 
Instead  of  raising-  it,  thoug-lit  he,  they  have 
lowered  it.  And  he  sprang  from  the  rock 
in  order  to  inspect  the  base  on  which  it 
had  formerly  stood.  He  soon  perceived 
that  a  sloi)e  had  been  formed,  and  the  rock 
had  slid  along  this  until  it  slopped  at  the 
spot  it  now  occupied,  A  large  stone  had 
.served  as  a  wedge  ;  flints  and  pel)bles 
had  been  inserted  around  it,  so  as  1o  con- 
ceal tlie  orifice:  this  species  of  masonry 
had  been  covered  with  eartJi,  and  grass 
and  weeds  had  g-rown  there,  moss  liad 
clung  t<i  th(^  stones,  my?-tle-bushes  had 
taken  root,  and  the  old  rode  sccmi'd  fixed 
to  the  earth. 

Dantes  raised  the  eartli   carefullw  and 


detected,  or  fancied  he  detected,  the  in- 
genious artifice.  He  attacked  this  wall, 
cemented  by  the  hand  of  Time,  with  his 
pickax.  After  ten  minutes'  labor  the 
wall  g-ave  wa^-,  and  a  hole  larg-e  enoug-h 
to  insert  the  arm  was  opened.  Dantes 
went  and  cut  the  strong'est  olive-tree  he 
could  find,  stripped  off  its  branches,  in- 
serted it  in  the  hole,  and  used  it  as  a  lever. 
But  the  rock  Avas  too  heavy  and  too  firm- 
ly wedged  to  be  moved  by  any  one  man, 
were  he  Hercules  himself.  Dantes  reflected 
that  he  must  attack  this  wedge.  Bub 
how  ?  He  cast  his  eyes  around,  and  saw 
the  horn  full  of  powder  which  his  friend 
Jacopo  had  left  him.  He  smiled  ;  the  in- 
fernal invention  would  serve  him  for  this 
purpose.  With  the  aid  of  his  pickax, 
Dantes  dug-  betAveen  the  upper  rock  and 
the  one  that  supported  it,  a  mine  similar 
to  those  formed  b}""  pioneers  when  they 
wish  to  spare  human  labor,  filled  it  with 
powder,  then  made  a  match  by  rolling-  his 
handkerchief  in  saltpeter.  He  lighted  it, 
and  retired.  The  ex[)losion  was  instan- 
taneous :  the  upper  rock  was  lifted  from 
its  base  b3'  the  terrific  force  of  the  powder ; 
the  lower  one  flew  into  pieces  ;  thousands 
of  insects  escaped  from  the  apeilure  Dan- 
tes had  previously  formed,  and  a  huge 
snake,  like  the  guardian  demon  of  the 
treasure,  rolled  himself  along-  with  a  simi- 
ous  Piiotion,  and  disappeared. 

Dantes'  appi'oached  the  upper  rock, 
which  now,  witiiout  any  support,  leaned 
toward  ti)e  sea.  Tlie  intrepid  tr(>asui-(>- 
seeker  walked  i-ound  it,  and,  selecting-  the 
spot  fi'om  whence  it  appeared  most  easy 
to  attack  it,  placed  his  lever  in  one  of  tlie 
crevices,  and  strain«>d  ever^'  nerve  to  move 
the  mass.  The  rock,  already  shaken  by 
tlie  explosion,  tottered  on  itsbas(^  Dantes 
redoul)l(Hl  his  elTorts;  he  seemed  like  one 
of  the  ancient  Titans,  who  uprooted  tiie 
mountains  to  liui"l  against  th(>  father  of 
the  g-ods.  Tlie  rock  yielded,  ?"oli(><i, 
bounded,  and  finall_\-  disappeared  in  tlie 
ocean. 

On  the  spot  it  had  occupied  was  visilile 
a  circular  place,  and  which  exposed  an  iron 
ring  let  into  a  .stjuare  flag-stone.  Dantes 
uttered  a  cry  of  joy  and  surprise  ;  never 
had    a    first   attempt  been  crowned    wilii 
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moi-e  perfect  success.  He  would  fain  have 
continued,  but  his  knees  trembled,  his 
^lieart  beat  so  violently,  and  his  eyes  be- 
came so  dim  that  he  was  forced  to  pause. 
This  feeling"  lasted  but  for  a  moment.  Ed- 
nuond  inserted  his  lever  in  the  ring-,  and 
exei-ting  all  his  strength,  the  flag-stone 
yielded,  and  disclosed  a  kind  of  stair  that 
descended  until  it  was  lost  inthe.obscurity 
of  a  subterraneous  grotto.  Any  one  else 
would  have  rushed  on  with  a  cry  of  J03'. 
Dantes  turned  pale,  hesitated,  and  re- 
flected. "  Come,"  said  he  to  himself,  ''  be 
a  man.  I  am  accustomed  to  adversity.  I 
must  not  be  cast  down  by  the  discovery 
that  I  have  been  deceived.  What,  then, 
would  be  the  use  of  all  I  have  suffered  ? 
The  heart  breaks  when,  after  having  been 
elated  by  flattering  hopes,  it  sees  all  these 
illusions  destroyed.  Faria  has  dreamed 
this  ;  the  Cardinal  Spada  buried  no  treas- 
ure here  ;  perhaps  he  never  came  here,  or 
if  he  did,  Ca?sar  Borgia,  the  intrepid  ad- 
venturer, the  stealthy  and  indefatigable 
plunderer,  has  followed  him,  discovered 
his  traces,  pursued  them  as  I  have  done, 
like  me,  raised  the  stone,  and  descending 
before  me,  has  left  me  nothing."  He  re- 
mained motionless  and  pensive,  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  somber  aperture  that  was 
open  at  his  feet. 

"  Now  that  I  expect  nothing,  now  that 
I  no  longer  entertain  the  slightest  hopes, 
the  end  of  this  adventure  becopies  a  sim- 
ple matter  of  cariosity."  And  he  remained 
again  motionless  and  thoughtful. 

"Yes,  3'es  ;  this  is  an  adventure  worthy 
a  place  in  the  lights  and  shades  of  the  life 
of  this  royal  bandit.  This  fabulous  event 
has  formed  but  a  link  of  a  vast  cbain. 
Yes,  Borgia  has  been. here,  a  torch  in  one 
hand,  a  sword  in  the  other,  while  within 
twenty  paces,  at  the  foot  of  this  rock, 
perhaps  two  guards  kept  watch  on  land 
and  sea,  while  their  master  descended  as  I 
am  about  to  descend,  dispelling  the  dark- 
ness before  his  terrible  advance." 

"  But  wliat  Avas  the  fate  of  these  guards 
who  thus  possessed  his  secret?"  askt-ii 
Danti'S  of  himself. 

"The  fate,"  replied  he.  smiling,  "of 
those  who  buried  Alaric." 

"'Yet,  had  become,"   thought  Dantes, 


"he  would  have  found  the  treasure,  and 
Borgia,  he  who  compared  Italy  to  an  arti- 
choke, which  he  could  devour  leaf  by  leaf, 
knew  too  well  the  value  of  time  to  waste 
it  in  replacing  this  rock.  I  will  go  down." 

Then  he  descended  ;  a  smile  on  his  lips, 
and  nmrmuring  that  last  word  of  human 
philosophy,  "Perhaps  I  "  But  instead  of 
the  darkness,  and  the  thick  and  mephitic 
atmosphere  he  had  expected  to  find,  Dan- 
tes saw  a  dim  and  bluish  light,  which,  as 
well  as  the  aii',  entered,  not  merely  b^'  the 
aperture  he  had  just  formed,  but  by  the 
interstices  and  crevices  of  the  rock  which 
were  visible  from  without,  and  through 
which  he  could  distinguish  the  blue  sky 
and  the  waving  branches  of  the  evergi-een 
oaks,  and  the  tendrils  of  the  creepers  that 
grew  from  the  rocks.  After  having  stood 
a  few  minutes  in  the  cavern,  the  atmos- 
phere of  which  was  rather  warm  than 
damp,  Dantes'  aye,  habituated  as  it  was 
to  darkness,  could  pierce  even  to  the  re- 
motest angles  of  the  cavern,  which  was 
of  granite  that  sparkled  like  diamonds. 
"Alas!"  said  Edmond,  smiling,  "these 
are  the  treasures  the  cardinal  has  left ; 
and  the  good  abbe,  seeing  in  a  dream 
these  glittering  walls,  has  indulged  in  fal- 
lacious hopes." 

But  he  called  to  mind  the  words  of  the 
will,  which  he  knew  by  heart:  "In  the 
farthest  angle  of  the  second  opening," 
said  the  cardinal's  will.  He  had  only 
found  the  first  grotto  ;  he  had  now  to  seek 
the  second.  Dantes  commenced  his  search. 
He  reflected*  tliat  this  second  goito  must, 
doubtless,  penetrate  deeper  into  the  isle: 
he  examined  the  stones,  and  sounded  one 
part  of  the  wall  where  he  fancied  the  open- 
ing existed,  masked  for  precaution's  sake. 
The  pickax  sounded  for  a  moment  wiili  a 
dull  sound  that  covered  Dantes' forehead 
with  large  drops  of  perspiration.  At  last 
it  seemed  to  him  tliat  one  part  of  the  wall 
gave  forth  a  more  hollow  and  deejier  echo  : 
he  eagerly  advanced,  and  witii  the  qmek- 
ness  of  perception  that  no  one  bnt  a  pris- 
oner possessi^s,  saw  that  it  was  there,  in 
all  probability,  the  opening  musi  be. 

However,  he,  like  Ca'sar  Borgia,  knew 
the  value  of  time  ;  and,  in  onler  to  avoid 
a  fruitless  toil,  he  sounded  all  the  otiier 
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walls  with  his  pickax,  struck  the  earth 
"with  the  butt  of  his  gun,  and  finding-  noth- 
ing" that  appeared  suspicious,  returned  to 
that  part  of  the  wall  whence  issued  the 
consoling  sound  he  had  before  heard.  He 
again  struck  it,  and  with  greater  force. 
Then  a  singular  sight  presented  itself.  As 
he  struck  the  wall,  a  species  of  stucco 
similar  to  that  used  as  the  ground  of  ara- 
besques detached  itself,  and  fell  to  the 
ground  in  flakes,  exposing  a  large  white 
stone.  The  aperture  of  ihe  rock  had  been 
closed  with  stones,  then  this  stucco  had 
been  applied,  and  painted  to  imitate 
granite.  Dantes  struck  with  the  shai-p  end 
of  his  pickax,  which  entered  some  war  be- 
tween the  interstices  of  the  stone.  It  was 
there  he  must  dig.  But  b}"  some  strange 
phenomenon  of  the  human  organization,  in 
proportion  as  the  proofs  that  Faria  had 
not  been  deceived  became  stronger,  so  did 
his  heart  give  way,  and  a  feeling  of  dis- 
couragement steal  over  him.  This  last 
pioof,  instead  of  giving  him  fresh  strength, 
deprived  him  of  it  ;  the  pickax  descended, 
or  i-ather  fell ;  he  placed  it  on  the  ground, 
passed  liis  hand  over  his  brow,  and  re- 
mounted the  stairs,  alleging  to  himself,  as 
an  excuse,  a  desire  to  be  assured  that  no 
one  was  watching  him,  but  in  realit^^  be- 
cause he  felt  he  was  ready  to  faint.  The 
isle  was  deserted,  and  the  sun  seemed  to 
cover  it  with  its  fiery  glance;  afar  off  a 
few  small  fishing-boats  studded  the  bosom 
of  the  blue  ocean. 

Dantes  had  tasted  nothing,  but  he 
thought  not  of  hunger  at  sucTi  a  moment: 
lie  hastily  swallowed  a  few  drops  of  rum, 
and  again  entered  the  cavern.  .  The  picic- 
ax  that  had  seemed  so  heavy  was  now 
like  a  feather  in  his  grasp;  he  seized  it, 
and  attacked  the  wall.  After  several 
blows  he  perceived  that  the  stones  were 
not  cen)ented,  but  merely  placed  one  upon 
the  other,  and  covered  with  stucco  ;  he 
inserted  the  point  of  his  pickax,  and  using 
the;  ha  mile  as  a  lever,  soon  saw  with  joy 
the  stone  turn  as  if  on  liingys,  and  fail  at 
his  feet.  He  had  nothing  more  to  do 
now,  but  with  the  iron  tooth  of  the  pick- 
ax to  draw  the  stones  toward  hirn  one  by 
one.  The  first  aperture  was  sufficiently 
large  to  4.'nter,  but  by  waiting,  lie  could 


still  cling  to  hope,  and  retard  the  cer- 
tainty' of  deception.  At  last,  after  fresh 
hesitation,  Dantes  entered  the  second 
grotto.  The  second  grotto  was  lower 
and  more  gloomy  than  the  former;  the 
air  that  could  only  enter  by  the  newly- 
formed  opening  had  that  niephitic  smell 
Dantes  was  surprised  not  to  find  in  the 
first.  He  waited  in  order  to  allow  pure 
air  to  displace  the  foul  atmosphere,  and 
then  entered.  At  the  left  of  the  opening 
was  a  dark  and  deep  angle.  But  to  Dan- 
tes' eyes  there  was  no  darkness.  He 
glanced  round  this  second  grotto  ;  it  was, 
like  the  first,  empty. 

The  treasure,  if  it  existed,  was  buried 
in  this  corner.  The  time  had  at  length 
arrived  ;  two  feet  of  earth  removed,  and 
Dantes'  fate  would  be  decided.  He  ad- 
vanced toward  the  angle,  and  summoning 
all  his  resolution,  attacked  the  ground 
with  the  pickax.  At  the  fifth  or  sixth 
blow  the  pickax  struck  against  an  iron 
substance.  Never  did  funeral  knell,  never 
did  alarm-bell  produce  a  greater  effect  on 
the  hearer.  Had  Dantes  found  nothing 
he  could  not  have  become  mor-e  ghastly 
pale.  He  again  struck  his  pickax  into  the 
earth,  and  encountered  the  same  resist- 
ance, but  not  the  same  sound.  *'It  is  a 
casket  of  wood  bound  with  iron,"  thought 
lit'.  At  this  moment  a  shadow  passed 
rapidly  before  the  opening;  Dantes  seized 
his  gun,  sprang  through  tiie  opening,  and 
mounted  the  stair.  A  wild  goat  had  passed 
before  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  and  was 
feeding  at  a  little  distance.  This  would 
have  been  a  favorable  occasion  to  secure 
his  dinner  ;  but  Dantes  feared  lest  the 
report  of  his  gun  should  attract  attention. 

He  reflected  an  instant,  cut  a  branch  of 
a  resinous  tree,  lighted  it  at  the  fire  at 
which  the  smugglers  had  prepared  their 
bieakfast ,  and  descended  with  this  torch. 
He  wished  to  see  all.  He  approached  t  he 
hole  he  liad  formed  with  the  torch,  and 
saw  that  his  pickax  had  in  reality  struck 
against  iron  and  wood.  He  planted  his 
torch  in  the  ground  and  resumed  his 
labor.  In  an  instant  a  space  three  feet 
long  by  two  feet  broad  was  cleared,  and 
Danics  could  see  an  oaken  cofTer,  bound 
with  cut  steel ;  in  the  midst  of  tlie  lid  he 
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saw  engraved  on  a  silver  plate,  which  was 
still  untarnislu'd,  the  arms  of  the  Spada 
family — viz.,  a  sword,  i:)ale,  on  an  oval 
shield,  like  all  the  Italian  armorial  bear- 
ings and  surmounted  by  a  cardinal's  hat; 
Dantes  easily  recognized  them,  Faria  had 
so  often  drawn  them  for  him.  There  was 
no  longer  an\'  doubt  the  treasure  was 
there ;  no  one  would  have  been  at  such 
pains  to  conceal  an  empt^''  casket.  In  an 
instant  he  had  cleared  every  obstacle 
awajs  and  he  saw  successively  the  lock, 
placed  between  two  padlocks,  and  the  two 
handles  at  each  end,  all  carved  as  things 
were  carved  at  that  epoch,  when  art  ren- 
dered the  commonest  metals  precious. 
Dantes  seized  the  handles,  and  strove  to 
lift  the  coffer;  it  was  impossible.  He 
sought  to  open  it ;  lock  and  padlock  were 
closed ;  these  faithful  guardians  seemed 
unwilling  to  surrender  their  trust.  Dan- 
tes inserted  the  sharp  end  of  the  pickax 
between  the  coffer  and  the  lid,  and  press- 
ing with  all  his  force  on  the  handle,  burst 
open  the  fastenings.  The  hinges  yielded 
In  their  turn  and  fell,  still  holding  in  their 
grasp  fragments  of  the  planks,  and  all 
was  open. 

A  vertigo  seized  Edmond  ;  he  cocked 
his  gun  and  laid  it  beside  him.  He  then 
closed  his  eyes  as  children  do  in  order  to 
perceive  in  shining  night  of  their  own  im- 
agination more  stars  than  are  visible  in 
the  firmament ;  then  he  re-opened  them, 
and  stood  motionless  with  amazement. 
Three  compartments  divided  the  colTer. 
In  the  first,  blazed  piles  of  golden  coin ; 
in  the  second,  bars  of  unpolished  gold, 
which  possessed  nothing  attractive  save 
their  value,  were  ranged  ;  in  the  third, 
Edmond  grasped  handfuls  of  diamonds, 
pearls,  and  rubies,  which,  as  the^'  fell  on 
one  another,  sounded  like  iiail  against 
glass.  After  having  touched,  felt,  ex- 
amined these  treasures,  Edmond  rushed 
through  the  caverns  like  a  man  seized  with 
fn>nzy;  he  leaped  on  a  rock,  from  whence 
he  could  behold  the  sea.  He  was  alone. 
Alone  with  those  countless,  these  unheard- 
of  treasurers  !  "Was  he  nwake,  or  was  it 
but  a  dr(>am  ? 

He  would  fain  have  g;ized  upon  his  gold, 
and  yet  he  had  not  strength  enough  ;  for 


an  instant  he  leaned  his  head  in  his  hands 
as  if  to  prevent  his  senses  from  leaving 
him,  and  then  rushed  madh-^  about  the 
rocks  of  Monte-Cristo,  terrifying  the  wild 
goats  and  scaring  the  sea-fowls  with  his 
wild  cries  and  gestures;  then  he  returned, 
and.  still  unable  to  believe  the  evidence 
of  his  senses,  rushed  into  the  grotto,  and 
found  himself  before  his  mine  of  gold  and 
jewels.  This  time  he  fell  on  his  knees, 
and,  clasping  his  hands  convulsively,  ut- 
tered a  prater  intelligible  to  God  alone. 
He  soon  felt  himself  calmer  and  more 
happy,  for  now  only  he  began  to  credit 
his  felicity.  He  then  set  himself  to  work 
to  count  his  fortune.  There  were  a  thou- 
sand ingots  of  gold,  each  weighing  from 
two  to  three  pounds  ;  then  he  piled  up 
twent3^-five  thousand  crowns,  each  worth 
about  twenty  dollars  of  our  money,  and 
bearing  the  eflBgies  of  Alexander  VI. 
and  his  predecessors  ;  and  he  saw  that 
the  compartment  was  not  half  empt^'. 
And  he  measured  ten  double^ handfuls  of 
precious  stones,  man}'  of  which,  mounted 
b}'  the  most  famous  workmen,  were  valu- 
able for  their  execution.  Dantes  saw  the 
light  graduall}'  disappear  ;  and  fearing 
to  be  surprised  in  the  cavern,  left  it,  his 
gun  in  his  hand.  A  piece  of  biscuit  and 
a  small  quantity  of  rum  formed  his  sup- 
per, and  he  snatched  a  few  hours'  sleep, 
lying  over  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

This  night  was  one  of  those  delicious 
and  yet  terrible  ones,  of  which  he  had 
already  passed  two  or  tliree  in  his  life- 
time. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  UNKNOWN. 

Daylight,  for  which  Dantes  had  so 
eagerly  and  impatiently  waited,  again 
dawned  upon  the  desert  shores  of  Monte- 
Cristo.  "With  the  first  dawn  of  day 
Dantes  resumed  his  researches.  Again 
"he  climbed  the  rocky  height  lie  had  as- 
cended the  previous  evening,  and  strained 
his  view  to  catch  every  peculiarity  of  the 
landscape;  but  it  wore  the  same  wild,  bar- 
ren aspect  when  seen  by  the  rays  of  the 
morning  sun  which  it  had  done  when  sur- 
veyed by  the  fading  glimmer  of  eve.  Ro- 
turninii"  to   tho  tntcance  of   the  cave,  he 
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raised  the  stone  that  covered  it;  and  de- 
scending- to  the  pkice  that  contained  the 
treasure,  filled  his  pockets  with  precious 
stones,  put  the  box  together  as  well  and 
securely  as  he  could,  sprinkled  fresh  sand 
over  the  spot  from  which  it  had  been 
taken,  and  then  careful)}''  trod  down  the 
g-found  to  g-ive  it  everj'^where  a  similar 
appearance  ;  then,  quitting  the  grotto,  he 
replaced  the  stone,  heaping  on  it  broken 
masses  of  rocks  and  rough  fragments  of 
crumbling  granite,  filling  the  interstices 
with  earth,  into  which  was  skillfull}' 
mingled  a  quantity  of  rapidly  growing 
plants,  such  as  the  wild  myrtle  and 
flowering  thorn  ;  then  carefully  watering 
these  new  plantations,  he  scrupulously' 
effaced  ever}'  trace  of  foot-mark,  leaving 
the  approach  to  the  cavern  as  savage- 
looking  and  untrodden  as  he  had  found  it. 
This  done,  he  impatient!}'-  awaited  the 
return  of  his  companions.  To  wait  at 
Monte-Cristo  for  the  purpose  of  watching 
over  tlie  almost  incalculable  riches  that 
had  thus  fallen  into  his  possession  satis- 
fled  not  the  cravings  of  his  heart,  which 
yearned  to  return  to  dwell  among  man- 
kind, and  to  assume  the  rank,  power,  and 
influence  unbounded  wealth  alone  can 
bestow. 

On  the  sixth  day  the  smugglers  re- 
turned. From  a  distance  Dantes  recog- 
Tiized  the  cut  and  manner  of  sailing  of  La 
Jeune  Amelie,  and  di-agging  himself  with 
affected  difficulty  toward  the  landing- 
place,  he  met  his  companions  with  an 
assurance  that,  although  considerably 
better  llian  when  tliey  quitted  him,  he 
still  sudVrcd  acutely  from  his  late  acci- 
dent. He  then  inquired  how  they  had 
fared  in  tlieir  trip.  To  this  question  the 
smugglers  replicul  that,  although  success- 
ful in  landing  their*  cargo  in  safety,  they 
had  scarcely  done  so  when  they  received 
intelligence  that  a  guard-ship  iiad  just 
quitted  the  port  of  Toulon,  and  was 
crowding  all  sail  toward  them  ;  this 
obligid  them  to  make  all  the  spcM'd  they 
could  to  evade  1  h(!  encni}'  :  when  they  could 
but  lament  the  absence  of  Dantes,  whose 
superior  skill  in  tlie  managiMiient,  of  a  ves- 
sel would  have  availed  them  so  materially. 
In  fact,  t  hX>  chasing  vessel  had  almost  over- 


taken them  when  fortunately  night  came 
on,  and  enabled  them  to  double  the  Cape 
of  Corsica,  and  so  elude  all  further  pursuit. 
Upon  the  whole,  however,  the  trip  had  been 
sulficiently  successful  to  satisfy  all  con- 
cerned ;  while  the  crew,  and  particularly 
Jacopo,  expressed  great  regrets  at  Dantes 
not  having  been  an  equal  sharer  with 
themselves  in  the  profits,  amounting  to 
no  less  a  sum  than  fifty  piastres  each. 

Edmond  preserved  the  most  admirable 
self-command,  not  suffering  the  faintest 
indication  of  a  smile  to  escape  liim  at  the 
enumeration  of  all  the  benefits  he  would 
have  reaped  had  he  been  able  to  quit  the 
isle ;  but  as  La  Jeune  Amelie  had  merely 
come  to  Monte-Cristo  to  fetch  him  away, 
he  embarked  that  same  evening,  and 
proceeded  with  the  captain  to  Leghorn. 
Arrived  at  Leghorn,  he  repaired  to  the 
house  of  a  Jew,  a  dealer  in  precious  stones, 
to  whom  he  disposed  of  four  of  his  small- 
est diamonds,  for  five  thousand  francs 
each.  Dantes  half  feared  that  such  valu- 
able jewels  in  the  hands  of  a  poor  sailor 
like  himself  might  excite  suspicion;  but  the 
cunning  purchaser  asked  no  troublesome 
questions  concerning  a  bargain  by  which 
he  gained  at  least  four  thousand  francs. 

The  next  day  Dantes  presented  Jacopo 
with  an  entirely  new  vessel,  accompany- 
ing the  gift  by  a  donation  of  one  hundred 
piastres,  that  he  migiit  provide  himself 
with  a  suitable  crew  and  other  requisites 
for  his  outfit,  upon  conditions  of  his  going 
direct  to  Marseilles  for  the  purpose  of  in- 
quiring after  an  old  man  named  Louis 
Dantes,  residing  in  the  Alices  de  Meillan, 
and  also  a  young  female  called  Mercedes, 
an  inhabitant  of  the  Catalan  village. 
Jacopo  couUl  scarcely  believe  his  senses 
at  I'eceiving  this  munilicent  present, 
which  Dantes  hastened  to  account  for 
by  saying  that  he  had  merely  been  a 
sailor  from  whim  ami  a  desire  to  spite 
his  friends  who  did  not.  allow  him  as 
much  money  as  he  liked  to  spend  ;  but 
tliat  on  his  arrival  at  Leghorn  he  had 
come  into  possession  of  a  large  fortune, 
left  him  by  an  uncle,  whose  sole  heir  he 
was.  The  superior  education  of  Dantes 
gave  an  air  of  such  extreme  probability 
to    this    statement    that    it    never    once 
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occurred  to  Jacopo  to  doubt  its  accur- 
ac^^  The  term  for  which  Edinond  had 
eno-a^-ed  to  serve  on  board  L,a  Jeune 
Amelie  having-  expired,  Dantes  took 
leave  of  the  captain,  who  at  first  tried 
all  his  powers  of  persuasion  to  induce 
him  to  remain  one  of  the  crew,  but  hav- 
ing been  told  the  history  of  the  leg-acy,  he 
ceased  to  importune  him  further.  The 
succeeding-  morning  Jacopo  set  sail  for 
Marseilles,  with  directions  from  Dantes 
to  join  him  at  the  island  of  Monte-Crist  o. 
Having  seen  Jacopo  fairly'  out  of  the 
harbor,  Dantes  proceeded  to  make  his 
final  adieus  on  board  La  Jeune  Amelie, 
distributing  so  liberal  a  gratuity  among 
her  crew  as  procured  liim  the  unanimous 
good  wishes  and  expressions  of  cordial 
interest  in  all  that  concerned  him  ;  to 
the  captain  he  promised  to  write  when 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  as  to  his  future 
plans.  This  leave-taking  over,  Dantes 
departed  for  Genoa.  At  the  moment  of 
his  arrival  a  small  j^acht  was  being  tried 
in  the  bay ;  this  yacht  had  been  built  b3' 
order  of  an  Englishman,  who,  having- 
heard  that  the  Genoese  excelled  all  other 
builders  along-  the  shores  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean in  the  construction  of  fast-sailing 
vessels,  was  desirous  of  possessing  a  speci- 
men of  tlieir  skill ;  the  price  agreed  upon 
between  the  Englishman  and  the  Genoese 
builder  was  forty  thousand  francs.  Dantes, 
struck  with  the  beaut,y  and  capabilit;y  of 
the  little  vessel,  appUed  to  its  owner  to 
transfer  it  to  him,  offering  sixty  thousand 
francs,  upon  condition  of  being  allowed  to 
take  immediate  possession  of  it.  The  pro- 
posal was  too  advantageous  to  be  refused, 
the  more  so  as  the  person  for  whom  the 
yacht  was  intended  had  gone  upon  a  tour 
through  Switzerland,  and  was  not  ex- 
pected back  in  less  than  three  w^eeks  or 
a  month,  by  wMiich  time  the  builder  reck- 
oned upon  being  able  to  complete  another. 
A  bargain  was  therefore  struck.  Dantes 
led  the  owner  of  the  yaclit  to  tlic  dwelling 
of  a  Jew  ;  retired  with  the  latter  individ- 
ual for  a  few  minutes  to  a  small  back  par- 
lor, and  upon  their  return  fi-on\  thence  the 
Jew  counted  out  to  the  shipbuildtM*  the  sum 
of  sixty  tlunisand  francs  in  bright  golden 
money. 


The  delighted  builder  then  offered  his 
services  in  providing  a  suitable  cnMv  for 
the  little  vessel,  but  this  Dantes  declined 
with  many  thanks,  saying  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  cruise  about  quite  alone,  and  his 
principal  pleasure  consisted  in  managing 
his  yacht  himself;  the  only  thing  the 
builder  could  oblige  him  in  would  be  to 
contrive  a  sort  of  secret  closet  in  the 
cabin  at  his  bed's  head,  the  closet  to 
contain  three  divisions,  so  constructed  as 
to  be  concealed  from  all  but  himself.  The 
builder  cheerfully  undertook  the  commis- 
sion, and  promised  to  have  these  secret 
places  completed  by  the  next  day,  Dantes 
furnishing  the  size  and  plan  upon  which 
he  desired  they  should  be  arranged. 

The  following  day  Dantes  sailed  with 
his  yacht  from  the  port  of  Genoa,  amid 
the  gaze  of  an  immense  crowd  di-awn  to- 
gether by  curiosity  to  see  the  rich  Spanish 
nobleman  who  preferred  managing  his 
vessel  himself.  But  their  wonder  was 
soon  exchanged  to  admiration  at  the 
perfect  skill  with  which  Dantes  handled 
the  helm,  and,  without  quitting-  it,  mak- 
ing his  little  vessel  perform  ever}'  move- 
ment he  chose  to  direct :  his  bark  seemed, 
indeed,  replete  with  all  but  human  intelli- 
g-ence,  so  prompth^  did  it  obe\'-  the  slight- 
est impulse  given  ;  and  Dantes  required 
but  a  short  trial  of  his  beautiful  craft  to 
acknowledge  that  it  was  not  without  truth 
the  Genoese  had  attained  tin  ir  high  repu- 
tation in  the  art  of  Shipbuilding.  The 
spectators  followed  the  little  vessel  with 
their  eyes  so  long  as  it  remained  visible  ; 
they  then  turned  their  conjectures  upon 
her  probable  destination.  Some  insisted 
she  was  making  for  Corsica,  othere  tiie 
isle  of  Elba;  bets  were  offered  to  any 
amount  that  she  was  bound  for  Spain  : 
while  Africa  was  positively  reported  by 
many  persons  as  her  intended  coui-se:  but 
no  one  thought  of  Monte-Cristo.  Yet 
thither  it  was  that  Dantes  guided  his 
vessel,  and  at  Monte-Cristo  he  arrivi«d 
at,  the  close  of  the  second  day;  his  bark 
had  proved  herself  a  first-class  sailer,  and 
iiad  come  the  distance  from  Genoa  in 
thirty-live  hours.  Dantes  had  carefidly 
noted  the  general  appearance  of  the 
shore,    and.    instead    of    landing    al     tho 
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usual  place,  he  dropped  anchor  in  the  lit- 
tle creek.  The  isle  was  utterly  deserted, 
nor  did  it  seem  as  though  human  foot 
had  trodden  on  it  since  he  quitted  it  :  his 
treasure  was  just  as  he  had  left  it. 
Early  on  the  following-  morning  he  com- 
menced the  removal  of  his  riches,  and  ere 
nightfall  the  whole  of  his  immense  wealth 
was  safely  deposited  in  the  secret  com- 
partments of  his  hidden  closet. 

A  week  passed  by.  Dantes  employed 
it  in  maneuvering  his  j-acht  round  the 
island,  studying  it  as  a  skillful  horseman 
would  the  animal  he  destined  for  some  im- 
portant service,  till  at  the  end  of  that 
time  he  was  perfectlj"  conversant  with 
its  good  and  bad  qualities.  The  former 
Dantes  proposed  to  augment,  the  latter 
to  remed}'. 

Upon  the  eighth  day  of  his  being  on  the 
island  he  discerned  a  small  vessel  crowd- 
ing all  sail  toward  Monte-Cristo.  As  it 
neared,  he  recognized  it  as  the  bark  he 
had  given  to  Jacopo.  He  immediate!}' 
signaled  it.  His  signal  was  returned, 
and  in  two  hours  afterward  the  bark  lay 
at  anchor  beside  the  3-acht.  A  mournful 
answer  awaited  each  of  Edmond's  eager 
inquiries  as  to  the  information  Jacopo  had 
obtained.  Old  Dantes  was  dead,  and  Mer- 
cedes had  disappeared.  Dantes  listened 
to  these  melancholy  tidings  with  outward 
calmness  ;  but,  leaping  lightly  ashore,  he 
signified  his  desire  to  be  quite  alone.  In 
a  couple  of  hourt?  he  returned.  Two  of 
the  men  from  Jacopo's  bark  came  on 
board  the  yacht  to  assist  in  navigating 
it,  and  he  commanded  she  should  be 
steered  direct  to  MarseiMes.  For  his 
father's  death  he  was  in  some  manner 
prepared  ;  but  how  to  account  for  the 
mj'sterions  disappearance  of  Mercedes  he 
knew  not. 

Without  divulging  his  secret,  Dantes 
could  not  give  sulliciently  clear  instruc- 
tions to  an  agent.  There  were,  besides, 
other  particulars  Ik;  was  desirous  of  ascer- 
taining, and  those  were  of  a  nature  he 
alone  could  investigate  in  a  manner  satis- 
factoi-y  to  himself.  His  looking-glass  had 
assured  liim,  during  his  slay  at  l>.eghom, 
that  he  ran  no  risk  of  recognition  ;  added 
to  which,  he  had  now  the  means  of  adopt- 


ing any  disguise  he  thought  proper.  One 
fine  morning,  then,  his  yacht,  followed  by 
the  little  bark,  boldly  entered  the  port  of 
Marseilles,  and  anchored  exactly  opposite 
the  memorable  spot  from  whence,  on  the 
never-to-be-forgotten  night  of  his  depart- 
ure for  the  Chateau  d'lf,  he  had  been  put 
on  board  the  vessel  destined  to  convej'him 
thither.  Still  Dantes  could  not  view  with- 
out a  shudder  the  approach  of  a  gendarme 
who  accompanied  the  officers  deputed  to 
demand  his  bill  of  health  ere  the  yacht 
was  permitted  to  hold  communication 
with  the  sliore ;  but  with  that  perfect 
self-possession  he  had  acquired  during 
his  acquaintance  with  Faria,  Dantes 
coolly  presented  an  English  passport  he 
had  obtained  from  Leghorn,  and,  with 
that  prompt  attention  which  all  such 
English  documents  receive,  he  was  in- 
formed there  existed  no  obstacle  to  his 
immediate  debarkation. 

The  first  object  that  attracted  the  at- 
tention of  Dantes,  as  he  landed  on  the 
Canebiere,  was  one  of  the  crew  belonging 
to  the  Fharaon.  Edmond  hailed  the  ap- 
pearance of  this  man,  who  had  served 
under  himself,  as  a  sure  test  of  the  safe 
and  perfect  change  time  had  worked  in 
his  own  appearance.  Going  sti'aight  to- 
ward him,  he  commenced  a  variety  of 
questions  on  different  subjects,  carefully 
watching  the  man's  countenance  as  he 
did  so  ;  but  not  a  word  or  look  implied 
his  having  th(!  slightest  idea  of  ever  hav- 
ing seen  before  the  individual  with  whom 
he  was  then  conversing.  Giving  i  he  sailor 
a  piece  of  money  in  return  for  his  civility, 
Dantes  proceeded  onward  ;  but  ere  he  had 
gone  many  steps  he  heard  the  man  loudly 
calling  him  to  stop.  Dantes  instantly 
turned  to  meet  him.  "  I  beg  your  par- 
don, sir,"  said  the  lionest  fellow,  in  almost 
breathless  haste,  "but  I  believe  you  made 
a  mistake  :  you  intended  to  give  me  a  two- 
franc  piece,  and  see,  you  gave  me  a  double 
Napoleon." — '"Thank  you,  my  good  friend. 
I  see  thai  I  have  made  a  tiilling  mistake, 
as  you  say  ;  but  by  way  of  rewarding 
your  lionest.  sj)irit,  I  give  yon  another 
double  Napoleon,  that  you  may  drink  to 
my  health,  and  be  able  to  ask  your  mess- 
mates to  join  you." 
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So  extreme  was  the  surprise  of  the  sailor 
that  he  was  unable  even  to  thank  Ed- 
mond,  whose  receding-  figure  he  continued 
to  gaze  after  in  speechless  astonishment. 
At  length,  when  Dantes  had  wholly  dis- 
appeared, he  dre.w  a  deep  breath,  and, 
with  another  look  at  his  gold,  he  returned 
to  the  quay,  saying  to  himself,  ''Ah,  that's 
one  of  them  nabob  gentlemen  from  Ing-y, 
no  doubt ;  nobody  else  could  afford  to 
chuck  gold  about  like  that.  Well,  he  said 
I  was  to  drink  his  health,  and  so  I  will 
with  all  m^'  heart.'" 

Dantes,  meanwhile,  continued  his  route. 
Each  step  he  trod  oppressed  his  heart 
with  fresh  emotion  :  his  first  and  most 
indelible  recollections  were  there ;  not  a 
tree,  not  a  street  that  he  passed  but 
seemed  filled  wath  dear  and  cherished 
reminiscences.  And  thus  he  proceeded 
onward,  till  he  arrived  at  the  end  of  the 
Rue  de  Noailles,  from  whence  a  full  view 
of  the  AUees  de  Meiljan  was  obtained. 
At  this  spot,  so  pregnant  with  fond  and 
filial  remembrances,  his  heart  beat  almost 
to  bursting,  his  knees  tottered  under  him, 
a  mist^'^  vapor  floated  over  his  sight,  and 
had  he  not  clung  for  support  to  one  of  the 
trees,  he  would  inevitably  have  fallen  to 
the  ground  and  been  crushed  beneath  the 
man}'  vehicles  continually  passing"  there. 
Recovering  himself,  however,  he  wiped 
the  perspiration  from  his  brow's,  and 
stopped  not  again  till  he  found  himself 
at  the  door  of  the  house  in  which  his 
father  had  lived. 

The  nasturtiums  and  other  plants,  which 
liis  parent  had  delighted  to  train  before 
his  window,  had  all  disappeared  from  the 
upper  part  of  the  house.  Leaning  ag-ainst 
a  tree,  he  remained  long  gazing  on  tl^ose 
window^s  at  which  the  busy  hand  of  the 
active  old  man  might  be  daily  seen. train- 
ing and  arranging  his  floral  treasures. 
But  Edmond  remembered  he  had  come 
thither  for  other  reasons  than  to  indulge 
a  grief  now,  alas  !  lyiavailing  ;  and.  sti- 
fling the  deep  sigh  that  rose  to  his  lips, 
lie  advanced  to  the  door,  and  inquired 
whether  there  were  any  chambers  to  be 
let  in  the  house.  Though  answered  in  the 
negative,  he  begged  so  earnestly  to  be 
permitted  to  visit  those  on  the  fifth  floor 


that,  in  despite  of  the  concierge' s  oft- 
repeated  assurance  of  their  being  occu- 
pied, Dantes  succeeded  in  inducing  the 
man  to  go  up  to  the  present  possessors  ol 
these  coveted  rooms,  and  ask  permission 
for  a  gentleman  to  be  allowed  to  look  at 
them. 

The  tenants  of  the  humble  lodging, 
once  the  scene  of  all  Dantes'  early  jo^'s, 
consisted  of  a  young"  couple  who  had  been 
scarcely'  married  a  week  ;  and  the  sight 
of  a  wedded  happiness  he  was  doomed 
never  to  experience  drove  a  bitter  pang 
through  his  heart.  Nothing  in  the  two 
small  chambers  foi-ming  the  apartments 
remained  as  it  had  been  in  the  time  of 
the  elder  Dantes :  the  very  paper  was 
different,  while  the  articles  of  antiquated 
furniture  with  which  the  rooms  had  been 
filled  in  Edmond's  time  had  all  disap- 
peared ;  the  four  walls  alone  remained  as 
he  had  left  them.  The  bed  belonging  to 
the  present  occupants  was  placed  as  the 
former  owner  of  the  chamber  had  been 
accustomed  to  have  his;  and,  spite  of  his 
efforts  to  prevent  it,  the  eyes  of  Edmond 
were  suffused  in  tears  as  he  refiected  thai, 
on  that  spot  his  beloved  parent  had  ex- 
pired, vainly  calling  for  his  son.  The 
young  couple  gazed  with  astonishment  at 
the  sight  of 'their  visitor's  emotion,  and 
wondered  to  see  the  large  tears  silently 
chase  each  other  down  his  otherwise  stern 
and  immovable  features  ;  but  they  felt 
the  sacredness  of  his  grief,  and  kindly- 
refrained  from  questioning  him  as  to  its 
cause,  while,  with  instinctive  delicacy, 
they  left  him  to  indulge  his  .sorrow-  alone. 
When  he  withdrew  from  the  scene  of  his 
painful  recollections,  they  both  accom- 
panied him  downstairs,  reiterating  their 
hope  that  he  would  come  again  w-henever 
he  pleased,  and  assuring  him  tluMr  poor 
dwelling  should  ever  be  open  to  him.  As 
Edmond  passed  the  door  of  similar  rooms 
on  the  fourth  floor,  he  paused  to  inquii^ 
whether  Caderousse  the  tailor  still  dwelt 
there  ;  but  he  received  for  reply  that  the 
individual  in  question  had  got  into  difficul- 
ties, and  at  the  present  time  kept  a  small 
inn  on  the  route  from  Bellegarde  to  Heau- 
caire. 

Having  obtained  the  address  of  the  per- 
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son  to  whom  the  house  in  the  AUees  de 
Meillan  belong-ed,  Dantes  next  proceeded 
thither,  and,  under  the  name  of  Lord 
Wilmore  (the  same  appellation  as  that 
contained  in  his  passport),  purchased  the 
small  dwelling-  for  the  sum  of  25,000  francs, 
at  least  10,000  more  than  it  was  worth  ; 
but  had  its  owner  asked  ten  times  the  sum 
he  did,  it  would  unhesitating-ly  have  been 
given. 

The  very  same  da^-  the  occupants  of 
the  apartments  on  the  fifth  floor  of  the 
house,  now  become  the  propert}'  of  Dantes, 
w^ere  dul}'^  infoi'med  by  the  notary  who 
had  arrang-ed  the  necessary  transfer  of 
deeds,  etc.,  that  the  new  landlord  g-ave 
them  their  choice  of  anj'  of  the  rooms  in 
the  house,  without  the  least  aug-menta- 
t.ion  of  rent,  upon  condition  of  their  g-iving" 
instant  possession  of  the  two  small  cham- 
bers they  at  present  inhabited. 

This  strangle  event  served  to  find  food  for 
wonder  and  curiosity  in  the  neig-hborhood 
of  the  Alices  de  Meillan.  and  a  multitude 
of  various  conjectures  were  afloat  as  to 
the  probable  cause  of  the  house  being-  so 
suddenly  and  mysteriously  disposed  of; 
but  each  surmise  seemed  to  wander  far- 
ther and  farther  from  the  truth.  But 
that  which  raised  public  astonishment  to 
a  chmax,  and  set  all  speculations  at  de- 
fiance, was  the  circumstance  of  the  same 
strang-er  who  had  in  the  moi'ning"  visited 
the  Allees  de  Meillan  being-  seen  in  the 
evening-  walking-  in  the  little  villag-e  of  the 
Catalans,  and  afterward  observed  to  enter 
a  poor  fisherman's  hut.  and  to  pass  more 
than  an  hour  in  inquiring  after  persons 
who  had  either  been  dead  or  gone  away 
for  more  than  fifteen  or  sixteen  years. 
But  on  Ihe  following-  day  the  family  from 
whom  all  these  particulars  had  been  asked 
received  a  handsome  present,  con.sisting- 
of  an  entirely  new  flshing'-boat,  with  a 
full  supply  of  excellent  nets.  The  de- 
lighted recipients  of  these  munificent 
gifts  would  gladly  have  poured  out  their 
thanks  to  their  generous  benefactor;  but 
they  had  seen  him,  upon  quitting  the  hut, 
merely  give  sonic  orders  to  a  sailor,  and 
then,  springing  lightly  on  horseback,  (juit 
Marseilles  by  the  Porte  d'Aix. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE  AUBERGE  OF  PONT  DU  GARD. 

Such  of  my  readers  as  have  made  a 
pedestrian  excursion  to  the  south  of 
France  ma\^  perchance  have  noticed,  mid- 
way between  the  town  of  Beaucaire  and 
the  village  of  Bellegarde,  a  small  road- 
side inn,  from  the  front  of  which  hung, 
creaking  and  flapping  in  the  wind,  a  sheet 
of  tin  covered  with  a  caricature  resem- 
blance of  the  Pontdu  Gard.  This  modern 
place  of  entertainment  stood  on  the  left- 
hand  side  of  the  grand  route,  turning  its 
back  upon  the  Rhone.  It  also  boasted  of 
what  in  Languedoc  is  styled  a  garden, 
consisting  of  a  small  plot  of  ground,  a 
full  view  of  which  might  be  obtained  from 
a  door  immediatel}*  opposite  the  grand 
portal  by  which  travelers  were  ushered 
in  to  partake  of  the  hospitality  of  mine 
host  of  the  Pont  du  Gard.  This  plaisance 
or  garden,  scorched  up  beneath  the  ardent 
sun  of  a  latitude  of  thirty  degrees,  per- 
mitted nothing  to  thrive  or  scarcely  live 
in  its  arid  soil.  A  few  dingy  olives  and 
stunted  flg-trees  struggled  hard  for  ex- 
istence, but  their  withered  dusty  foliage 
abundantly  proved  how  unequal  was  the 
conflict.  Between  these  sickly  shrubs 
grew  a  scanty  supply  of  garlic,  tomatoes 
and  eschalots ;  while,  lone  and  solitary, 
like  a  forgotten  sentinel,  a  tall  pine  raised 
its  melancholy  head  in  one  of  the  corners 
of  this  unattractive  spot,  and  displayed 
its  flexible  stem  and  fan-shaped  summit 
dried  and  cracked  by  the  withering  influ- 
ence of  the  mistral,  that  scourge  of  Pro- 
vence. 

In  the  surrounding  plain,  which  mortr 
resembled  a  dust}^  lake  than  solid  ground, 
were  scattered  a  few  miserable  stalks  of 
wheat,  the  effect,  no  doubt,  of  a  curious 
desire  on  the  part  of  the  agriculturists  of 
the  country  to  see  whethei-  such  a  thing 
as  the  raising  of  grain  in  those  parched 
regions  was  practicable.  The  scanty  prod- 
uce, however,  served  to  accommodate 
the  numerous  grass1u)[ipei's  who  follow 
the  unfortunate  invader  of  this  bare  soil 
with  untiring  persecution,  resting  them- 
selves after  their  chase  upon  the  stunted 
speciuKMis  of  horticulture,  while  they  fllh.'d 
the  ear  with  their  sharp  .shrill  cry. 
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For  nearly'  the  last  eig-ht  years  the 
small  auberge  we  have  just  been  describ- 
ing had  been  kept  by  a  man  and  his  wife, 
with  two  servants  :  one,  a  strong,  sturdy 
wench,  answering-  to  the  name  of  Trinette, 
officiated  in  the  capacity  of  chambermaid  ; 
while  the  other,  a  shock-headed  country 
lad,  named  Pecaud,  undertook  the  man- 
agement of  the  outer-door  work,  and  con- 
tented himself  with  the  title  of  gargon 
d  ^ecurie,  or  ostler,  as  it  would  be  styled 
in  England.  But,  alas !  the  occupation 
of  each  domestic  was  but  nominal,  for  a 
canal  recently  made  between  Beaucaire 
and  Aig-uemortes  had  proved  a  most  suc- 
cessful speculation,  and  had  transferred 
the  mode  of  sending-  merchandise  and 
luggag-e  from  the  heavy  wagons  to  the 
towed  barge,  while  travelers  forsook  the 
dilig-ence  to  glide  over  the  smooth  waters 
b}'^  the  more  agreeable  aid  of  the  steam- 
boat. And,  as  though  to  add  to  the  daily 
misery  which  this  prosperous  canal  in- 
flicted on*  the  unfortunate  aubergiste, 
whose  utter  ruin  it  was  fast  accomphsh- 
ing,  it  was  situated  not  a  hundred  steps 
from  the  forsaken  inn,  of  which  we  have 
given  so  faithful  a  description. 

The  aubergiste  himself  was  a  man  of 
from  forty  to  fift^^-five  years  of  age,  tall, 
strong,  and  bony,  a  perfect  specimen  of 
the  natives  of  those  southern  latitudes ; 
he  had  the  dark,  sparkling,  and  deep-set 
eye,  curved  nose,  and  teeth  white  as  those 
of  a  carnivorous  animal ;  his  hair,  which, 
spite  of  the  light  touch  time  had  as  yet 
left  on  it,  seemed  as  though  it  refused  to 
assurtie  any  other  color  than  its  own,  was 
like  his  beard,  which  he  wore  under  his 
chin,   thick  and  curly,   and   but  slightly 

ingled  with  a  few  silvery  threads.  His 
naturally  murky  complexion  had  assumed 
a  still  further  shade  of  brown  from  the 
habit  the  unfortunate  man  had  acquired 
of  stationing  himself  fi-om  early  morning 
till  latest  eve  at  the  thresliold  of  his  door, 
in  eager  hope  that  some  traveler,  either 
equesti-ian  or  pedestrian,  might  bless  his 
eyes,  and  give  him  the  deliglit  of  once  more 
seeing  a  guest  enter  his  doors:  but  his 
patience  and  his  expectations  were  alike 
useless  ;  yet  there  he  stood,  day  after  day, 
exposed  to  the  meridional  rays  of  a  burn- 


ing sun,  with  no  other  protection  for  his 
head  than  a  red  handkerchief  twisted 
around  it,  after  the  manner  of  the  Span- 
ish muleteers.  This  anxious,  careworn 
aubergiste  was  no  other  than  our  ci- 
devant  acquaintance  Caderousse.  His 
wife,  on  the  contrary,  whose  maiden  name 
had  been  Madeleine  Radelle,  was  pale, 
meager,  and  sickly-looking.  Born  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Aries,  she  had  shared  in 
the  beauty  for  which  its  females  are  pro- 
verbial ;  but  that  beauty  had  gradually 
withered  beneath  the  devastating  influ- 
ence of  one  of  those  slow  fevers  so  prev- 
alent in  the  vicinity  of  the  waters  of  the 
Aiguemortes  and  the  marshes  of  Camar- 
gue.  She  remained  nearly  always  in  her 
chamber,  situated  on  the  first  floor ;  sit- 
ting shivering  in  her  chair,  or  extended 
languid  and  feeble  on  her  bed,  while  her 
husband  kept  his  dail^^  watch  at  the  door 
— a  duty  he  performed  with  so  much  the 
greater  willingness,  as  it  saved  him  the 
necessitj'^  of  listening  to  the  endless  plaints 
and  murmurs  of  his  helpmate,  who  never 
saw  him  without  breaking  out  into  bitter 
invectives  against  fate  and  the  unmerited 
hardships  she  was  called  upon  to  endure  ; 
to  all  of  which  her  husband  would  calmly 
return  an  vm varying  reply,  couched  in 
these  philosophic  words : 

''Cease  to  grieve  about  it,  La Carconte. 
It  is  God's  pleasure  that  a^ou  should  suffer, 
and  whether  you  like  it  or  not  you  must 
bear  it." 

The  sobriquet  of  La  Carconte  had  been 
bestowed  on  Madeleine  Radelle  from  the 
circumstance  of  her  having  been  born  in 
a  village  so  called,  situated  between  Salon 
and  Lanbese ;  and  as  a  custom  existed 
among  the  inhabitants  of  that  part  of 
France  wht>re  Caderousse  lived  of  styling 
every  person  by  some  particular  and  dis- 
tinctive appellation,  her  husband  had  be- 
stowed on  her  the  name  of  La  (^arconte 
in  place  of  her  sweet  and  euphonious  name 
of  Madeleine,  which,  in  all  probability,  his 
rude  guttural  language  would  not  have 
enabled  him  to  pronounce.  Still,  let  it  not 
be  supposed  that  amid  this  affected  resig- 
nation to  the  will  of  Providence,  the  un- 
fortunate aubergiste  did  not  writhe  under 
t]u>  iloulile  misery  of  seeine:  the  hateful 
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canal  carry  off  alike  his  custoiiiers  and 
profits,  and  the  daily  implication  of  his 
peevish  partner's  murmurs  and  lamenta- 
tions. 

Like  other  dwellers  of  the  south,  he  was 
a  man  of  sober  habits  and  moderate  de- 
sires, but  fond  of  external  show,  vain,  and 
addicted  to  display-.  During-  the  days  of 
his  prosperity,  not  a  fete,  festivity,  or  cer- 
emonial took  place  without  himself  and 
wife  being-  among  the  spectators.  He 
dressed  in  the  picturesque  costume  worn 
upon  g-rand  occasions  by  the  inhabitants 
of  the  south  of  France,  bearing-  equal  re- 
semblance to  the  style  adopted  both  b^^  the 
Catalans  and  Andalusians  ;  while  La  Car- 
conte  displayed  the  charming-  fashion  prev- 
alent among-  the  females  of  Aries,  a  mode 
of  attire  borrowed  equally  from  Greece 
and  Arabia.  But,  b}'  degrees,  watch- 
chains,  necklaces,  many  -  colored  scarfs, 
embroidered  bodices,  velvet  vests,  ele- 
g-antly- worked  stocking-s,  striped  g-a  iters, 
and  silver  buckles  for  the  shoes,  all  disap- 
peared ;  and  Gaspard  Caderousse,  unable 
to  appear  abroad  in  his  pristine  splendor, 
had  given  up  any  further  participation  in 
these  pomps  and  vanities,  both  for  himself 
or  wife,  although  a  bitter  feeling  of  envious 
discontent  filled  his  mind  as  the  sound  of 
mirth  and  merry  music  from  the  joyous 
revelers  reached  even  the  miserable  hos- 
telrj'  to  which  he  still  clung,  more  for  the 
shelter  than  the  profit  it  afforded. 

On  the  present  da}',  Caderousse  was,  as 
usual,  at  his  place  of  observation  before 
the  door,  his  ej'es  glancing  listlessly  from 
a  piece  of  closely-shaven  grass — on  which 
some  fowls  were  industriously,  though 
fruitlessly,  endeavoring  to  turn  up  some 
grain  or  insect  suited  to  their  palate — to 
the  deserted  road,  the  two  extremities 
of  which  pointed  respectively  north  and 
south,  when  he  was  roused  from  his  daily 
s|)eculations  as  to  the  possil)ility  of  the 
auberge  of  the  Pont  du  Gard  ever  again 
being  called  upon  to  exercise  its  hospit- 
able capabilities  to  any  chance  visitant. 
by  the  shrill  voict*  of  his  wife  summoning 
him  to  her  presence  with  all  speed.  Mur- 
muring at  the  disagreeable  interruption 
to  his  not  very  agreeable  thoughts,  he, 
however,  proceeded  to  the  llooi-  in  which 


was  situated  the  chamber  of  his  better 
half — taking  care,  however,  preparatory 
to  so  doing,  to  set  the  entrance-door  wid(^ 
open,  that,  in  the  event  of  that  vara  avis, 
a  traveler,  passing  by,  it  should  be  made 
perfectly  clear  to  his  comprehension  that 
no  ceremon}'- was  requisite  in  entering. 

At  the  moment  Caderousse  quitted  his 
sentry  -  like  watch  before  the  door,  the 
road  on  which  he  so  eagerly  strained  his 
sight  was  void  and  lonely  as  a  desert  at 
midday.  There  it  lay  stretched  out,  one 
interminable  line  of  dust  and  sand,  with 
its  sides  bordered  by  tall,  meager  trees, 
altogether  presenting  so  uninviting  an 
appearance,  that  no  one  in  their  senses 
could  have  imagined  that  any  traveler,  at 
Ubert}'  to  regulate  his  hours  for  journey- 
ing, would  choose  to  expose  himself  to  the 
scorch  of  a  meridian  sun  in  such  a  for- 
midable Sahara.  Nevertheless,  had  Cad- 
erousse but  retained  his  post  a  few  min- 
utes longer,  he  might  have  caught  a  dim 
outline  of  something  approachirfg  from  the 
direction  of  Bellegarde  :  as  the  moving 
object  drew  nearer,  he  would  easily  have 
perceived  it  consisted  of  a  man  and  horse, 
between  whom  the  kindest  and  most 
amiable  understanding  appeared  to  exist. 
The  horse  was  of  Hungarian  breed,  and 
ambled  along  with  that  easy  pace  peculiar 
to  that  race  of  animals.  His  rider  was  a 
priest,  dressed  in  black,  and  wearing  a 
three-cornered  hat;  and,  spite  of  the 
ardent  rays  of  a  noonday  sun,  the  pair 
came  on  at  a  tolerably  smart  trot. 

Having  arrived  befoi-e  the  auberge  du 
Pont  du  Gard,  the  horse  stopped,  but 
whether  for  his  own  pleasure  or  that  of 
his  rider  would  have  been  difficult  to  say. 
Howevei-that  might  have  been,  the  meas- 
ure appeared  reciprocally  agreeable,  since 
no  demur  was  observable  in  either.  The 
priest,  liismounting,  led  his  steed  by  the 
bridle  in  search  of  some  place  to  which  he 
could  secure  him.  Availing  himself  of  a 
handle  that  projected  from  a  half-falU>n 
door,  ho  tied  the  animal  safely,  patted 
him  kindly,  and,  having  drawn  a  red 
cotton  handkerchief  from  his  pocket, 
wip<'(l  away  the  perspiration  that,  streamed 
from  his  bi-ow ;  then,  advancing  to  the 
door,   struck    t,hrice  with   the   end   of   his 
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iron-shod  stick.  At  this  unusual  sound, 
a  huf^e  black  dog-  cauie  rushing-  to  meet 
the  daring"  assaikint  of  his  ordinary  tran- 
quil abode,  snarling-  and  displaying  his 
sharp  white  teeth  with  a  determined  hos- 
tility that  abundauti}'-  proved  how  little 
lie  was  accustomed  to  societ3'.  At  that 
moment  a  heavy  footstep  was  heard  de- 
scending the  wooden  staircase  that  led 
from  the  upper  floor,  and,  with  many 
bows  and  courteous  smiles,  mine  host  of 
the  Pont  du  Gard  welcomed  the  blessing- 
Heaven  had  sent  him  in  the  shape  of 
a  weary  traveler;  while,  retreating-  into 
the  house  with  backward  step,  he  be- 
sought his  guest  v/ould  honor  him  by 
entering  also. 

"  You  are  welcome,  sir,  most  welcome!  " 
repeated  the  astonished  Caderousse,  in 
his  blandest  tones.  '•  Now,  then,  Margon- 
tin,"  cried  he,  speaking  to  the  dog,  "will 
you  be  quiet  ?  Pray,  don't  heed  him,  sir  ! 
— he  only  barks,  he  never  bites  I  I  make 
no  doubt  a  glass  of  good  wine  would  be 
acceptable  this  dreadfulh'  hot  day !  " 
Then  perceiving  for  the  first  time  the  de- 
scription of  traveler  he  had  to  entertain, 
Caderousse  hastily  exclaimed  :  ''  A  thou- 
sand pardons,  your  reverence  !  I  really 
did  not  observe  whom  I  had  the  honor 
to  receive  under  my  poor  roof.  What 
would  you  please  to  have,  M.  I'Abbe  ? 
What  refreshment  can  I  offer  a'ou  ?  AW 
I  have  is  at  your  service." 

The  priest  gazed  on  the  individual  ad- 
dressing him  with  a  long  and  searching- 
gaze — there  even  seemed  like  a  disposition 
on  his  part  to  court  a  similar  scrutinj'  on 
the  part  of  the  aubergiste  ;  then,  remark- 
ing in  the  countenance  of  the  latter  no 
other  expression  than  extreme  surprise  at 
his  own  want  of  attention  to  an  inquiry  so 
courteously  worded,  he  deemed  it  as  well 
to  terminate  this  dumb  show,  and  there- 
fore said,  speaking  with  a  strong  Italian 
accent :  '•  You  are,  I  presume,  M.  Cade- 
rousse ?  " — "  Your  reverence  is  quite  cor- 
rect," answered  the  host,  even  more  sur- 
prised at  the  question  than  he  hail  been  by 
the  silence  which  had  prefaced  it;  *-I  am 

IGaspard  Caderousse,  at  j'our  service." 
I  "•■*  Gaspard    Caderousse  !  "  rejoined   the 
priest.     ''Yes,  that  agrees  both  \\\\\\  the 


baptismal  appellation  and  surname  of  the 
individual  I  allude  to.  You  formerly  lived, 
I  believe,  in  the  Allees  de  Meillan,  on  the 
fourth  floor  of  a  small  house  situated 
there?"— "I  did." 

•'  Where  j'ou  followed  the  business  of  a 
tailor?" — "True,  I  was  a  tailor,  till  the 
trade  fell  off  so  as  not  to  afford  me  a  living. 
Then,  it  is  so  very  hot  at  Marseilles,  that 
really  I  could  bear  it  no  longer ;  and  it  is 
my  idea  that  all  the  respectable  inhabi- 
tants will  be  obliged  to  follow  my  example 
and  quit  it.  But  talking  of  heat,  is  there 
nothing  I  can  offer  you  by  wa\^  of  refresh- 
ment ?  " 

"-  Yes  ;  let  me  have  a  bottle  of  your  best 
wine,  and  then,  with  your  permission,  we 
will  resume  our  conversation  from  where 
we  left  off." 

••  As  30U  please, M.  I'Abbe,"  said  Cade- 
rousse, who,  anxious  not  to  lose  the  pres-" 
ent  opportunity  of  finding  a  customer  for 
one  of  the  few  bottles  of  vin  de  Cahors  still 
remaining  in  his  possession,  hastily*  raised 
a  trap-door  in  the  floor  of  the  apartment 
the}'  were  in,  which  served  both  as  parlor 
and  kitchen.  Upon  his  issuing  forth  from 
his  subterranean  retreat  at  the  expiration 
of  five  minutes,  he  found  the  abbe  seated 
on  a  species  of  stool,  leaning  his  elbow  on 
a  table,  while  Margontin,  whose  animosity 
seemed  appeased  by  the  traveler  having 
pronounced  the  unusual  command  for  re- 
freshments, had  crept  up  to  him,  and  had 
established  himself  very  comfortably  be- 
tween his  knees,  his  long,  skinny  neck 
resting  on  his  lap,  while  his  dim  ej-e  was 
fixed  earnestly  on  the  traveler's  face. 

"Are  you  quite  alone?"  inquired  the 
guest,  as  Caderousse  placeil  before  him 
the.bottle  of  wine  and  a  glass. — "Quite, 
quite  alone,"  replied  the  man — "or,  at 
least,  all  but  so,  M.  I'Abbe;  for  my  poor 
wife,  who  is  the  only  person  in  the  house 
besides  myself,  is  laid  up  with  illness,  and 
unable  to  render  me  the  least  assistance, 
poor  thing  !  " 

"You  are  married,  then?"  said  the 
priest,  with  a  species  of  interest,  glancing 
round  as  he  spoke  at  the  scanty  styh*  of 
the  accommodation  and  humble  fittings- 
up  of  the  apartment. 

"Ah.  M.  rAbbe,"saiil  Caderousse.  wiih 
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a  sig-h,  "  it  is  eas}-  to  perceive  I  am  not  a 
rich  man  :  but  in  this  world  a  man  does 
not  thrive  the  better  for  being-  honest." 
The  abbe  fixed  on  him  a  searching,  pene- 
trating glance. 

••'  I  can  certainly  sa^'  that  much  for  my- 
self," replied  the  aubergiste,  fairly  sus- 
taining the  scrutiny  of  the  abbe's  gaze; 
'•I  can  boast  with  truth  of  being  an  hon- 
est man  ;  and,"  continued  he,  significantly 
shaking  his  head,  ''that  is  more  than 
eyery  one  can  say  novvadaj's."  —  "So 
nmch  the  better  for  you,  if  what  you  as- 
sert be  true,"  said  the  abbe ;  "for  I  am 
firmly  persuaded  that,  sooner  or  later,  the 
good  will  be  rewarded,  and  the  wicked  pun- 
ished." 

"  Such  words  as  those  belong  to  your 
profession,  M.  I'Abbe,"  answered  Cade- 
rousse,  "and  you  do  well  to  repeat  them  ; 
but,"  added  he,  with  a  bitter  expression 
of  countenance,  "  you  cannot  make  people 
believe  them  in  opposition  to  what  passes 
before  them  every  da}',  when  the  reverse 
takes  place,  and  it  is  the  wicked  man  who 
prospers,  and  the  honest,  deserving  man 
who  suffers." 

"You  are  wrong  to  speak  thus,"  said 
the  abbe  ;  '•  und  perhaps  I  may,  in  my 
own  person,  be  able  to  prove  to  you  how 
completely  you  are  in  error  in  coming  to 
so  mischievous  and  dangerous  a  conclu- 
sion." 

'MVhat  mean  you?"  inquired  Cade- 
rousse,  with  a  look  of  surprise. 

"  In  the  first  place,  it  is  requisite  I 
should  bo  satisfied  you  are  the  person  I  am 
in  search  of." 

"  What  proofs  do  you  require  ?  "  —  "  Did 
you,  in  the  year  1814  or  1815,  know  any- 
thing of  a  young  sailor  named  Edmond 
Dantes?" 

'Did  I?  I  should  think  I  did.  Poor 
dear  Edmond  !  Why,  Edmond  Dantes 
and  myself  were  intimate  friends  !  "  ex- 
claimed Caderousse,  whose  countenance 
assumed  an  almost  purple;  hue,  as  he 
caught  the  penetrating  gaze  of  the  abbe 
fixed  on  him,  while  the  clear,  calm  ej'e  of 
the  (juestioner  seemed  to  cover  him  with 
confusion. 

"  You  remind  me,"  said  llio  priest, 
"  that  tin;  young  man  concerning  whom  I 


asked  you  was  said  to  beat'  the  name  of 
Edmond." 

"Said  to  bear  the  name  I "  repeated 
Caderousse,  becoming  excited  and  eager. 
"  Why,  he  was  so  called  as  truly  as  I  my- 
self bore  the  appellation  of  Gaspard  Cad- 
erousse :  but,  M.  I'Abbe,  tell  me,  I  pray, 
what  has  become  of  poor  Edmond.  Did 
you  know  him  ?  Is  he  alive  and  at  libert}'  ? 
Is  he  prosperous  and  happy  ?  " 

"  He  died  a  more   wretched,  hopeless, 
heart-broken  prisoner  than  the  felons  who 
pa 3^  the  penalty  of  their  crimes  at  the  gal-    ' 
leys  of  Toulon.'' 

A  deadly  paleness  succeeded  the  deep 
suffusion  which  had  before  spread  itself 
over  the  countenance  of  Caderousse,  who 
turned  awa3%  but  not  so  much  so  as  to 
prevent  the  priest's  observing  him  wiping 
away  the  tears  from  liis  eyes  with  the 
corner  of  the  red  handkerchief  twisted 
round  his  head. 

"  Poor  fellow  !  poor  fellow  !  "  murmured 
Caderousse.  "  Well,  there,  M.  I'Abbe,  is 
another  proof  that  good  people  are  never 
rewarded  on  this  eartli,  and  that  none  but 
the  wicked  prosper.  Ah,'*  continued  Cade- 
rousse, speaking  in  the  highly-colored 
language  of  the  South,  "the  world  grows 
wor.se  and  worse.  Wh}'  does  not  God,  if 
He  reall}'  hates  the  wicked,  as  He  is  said 
to  do,  send  down  brimstone  and  fire  and 
consume  them  altog-ether  ?  " 

"You  speak  as  though  you  had  loved 
this  young  Dantes,"  observed  the  abbe, 
without  taking  any  notice  of  his  compan- 
ion's vehemence. — "  And  so  I  did,"  replied 
Caderousse  ;  '•  though  once,  I  confess,  1 
envied  him  his  good  fortune.  But  I  swear 
to  you,  M.  I'Abbe,  I  swear  to  you,  by 
everything  a  man  holds  deai",  I  have,  since 
then,  de(>ply  and  sincerely  laTuented  Ins 
unhappy  fate."  There  was  a  bi-ief  silence, 
dui'ing  whicli  the  fixed,  searching-  eye  of 
the  abbe  was  employed  in  scrutinizing"  t  he 
agitated  features  of  the  aubergiste. 

"  You  knew  the  poor  lad,  then  ?  "  con- 
tinued CaderoUs.se. 

"  Nay,  I  was  merely  called  to  see  him 
when  on  his  dving  bed,  that  /  might  ad- 
ministei'  the  consolations  of  rehgion." 

"And  of  wliat  did  he  die?  "  asked  Cail- 
erousse  in  a  choking  voice. 
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"  01  what,  think  you,  do  young-  and 
strong-  men  die  in  prison,  when  they  have 
scarcely  numbered  their  thirtieth  j^ear, 
unless  it  be  of  the  horrors  of  that  prison 
which  has  spread  its  stony  walls  ag-ainst 
their  breathnig-  the  air  of  heaven,  or  par- 
ticipating- in  the  secret  affections  a  gra- 
cious Creatoi-  permitted  to  find  growth 
within  the  human  breast  ?  Edmond  Dan- 
tes  died  in  prison  of  sorrow  and  a  broken 
heart."  Caderousse  wiped  away  the  large 
beads  of  perspiration  that  gathered  on  his 
brow.  "But  the  strangest  part  of  the  sto- 
r}'  is,"  resumed  the  abbe,  "that  Dantes, 
even  in  his  dying  moments,  swore  by  his 
crucified  Redeemer  that  he  was  utterly 
ignorant  of  the  cause  of  his  imprison- 
ment." 

"And  so  he  was,"  murmured  Cade- 
rousse. •"  How  should  he  have  been  oth- 
erwise ?  Ah,  M.  I'Abbe,  the  poor  fellow 
told  j'ou  the  truth." 

"And  for  that  reason,  he  besought  me 
to  try  and  clear  up  a  m\'stery  he  had 
never  been  able  to  penetrate,  and  to  clear 
his  memory  should  any  foul  spot  or  stain 
have  fallen  on  it."  And  here  the  look'  of 
the  abbe,  becoming  more  and  more  fixed, 
seemed  to  rest  with  ill-concealed  satis- 
faction on  the  g-loomy  depression  which 
seemed  rapidly  spreading  over  the  coun- 
tenance of  Caderousse. 

"A  rich  Englishman,"  continued  the 
abbe,  "  who  had  been  his  companion  in 
misfortune,  but  had  been  released  from 
prison  during  the  second  restoration,  was 
possessed  of  a  diamond  of  immense  value  : 
t  his  precious  jewel  he  bestowed  on  Dantes 
upon  himself  quitting  the  prison,  as  a 
mark  of  his  gratitude  foi-  the  kindness 
and  brotherly  care  with  which  Dantes  had 
tnu'sed  him  in  a  severe  illness  he  under- 
went during  his  confinement.  Instead  of 
employing  this  diamond  in  attempting  to 
bribe  his  jailers,  who  might  onlj--  have 
taken  it  and  then  betrayed  him  to  the 
governor,  Dantes  carefully  preserved  it, 
that  in  the  event  of  his  getting  out  of 
prison  he  might  have  wherewithal  to  live, 
for  the  produce  of  such  a  diamond  woukl 
lave  quite  sufficed  to  make  his  fortune." 

"Then,  I  suppose,"  asked  Caderousse, 
Vith  eager,  glowing  looks,  "  that  it  was  a 


stone  of  immense  value?  " — "  Why,  every- 
thing is  relative,"  answered  the  abl)e. 
"  To  one  in  Edmond's  position  the  dia- 
mond certainly  was  of  great  value".  It 
was  estimated  at  50,000  francs." 

"  Ble.ss  me!"  exclaimed  Caderousse, 
"  what  a  sum  !  50,000  francs  !  Surely  the 
diamond  was  as  large  as  a  nut  to  be  worth 
all  that."— "No,"  replied  the  abbe,  "it 
was  not  of  such  a  size  as  that ;  but  you 
shall  judge  for  yourself,  I  have  it  with 
me." 

The  sharp  gaze  of  Caderousse  was  in- 
stantly directed  toward  the  priest's  gar- 
ments, as  though  hoping  to  discover  the 
talked-of  treasure.  Calmly  drawing  forth 
from  his  pocket  a  small  box  covered  with 
black  shagreen,  the  abbe  opened  it,  and 
displayed  to  the  delighted  eyes  of  Cade- 
rousse the  sparkling  jewel  it  contained, 
set  in  a  ring  of  admirable  workmanship. 
"And  that  diamond,"  cried  Caderousse, 
almost  breathless  with  eager  admiration, 
"3'ou  say,  is  worth  r)0,000  francs?" 

"It  is,  without  the  setting,  which  is 
also  valuable,"  replied  the  abbe,  as  he 
closed  the  box,  and  returned  it  to  his 
pocket,  while  its  brilliant  hues  seemed  still 
to  dance  before  the  eyes  of  the  fascinated 
aubergiste. 

"  But  how  comes  this  diamond  in  your 
possession,  M.  I'Abbe?  Did  Edmond 
make  3'ou  his  heir?" — "No,  merely  his 
testamentary  executor.  When  dying,  the 
unfortunate  youth  said  to  me.  '  I  once  pos- 
sessed four  dear  and  faithful  friends,  bo- 
sides  the  maiden  to  whom  I  was  betrothed: 
and  I  feel  convinced  the}'  have  all  un- 
feignedly  grieved  over  my  loss.  The  name 
of  one  of  the  four  friends  I  allude  to  is 
Caderousse.'"  The  aubergiste  shivered 
as  though  he  felt  the  dead  cold  hand  of 
the  betrayed  Edmond  grasping  his  own. 

"  'Another  of  the  number,"  "'  continued 
the  abbe,  without  seeming  to  notice  the 
emotion  of  Caderousse,  "' is  called  Dan- 
glars ;  and  tlie  third,  spite  of  being  my 
rival,  entertained  a  veiy  sincere  alfection 
for  me.'  "  A  fiendish  smile  played  over 
the  features  of  Cadeiousse.  who  was  about 
to  break  in  upon  the  abbe's  speech,  when 
the  latter,  waving  his  hand,  said  :  "Al- 
low me  to  finish  first,  and  then  if  you  have 
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any  observations  to  make,  you  can  do  so 
afterward.  'The  third  of  my  friends, 
althoug"h  my  rival,  was  much  attaclied  to 
me — -his  name  was  Fernand  :  that  of  ray 
betrothed  was — *  Stay,  stay,"  continued 
the  abbe,  "I  have  forgotten  wliat  he 
called  her.'" — *'  Mercedes,"  cried  Cade- 
rousse  eagerly. 

''True,"  said  the  abbe,  with  a  stifled 
sigh,  "Mercedes  it  was." 

"  Go  on,"  urged  Caderousse. — "  Bring 
me  a  carafe  of  waiter,"  said  the  abbe. 

Caderousse  quickly  performed  the  stran- 
ger's bidding :  and  after  pouring  some 
into  a  glass,  and  slowh'  swallowing  its 
contents,  the  abbe,  resuming  his  usual 
placidity  of  manner,  said,  as  he  placed  his 
empty  glass  on  the  table  : — "Where  did 
we  leave  off?  "     ' 

"  Oh,  that  the  betrothed  of  Edmond  was 
called  Mercedes." 

"To  be  sure.  'Well,  then,'  said  Dan- 
tes — for  3'ou  understand,  I  repeat  his 
words  just  as  he  uttered  them — '  you  will 
go  to  Marseilles.'  Do  you  understand  ?  " 
—"Perfectly." 

"  'For  the  purpose  of  selling  this  dia- 
mond ;  the  produce  of  which  30U  will 
divide  into  five  equal  parts,  and  give  an 
equal  portion  to  the  onh'  persons  wiio  have 
loved  me  upon  earth.'  " — "  But  why  into 
five  parts?"  asked  Caderousse;  "you 
only  mentioned  four  persons." 

"Because  the  fifth  is  dead,  as  I  hear. 
The  fifth  sharer  in  Edmond's  bequest  was 
his  own  father." — "  Too  true,  too  true  !  " 
ejaculated  Caderousse,  almost  suffocated 
by  the  contending  passions  which  assailed 
him,  "  the  poor  old  man  did  die." 

"I  learned  so  much  at  Marseilles,"  re- 
plied the  abbe,  making  a  strong  effort  to 
appear  indilferent ;  "  but  from  the  length 
of  time  that  has  elapsed  since  the  deatli  of 
the  elder  Dantes,  I  was  unable  to  obtain 
any  particulars  of  his  end.  You  possibly 
may  be  capable  of  furnishing  me  with  such 
minute  circumstances  as  may  serve  to 
substantiate  the  decease  of  the  elder  Dan- 
tes." 

"  I  do  not  know  who  (-ould  if  I  could 
not,"  said  C^atlerousse.  "  WI13'  I  lived 
almost  on  the  same  floor  with  the  poor 
old  man.     Ah,   yes  !  about  a  year  after 


the  disappearance  of  liis  son  the  old  man 
died." 

"  Of  what  did  he  die  ?  " 

"  Wh}-,  the  doctors  called  his  complaint 
an  internal  inflammation,  I  believe  ;  his 
acquaintances  sa^'  he  died  of  grief ;  but 
I,  who  saw  him  in  his  dying  moments,  I 
say  he  died  of — " 

"  Of  what  ?  "  asked  the  priest,  anxiously 
and  eagerlj'. 

"Why,  of  downright  starvation." — 
"  Starvation!"  exclaimed  the  abbe,  spring- 
ing from  his  seat.  "  Why,  the  vilest 
animals  are  not  suffered  to  die  by  such 
a  death  as  that.  The  very  dogs  that 
wander  houseless  and  homeless  in  the 
streets,  find  some  pitying  hand  to  cast 
them  a  mouthful  of  bread  ;  and  that  a 
man,  a  Christian,  should  be  allowed  to 
perish  of  hunger  in  the  midst  of  other 
men  equally  Christians  with  himself,  is 
too  horrible  for  belief.  Oh,  it  is  impos- 
sible— utterl}'  impossible?  '' 

"  What  I  have  said,  I  have  said,"  an- 
swered Caderousse. 

"  And  you  are  a  fool  for  having  said 
anything  about  it,"  said  a  voice  from  the 
top  of  the  stairs.  "  Why  should  you  med- 
dle with  what  does  not  concern  you  ?  " 

The  two  male  speakers  turned  round 
quickh',  and  perceived  the  sickly  counte- 
nance of  La  Carconte  leaning  over  the  rail 
of  the  staircase ;  attracted  by  the  sound 
of  voices,  she  had  feebly  dragged  herself 
down  the  stairs,  and,  seated  on  the  lower 
step,  she  had  listened  to  the  foregoing 
conversation.  "Mind  your  own  business, 
wife,"'  replied  Caderousse,  sharply.  "  This 
gentleman  asks  me  for  information,  which 
common  politeness  will  not  permit  me  to 
refuse." — "  Politeness  !  you  simpleton  !  " 
retorted  La  Carconte.  "What  have  ^-ou 
to  do  with  politeness,  I  should  like  to  know? 
Better  study  a  little  common  prudence. 
How  do  you  know  the  motives  that  per- 
son may  have  for  trying  to  e.xtraet.  all  he 
can  from  you  ?  " 

"I  pledge  you  my  sacred  worii,  inad- 
ame,"  said  the  abbe,  "  that  my  intentions 
ar^j  free  from  all  sorts  of  harm  or  injury 
to  you  or  yours;  and  that  your  husband 
can  incur  no  risk,  provided  he  answers  me 
candidly." — "  Ah.  that's  all  very  fine," 
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retorted  the  woman.  "  Nothing  is  easier 
than  to  begin  with  fair  promises  and  as- 
surances of  nothing  to  fear ;  but  when 
poor,  silly  folks,  like  my  husband  there, 
have  been  persuaded  to  tell  all  they  know, 
the  promises  and  assurances  of  safety 
are  quickl}^  forgotten  ;  and  at  some  mo- 
ment when  nobod}'-  is  expecting  it,  behold 
trouble  and  misery-,  and  all  sorts  of  per- 
secutions, are  heaped  on  the  unfortunate 
wretches,  who  cannot  even 'see  whence  all 
their  afflictions  come." 

'' Na.y,  nay,  my  good  woman,  make 
yourself  perfectly  easy,  I  beg  of  3^ou. 
Whatever  evils  may  befall  3'ou,  they  will 
not  be  occasioned  by  my  instrumentality, 
that  I  solemnl\^  promise  you." 

Some  inarticulate  sounds  escaped  La 
Carconte,  then  letting  her  head,  which  she 
had  raised  during  the  excitement  of  con- 
versation, again  droop  on  to  her  lap,  she 
commenced  her  usual  aguish  trembling, 
the  result  of  her  feverish  attack,  leaving 
the  two  speakers  to  resume  the  conversa- 
tion, but  still  remaining  herself  so  placed 
as  to  be  able  to  hear  every  word  thej' 
uttered.  Again  the  abbe  had  been  obliged 
to  swallow  a  draught  of  water  to  calm 
the  emotions  that  threatened  to  overpower 
him.  When  he  had  sufficiently  recovered 
himself,  he  said  :  "It  appears,  then,  that 
the  miserable  old  man  you  were  telling 
me  of  was  forsaken  by  every  one.  Surely, 
had  not  such  been  the  case,  he  would  not 
have  perished  by  so  dreadful  a  death  as 
you  described." 

"Wliy,  he  was  not  altogether  forsaken," 
continued  Caderousse  ;  ''  for  Mercedes  the 
Catalan  and  M.  Morrel  were  very  kind  to 
him  ;  but  somehow  the  poor  old  man  had 
contracted  a  profound  hatred  of  Fei-nand 
—the  very  person,"  added  Caderousse, 
with  a  bitter  smile,  "  that  you  named 
just  now  as  being  one  of  Dantes  faithful 
and  attached  friends." 

"  And  was  he  not  so  ?  "'  asked  the  abbe. 

"Gaspard  !  Gaspard  !  "  nuirmured  the 
voman,  from  her  sea  ton  the  stairs,  "  inind 
what  you  are  saying  !" — Caderousse  made 
no  reply  to  these  words,  though  evidently 
irritated  and  annoyed  by  the  interruption, 
but.  addressing  the  abbe,  saiil  :  '-(^an  a 
man  be  faithful  to  anothor  whose  wife  he 


covets  and  desires  for  himself?  But  Dantes 
was  so  honorable  and  true  in  his  own 
nature,  that  he  believed  ever3'body's  pro- 
fessions of  friendship.  Poor  Edmond  I  he 
was  cruelly  deceived;  but  it  was  a  happj' 
thing  he  never  knew  it,  or  he  might  have 
found  it  more  diflBcult,  when  on  his  death- 
bed, to  pardon  his  enemies.  And,  what- 
ever people  ma}'  say,"  continued  Cade- 
rousse, in  his  native  language,  which  was 
not  altogether  devoid  of  rude  poetrj',  ''I 
cannot  help  being  more  frightened  at  the 
idea  of  the  malediction  of  the  dead  than 
the    hatred    of    the    living." 

"  Weak-minded  coward  !  "  exclaimed 
La  Carconte. 

"  Do  you,  then,  know  in  what  manner 
Fernand  injured  Dantes  ?"  inquired  the 
abbe  of  Caderousse. 

''  Do  I  ?  No  one  better."— •'■  Speak  out 
then  ;  saj'  what  it  was  !  " 

"Gaspard!"  cried  La  Carcoifte,  "I 
cannot  force  you  to  do  otherv.ise  than  as 
you  please,  but  if  you  are  guided  by  me 
you  will  have  nothing  to  saj'-  on  this  sub- 
ject."—"  Well,  well,  wife,"  replied  Cade- 
rousse, "  I  do  not  know  but  what  you  are 
right !     I  shall  follow  your  advice." 

"  Then  you  are  determined  not  to  reveal 
the  circumstances  you  alluded  to?"  said  the 
abbe. —  "Why  what  good  would  it  do?  " 
asked  Caderousse.  "  If  the  poor  lad  were 
living,  and  came  to  me  to  beg  I  would 
candidly  tell  which  were  his  true  and 
which  his  false  friends,  why,  perhaps,  I 
should  not  hesitate.  But  3-ou  tell  me  he 
is  no  more,  and  therefore  can  have  nothing 
to  do  with  hatred  or  i-evenge  :  so  let  all 
such  feelings  be  buried  with  him." 

"You  prefer,  then,"  said  the  abbe, 
"  allowing  me  to  bestow  on  men  you  saj' 
are  false  and  treacherous  the  reward  in- 
tended for  faithful  friendship  ?  " 

"That  is  true  enough,"  returned  Cade- 
rousse. "'  You  say.  truly,  the  gift  of  poor 
Edmond  was  not  meant  for  such  traitors 
as  Fernand  and  Danglars  ;  besides,  what 
would  it  be  to  them  ?  no  more  than  a  dix)p 
of  water  in  tlie  ocean."  '*  And  remem- 
ber, husband."  chiuuil  in  La  Carconte, 
"that  to  breathe  one  syllable  against 
those  two  individuals  wouki  be  to  raise  up 
against  yourself  two  formidable  enemies, 
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who  at  a  word  could  level  you  with  the 
dust!  " 

'*  How  so  ?  "  mquired  the  abbe.  "  Are 
these  persons,  then,  so  rich  and  power- 
ful?" 

"  Do  you  not  know  their  historj^  ?  " 

'•  I  do  not.  Praj'  relate  it  to  nie  !  " 
Caderousse  seemed  to  reflect  for  a  few 
instants,  then  said,  "No,  truly,  it  would 
take  up  too  much  time." 
.  ''  Well,  my  good  friend,"  returned  the 
abbe,  in  a  tone  that  indicated  utter  in- 
difference on  his  part,  '•  you  are  at  libertj' 
either  to  speak  or  be  silent,  just  as  you 
please  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  respect  your 
scruples  and  admire  your  sentiments ;  so 
let  the  matter  end.  I  shall  do  my  duty 
as  conscientiously  as  I  can,  and  fulfill  my 
promise  to  the  dying-  man.  My  first  busi- 
ness will  be  to  dispose  of  this  diamond." 
So  saying-,  the  abbe  ag-ain  drew  the  small 
box  from  his  pocket,  opened  it,  and  con- 
trived to  hold  it  in  such  a  lig-ht  that  a 
brig-ht  flash  of  brilliant  hues  passed  before 
the  dazzled  gaze  of  Caderousse. 

"  Wife,  wife ! "  cried  he,  in  a  voice 
almost  hoarse  with  eager  emotion,  ''  come 
hither  and  behold  this  rich  diamond  !  " 

"  Diamond  !  "  exclaimed  La  Carconte, 
rising  and  descending  to  the  chamber 
with  a  tolerably  firm  step;  "what  dia- 
mond are  you  talking  about  ?  " 

"  Why,  did  you  not  hear  all  we  said  ?  " 
inquired  Caderousse.  "  It  is  a  beautiful 
diamond  left  by  poor  Edmond  Dantes,  to 
be  sold,  and  the  money  divided  among 
his  father,  Mercedes,  his  betrothed  bride, 
Fernand,  Danglars,  and  myself.  The  jewel 
is  worth  at  least  50,000  francs." 

"  Oh,  what  a  splendid  diamond  !  "  cried 
the  astonished  woman. 

'*  The  fifth  part  of  the  produce  of  this 
stone  belongs  to  us,  then,  does  it  not?  " 
asked  Caderousse,  still  devouring  the 
glittering  gem  with  his  eyes. 

"  It  docs,"  rephed  the  abbe  ;  "  with  the 
addition  of  an  equal  division  of  that  part 
intended  for  the  older  Dantes,  which  I 
conceive  myself  at  liberty  1o  share  equally 
with  the  four  surviving  persons." 

"And  wherefore  among  us  four?"  in- 
quired Caderousse. 

"  As  being  the  friends  Edmond  csleemed 


most  faithful  and  devoted  to  him." — "1 
don't  call  those  friends  who  betray  and 
ruin  you,"  murmured  the  wife,  in  her  turn, 
in  a  low,  muttering  voice. 

"Of  course  not  ! "  rejoined  Caderousse, 
quickly;  "no  more  do  I;  and  that  was 
what  I  was  observing  to  this  gentleman 
just  now.  I  said  I  looked  upon  it  as  a 
sacrilegious  profanation  to  reward  treach- 
ery-, perhaps  crime." 

"Remember,"  answered  the  abbe, 
calmly,  as  he  replaced  the  jewel  and  its 
casein  the  pocket  of  his  cassock,  "it  is 
3-our  fault,  not  mine,  that  I  do  so.  You 
will  have  the  goodness  to  furnish  me  with 
the  address  of  both  Fernand  and  Dan- 
glars, in  order  that  I  may  execute  Ed- 
mond's  last  Avishes."  The  agitation  of 
Caderousse  became  extreme*,  and  large 
drops  of  perspiration  rolled  from  his  heated 
brows.  As  he  saw  the  abbe  rise  from  his 
seat  and  go  toward  the  door,  as  though 
to  ascertain  if  his  horse  were  sufiicientl^' 
refreshed  to  continue  his  journey,  Cade- 
rousse and  his  wife  exchanged  looks  of 
deep  meaning  with  each  other. 

"  There  you  sec,  wife,"  said  the  former, 
•'  this  splendid  diamond  might  all  be  ours, 
if  we  chose  !  " — "  Do  \ou  believe  it?  " 

"  \Vl)y,  surely  a  man  of  his  holy  pro- 
fession would  not  deceive  us  !  " 

"Well,"  replied  La  Carconte,  "do  as 
3'ou  like.  For  my  part,  1  wash  my  hands 
of  the  alfair."  So  saying,  she  once  more 
climbed  the  staii'case  leading  to  her 
chamber,  her  frame  shuddering  with 
aguish  chills,  and  her  teeth  ratting  in 
her  head,  spite  of  the  intense  heat  of  the 
weather.  Arrived  at  the  top  stair,  she 
turned  round  and  called  out,  in  a  warning 
tone,  to  her  husband,  "  Gaspard,  consider 
well  what,  you  are  about  to  do!" — "I 
have  both  reflected  and  decided,"  an- 
swered he.  La  Carconte  then  entered 
her  chambei',  the  flooring  of  which  creaked 
beneath  her  lieavy,  uncertain  tread,  as 
she  proceeded  toward  her  armchair,  into 
which  slie  fell  as  though  exhausted. 

"  Well,"  asked  the  abbe  as  he  n'turned 
to  the  apartment  below,  "what  have  you 
made  up  your  mind  to  do  ?  " 

"To  tell  you  all  I  know,"  was  tht>  reply. 

"  1  certainly  think  you  act  wisely  in  so 
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doing-,"  said  the  priest.  "Not  because  I 
have  the  least  desire  to  learn  anything-  you 
may  desire  to  conceal  from  me,  but  simply 
that  if,  throug-li  your  assistance,  I  could 
distribute  the  leg-acy  according  to  the 
wishes  of  the  testator,  why,  so  much  the 
better,  "that  is  all." — "1  trust,  indeed, 
such  will  be  the  case,  and  that  poor 
Edmond's  dying  bequest  will  be  given  only 
to  such  as  you  shall  be  convinced  are  his 
faithful  and  attached  friends,"  replied 
Caderousse,  his  eyes  sparkling  and  his 
face  flushed  with  the  hope  of  obtaining-  all 
himself. 

"Now,  then,  begin,  if  you  please,"  said 
the  abbe — "  I  am  all  attention." — '•  Stop 
a  minute,"  answered  Caderousse;  *' we 
might  be  interrupted  in  the  most  interest- 
ing part  of  my  recital,  which  would  be  a 
pit.y  ;  and  it  is  as  well  that  your  visit 
hither  should  be  made"  known  only  to 
ourselves."  With  these  words  he  went 
stealthily  to  the  door,  which  he  closed, 
and,  by  way  of  still  greater  precaution, 
bolted  and  barred  it,  as  he  was  accustomed 
to  do  at  night.  During-  this  time  the  abbe 
had  chosen  his  place  for  listening-  to  the 
painful  recital  he  expected  Caderousse's 
would  prove.  He  removed  his  seat  into  a 
corner  of  the  room,  where  he  himself  would 
be  in  deep  shadow,  while  the  light  would 
be  fully  thrown  on  the  narrator ;  then, 
with  head  bent  down  and  hands  clasped, 
or  rather  clenched  together,  he  prepared 
to  give  his  whole  attention  to  Caderousse, 
who  seated  himself  on  the  little  stool, 
exactly  opposite  to  him. 

"  Remember,  I  did  not  urge  you  to  this," 
said  the  trembling  voice  of  La  Carconte, 
as  though  through  the  flooring  of  her 
chamber  she  viewed  the  scene  that  was 
enacting  below. 

"Enough,  enough!"  replied  Cade- 
rousse ;  *'  say  no  more  about  it ;  I  will 
take  all  the  consequences  upon  myself." 
He  then  commenced  as  follows. 


CHAPTER    XXVII. 

THE    RECITAL. 

"First,"  said  Caderousse.    "sir,   you 
must  make  me  a  promise." 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  inquired  the  abbe. 
*' Whv,  if    vou    ever   make    use  of   the 


details  1  am  about  to  g-ive  you,  that  you 
will  never  let  any  one  know  that  it  was  I 
who  supplied  them  ;  for  the  persons  of 
whom  I  am  about  to  talk  are  rich  and 
powerful,  and  if  thej'  onlj^  laid  the  tips  of 
their  fingers  on  me,  I  should  break  to 
pieces  hke  glass." 

'•Make  yourself  eas}',  my  friend,"  re- 
plied the  abbe.  "I  am  a  priest,  and  con- 
fessions die  in  my  breast.  Recollect,  our 
onh'  desire  is  to  carry  out,  in  a  fitting; 
manner,  the  last  wishes  of  our  friend. 
Speak,  then,  without  reserve,  as  without 
hatred  ;  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth  ;  I 
do  not  know,  never  may  know,  the  persons 
of  whom  you  are  about  to  speak  ;  besides, 
I  am  an  Italian,  and  not  a  Frenchman, 
and  belong  to  God,  and  not  to  man  :  and 
I  retire  to  my  convent,  w'hich  I  have  only 
quitted  to  fulfill  the  last  wishes  of  a  dying 
man."  This  last  assurance  seemed  to 
give   Caderousse   courage. 

"  Well,  then,  under  these  circum- 
stances," said  Caderousse,  "I  will;  in- 
deed, I  ought  to  undeceive  you  as  to  the 
friendship  which  poor  Edmond  believed  so 
sincere  and  unquestionable."  —  "Begin 
with  his  father,  if  you  please,"  said  the 
abbe;  "Edmond  talked  to  me  a  great 
deal  about  the  old  man,  for  whom  lie  had 
the  deepest  love." 

"The  history  is  a  sad  one,  sir,"  said 
Caderousse,  shaking  his  head  ;  "  perhaps 
you  know  all  the  earlier  part  of  it?'*^ 
"Yes,"  answered  the  abbe;  "Edmond 
related  to  me  everything  until  the  moment 
when  he  was  arrested  in  a  small  cabaret 
close  to  Marseilles." 

"At  La  Reserve  !  oh,  yes  !  I  can  see  it 
all  before  me  this  moment." 

"  Was  it  not  his  betrothal  feast '  " 

"It  was;  and  the  feast  that  began  so 
gayly  had  a  ver^'  sorrowful  ending  :  a  com- 
missary of  police,  followed  by  four  soldiers, 
entered,  and  Dautes  was  arrested." 

"  Yes,  and  up  to  this  point  I  know  all," 
said  the  priest.  "  Dantes  himself  only 
knew  that  which  personally  concerned 
him.  for  he  never  beheld  again  the  five 
persons  I  have  named  to  you,  nor  heard 
mention  of  anyone  of  them." 

"  Well,  when  Dantes  was  arrested,  M. 
Morrel  hastened  to  obtain  the  particulars. 
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and  they  were  very  sad.  The  old  man 
returned  alone  to  his  home,  folded  up  his 
wedding"  suit  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  and 
paced  up  and  down  his  chamber  the  whole 
day,  and  would  not  g-o  to  bed  at  all,  for  I 
was  underneath  him  and  heard  him  walk- 
ing- the  whole  nig"ht ;  and  for  myself,  I 
assure  j^ou  I  could  not  sleep  eithei',  for  the 
g-rief  of  the  poor  father  g-ave  me  great 
uneasiness,  and  every  step  he  took  went 
t%  my  heart  as  reallj^  as  if  his  foot,  had 
pressed  ag:ainst  my  breast.  The  nextda^^ 
Mercedes  came  to  implore  the  protection 
of  M.  de  Villefort ;  she  did  not  obtain  it, 
however,  and  went  to  visit  the  old  man ; 
when  she  saw  him  so  miserable  and  heart- 
broken, having-  passed  a  sleepless  night, 
and  not  touched  food  since  the  previous 
day,  she  wished  him  to  g-o  with  her  that 
she  mig-ht  take  care  of  him ;  but  the  old 
man  would  not  consent.  'No,'  was  the 
old  man's  reply,  '  I  will  not  leave  this 
house,  for  my  poor  dear  boy  loves  me  bet- 
ter than  anything-  in  the  world  ;  and  if  he 
gets  out  of  prison  he  Avill  come  and  see 
me  the  first  thing,  and  what  would  he 
think  if  I  did  not  wait  here  for  him  ?  '  I 
heard  all  this  from  the  window,  for  I  Avas 
anxious  that  Mercedes  should  persuade 
the  old  man  to  accompany  her,  for  his 
footsteps  over  my  head  nig-ht  and  day  did 
not  leave  me  a  moment's  repose." 

'•'  But  did  you  not  g"o  upstairs  and  trj' 
to  console  tlie  poor  old  man  ?  "  asked  the 
abbe?  —  "Ah,  .sir,"  replied  Caderousse, 
"  we  cannot  console  those  who  will  not  be 
consoled,  and  he  was  one  of  these;  be- 
sides, I  know  not  why,  but  he  seemed  to 
dislike  seeing-  me.  One  night,  however,  I 
heard  his  sobs,  and  I  could  not  i-esist  m^' 
desii'e  to  g-o  up  to  him,  but  when  I  reached 
his  door  he  was  no  long-er  weeping-  but 
praying:  I  cannot  now  repeat  to  you,  sir, 
all  the  eloquent  words  and  imploring  lan- 
guage he  made  use  of ;  it  was  more  than 
piety,  it  was  more  than  grief :  and  I,  who 
am  no  canter,  and  hate  the  Jt^suits,  said 
then  to  myself,  '  It  is  really  well,  and  I 
am  ver3'  glad  that  I  l)ave  not  any  chil- 
dren ;  for  if  I  wen*  a  father  and  felt  sucli 
excessive  grief  as  the  old  man  does,  and 
did  not  find  in  my  memory  or  lieart  all 
he  is  now  saving.  I  should   throw  mvsolf 


into  the  sea  at  once,  for  I  could  not  bear 
it.'" 

'•'  Poor  father  !  "  murnmrt'd  the  priest. 

•'From  day  to  day  he  lived  on  alone, 
and  more  and  more  solitary.  ]M.  Morrel 
and  Mercedes  came  to  see  him,  but  his 
door  was  closed  ;  and,  although  I  was  cer- 
tain he  was  at  home,  he  would  not  make 
any  answer.  One  day,  when,  contrarj-  to 
his  custom,  he  had  admitted  ]\[ercedes, 
and  the  poor  girl,  in  spite  of  her  own  grief 
and  despair,  endeavored  to  console  him, 
he  said  to  hei- — '  Be  assured,  my  dear 
daughter,  he  is  dead  :  and  instead  of  ex- 
pecting him,  it  is  he  who  is  awaiting  us : 
I  am  quite  happy,  for  I  am  the  oldest,  and 
of  course  shall  see  him  firsl.'  However 
well  disposed  a  person  may  be,  why  3-011 
see  we  leave  off  after  a  time  seeing  per- 
sons who  are  in  sorrow,  they  make  one 
melancholy,  and  so  at  last  old  Dantes  was 
left  all  to  himself,  and  I  only  saw  from 
time  to  time  strangers  go  up  to  him  and 
come  down  again  with  some  bundle  they 
tried  to  hide ;  but  I  guessed  what  these 
bundles  were,  and  he  sold  by  degrees  what 
he  had  to  pay  for  his  subsistence.  At 
length,  the  poor  old  fellow  reached  the 
end  of  all  he  had  ;  he  owed  three-quarters' 
rent,  and  they  threatened  to  turn  him  out : 
he  begged  for  another  week,  which  was 
granted  to  him.  I  know  this,  because  the 
landlord  came  into  my  apartment  when 
he  left  his.  For  the  three  first  days  I 
heard  him  walking  about  as  usual,  but  on 
the  fourth  I  heard  him  no  longer.  I  then 
resolved  to  go  up  to  him  at  all  risks.  The 
door  was  closed,  but  I  looked  through  th«» 
ke^'hole,  and  saw  him  so  pale  and  hag- 
gard, that,  believing  him  yovy  ill.  I  went 
and  told  M.  Morrel,  and  then  ran  on  to 
^lercedes.  They  both  came  immediateh', 
M.  Morrel  bringing  a  doctor,  and  the  doc- 
tor said  it  was  an  affection  of  the  stomach 
and  ordered  him  a  limited  diet.  I  was 
lliere  too,  and  I  never  shall  forget  the  old 
man's  smile  at  this  prescription.  From 
that  tiuKi  he  opened  his  door  ;  he  had  an 
excuse  for  not  eating  an.y  more,  as  the 
doctor  had  jiut  him  on  a  diet."  The  abb§ 
uttercMl  a  kind  of  groan.  "The  stoi-y  in- 
terests ,vou,  does  it  not,  sir?"  inquired 
Caderousse. 
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"Yes,"  replied  the  •abbe,  "it  is  ver^^ 
a(recting-." 

"  Mercedes  came  again,  and  she  found 
him  so  altered  that  she  was  even  more 
anxious  than  before  to  have  him  taken  to 
lier  own  abode.  This  was  M.  Morrel's 
wish  also,  who  would  fain  have  conveyed 
the  old  man  against  his  consent ;  but  the 
old  man  resisted,  and  cried  so  that  they 
were  actually  frightened.  Mercedes  re- 
mained, therefore,  by  his  bedside,  and  M. 
Morrel  went  away,  making  a  sign  to  the 
Catalane  that  he  had  left  his  purse  on  the 
chimney-piece.  But  availing  himself  of 
the  doctor's  order,  the  old  man  would  not 
take  any  sustenance  ;  at  length  (after  nine 
days'  despair  and  fasting),  the  old  man 
died,  cursing,  those  who  had  caused  his 
misery,  and  saying  to  Mercedes — '  If  you 
ever  see  mj'  Edmond  again,  tell  him  I  die 
blessing  him.'  "  The  abbe  rose  from  his 
chair,  made  two  turns  round  the  chamber, 
and  pressed  his  trembling  hand  against 
his  parched  throat.  "  And  you  believe  he 
died—" 

"Of  hunger,  sir,  of  hunger,"  said 
Caderousse.  "  1  am  as  certain  of  it  as 
that  we  two  are  Christians." 

The  abbe,  with  a  shaking  hand,  seized 
a  glass  of  water  that  was  standing  by  him 
half-full,  swallowed  it  at  one  gulp,  and 
then  resumed  his  seat  wnth  red  eyes  and 
pale  cheeks.  ''This  was,  indeed,  a  horrid 
event,"  said  he,  in  a  hoarse  voice. 

"The  more  so,  sir,  as  it  was  men's  and 
not  God's  doing." — "Tell  me  of  those 
men,"  said  the  abbe,  '•'  and  remembej% 
too,"  he  added,  in  a  voice  that  was  nearlj'^ 
menacing  in  its  tone,  "  you  have  promised 
to  tell  me  everything.  Tell  me,  therefore, 
who  are  these  men  who  have  killed  the 
son  with  despair,  and  t.he  father  with 
famine  ?  " — "  Two  men  jealous  of  him,  sir  : 
one  from  love,  and  the  other  ambition — 
Fernand  and  Danglars." 

"Say,  how  was  this  jealousy  mani- 
fested ?"—"  They  denounced  Edmond  as 
a  Bonapartist  agent." 

"Which  of  the  two  diMiouiu-.-d  him? 
Which  was  the  real  dolimiuent  ?  " 

"  Both,  sir;  one  with  a  letter,  and  the 
other  put  it  in  the  post." 

"  And  where  was  this  letter  written  ?  " 


"  At  La  Reserve,  the  day  before  the  fas- 
ti val  of  the  betrothing." 

"  'Twas  so,  then — 'twas  so,  then,"  mur- 
mured the  abbe.  "  Oh,  Faria,  Faria  !  how 
well  did  3'ou  judge  men  and  things  I  " 

"What  did  3-ou  please  to  say,  sir?*' 
asked  Caderousse. — "Nothing,  nothing," 
replied  the  priest ;  "  go  on." 

"  It  was  Danglars  who  wrote  thedenun-, 
elation  with  his  left  hand,  that  his  writing 
might  not  be  recognized,  and  Fernand  who 
put  it  in  the  post." 

"  But,"  exclaimed  the  abbe,  suddenly, 
"you  were  there  yourself." 

"II'"  said  Caderousse,  astonished: 
"  who  told  you»I  was  there  ?  " 

The  abbe  saw  he  had  overshot  the  mark 
and  he  added  quickly — "  No  one  ;  but  in 
order  to  have  known  eveiything  so  well, 
you  must  have  been  an  eye-witness." 

"True,  true!"  said  Caderousse,  in  a 
choking  voice,  "  I  was  there." 

'•  And  did  \'ou  not  lemonstrate  against 
such  infamy  ?  "  asked  the  abbe  ;  "  if  not, 
you  were  an  accomplice." — "'  Sir,"  replied 
Caderousse,  "they  had  made  me  drink  to 
such  an  excess  that  I  nearly  lost  all  per- 
ception. I  had  only  an  indistinct  under- 
standing of  what  was  passing  around  me. 
I  said  all  that  a  man  in  such  a  state  could 
say  ;  but  the3'^  both  assured  me  that  it 
was  a  jest  they  were  carrying  on,  and 
perfect!}'  harmless." 

*•  Next  day — next,  day,  sir,  you  nuist 
liave  seen  plain  enough  what  the}'  had  been 
doing,  yet  you  said  notliing,  though  you 
were  present  when  Dantes  was  arrested." 

"Yes,  sir,  I  was  there,  and  very  anxious 
to  speak!  but  Danglars  restrained  me. 
'If  he  should  reall}-  be  guilty,*  said  he. 
'  and  did  really  put  in  to  the  isle  of  Elba  : 
if  he  is  really  charged  with  a  letter  for  the 
Bonapartist  committee  at  Paris,  and  if 
the.v  find  this  letter  upon  hira.  those  wli-^ 
have  supported  him  will  pass  for  his  ai 
complices.'  I  confess  I  liad  my  fears,  in 
the  state  in  whioli  politics  then  were,  and 
I  held  my  tongue.  It  was  cowanilv.  I 
confess,  but  it  was  not  criminal.'" 

**  I  comprehend — you  allowed  mallct> 
to  take  their  course,  that  was  all." — 
"  Yes,*sir."  answered  Caderousse,  "  and 
m.v  remorse  preys  on  me  night  and  day. 
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I  often  ask  pardon  of  God,  I  swear  to  you, 
because  this  action,  the  only  one  with 
which  I  have  seriousl.y  to  reproach  myself 
in  all  my  life,  is  no  doubt  the  cause  of  my 
abject  condition.  I  am  expiating  a  mo- 
ment of  selfishness,  and  thus  it  is  I  always 
say  to  Carconte,  when  she  complains, 
'  Hold  3'our  tongue,  woman  ;  it  is  the  will 
of  God.'  "  And  Caderousse  bowed  his 
head  with  every  sign  of  real  repentance. 

''Well,  sir,"  said  the  abbe,  ''j'ou  have 
spoken  unreservedh' ;  and  thus  to  accuse 
yourself  is  to  deserve  pardon."  —  "Un- 
fortunately, Edmond  is  dead,  and  has  not 
pardoned  me." 

"  He  was  ignorant,"  said  the  abbe. 

"  But  he  knows  it  all  now,"  interrupted 
Caderousse ;  "  they  say  the  dead  know 
ever3'^thing." — ^There  was  a  brief  silence; 
the  abbe  rose  and  paced  up  and  down  pen- 
sively, and  then  resumed  his  seat.  "  You 
have  two  or  three  times  mentioned  a  M. 
Morrel,"  he  said;  "who  was  he?"  — 
"  The  owner  of  the  Pharaon  and  patron 
of  Dantes." 

"  And  what  part  did  he  play  in  this  sad 
dr-ama  ?  "  inquired  the  abbe, 

"The  part  of  an  honest  man,  full  of 
courage  and  real  regard.  Twenty  times 
he  interceded  for  Edmond.  When  the 
emperor  returned,  he  wrote,  implored, 
threatened,  and  so  energetically,  that  on 
the  second  restoration  he  was  persecuted 
as  a  Bonapartist,  Ten  times,  as  I  told 
you,  he  came  to  see  Dantes'  father,  and 
offered  to  receive  him  in  his  own  house  ; 
and  the  night  or  two  before  his  death,  as 
I  have  already  said,  he  left  his  purse  on 
the  mantelpiece,  with  wliich  they  paid  the 
old  man's  debts,  and  buried  him  decently  ; 
and  then  Edmond's  father  died,  as  he  had 
lived,  without  doing  harm  to  any  one,  I 
have  the  i)urse  still  by  me — a  large  one, 
made  of  red  silk," 

"  And,"  asked  the  abbe,  "  is  M,  Morrel 
still  alive  ?  '' — "  Yes,"  I'eplied  Caderousse, 

"In  this  case,"  replied  the  abbe,  "he 
should  be  rich,  happy."  Caderousse  smiled 
bitterly.   "  Yes,  happy  as  myself,"  said  he. 

"What!  M.  Morr<;l  unhappy!"  ex- 
claimed tlie  abbe, — "He  is  reduced  almost 
to  the  last  extremity— nay,  he  is  almost  at 
the  point  of  dishonor," — "  How  ?  " 


"Yes,"  continued  Caderousse,  "and  in 
this  way,  after  five-and-twenty  years  of 
laboV,  after  having  acquired  a  most  honor- 
able name  in  the  trade  of  Marseilles,  M. 
Morrel  is  utterly  ruined  :  he  has  lost  five 
ships  in  two  years,  has  suffered  by  the 
bankruptc}'  of  three  large  houses,  and  his 
only  hope  now  is  in  that  very  Pharaon 
which  poor  Dantes  commanded,  and  which 
is  expected  from  the  Indies  with  a  cargo 
of  cochineal  and  indigo.  If  this  ship  found- 
ers, like  the  others,  he  is  a  ruined  man," 

"  And  has  the  unfortunate  man  wife  or 
children  ?  "  inquired  the  abbe, 

"Yes,  he  has  a  wife,  who  in  all  this  be- 
haved like  an  angel ;  he  has  a  daughter, 
who  was  about  to  marry  the  man  she 
loved,  but  whose  family  now  will  not  allow 
him  to  wed  the  daughter  of  a  ruined  man  ; 
he  has,  besides,  a  son,  a  lieutenant  in  the 
arm^^ ;  and,  as  j-ou  may  suppose,  all  this, 
instead  of  soothing,  doubles  his  grief.  If 
he  were  alone  in  the  world  he  would  blow 
out  his  brains,  and  there  would  be  an 
end," — "Horrible  !"  ejaculated  the  priest, 

"  And  it  is  thus  Heaven  recompenses 
virtue,  sir,"  added  Caderousse.  "  You 
see,  I,  who  never  did  a  bad  action  but  that 
I  have  told  you  of — am  in  destitution,  after 
having  seen  my  poor  wife  die  of  a  fever,  un- 
able to  do  anj'thing  in  the  world  for  her ; 
I  shall  die  of  hunger,  as  old  Dantes  did, 
while  Fernand  and  Danglars  are  rolling 
in  wealth," 

"  How  is  that  ?  " — '*  Because  all  their 
malpractices  have  turned  to  luck,  while 
honest  men  have  been  reduced  to  misery." 

"  What  has  become  of  Danglars,  the  in- 
stigator, and  therefore  the  most  guilty  ?  " 

"  What  has  become  of  him  ?  Why,  he 
left  Marseilles,  and  was  taken,  on  the 
recommendation  of  M,  Morrel,  who  did 
not  know  his  crime,  as  cashier  into  a 
Spanish  bank.  During  the  war  with  Spain 
h«;  was  employed  in  the  commi.ssar'iat  of 
the  French  army,  and  made  a  fortune; 
then  with  that  money  he  speculated  in  the 
funds,  and  trebled  or  quadrupled  his  cap- 
ital ;  and,  having  fii'st  married  his  banker's 
daughter,  who  left  him  a  widower,  he  Ikis 
married  a  .second  time,  a  widow,  a  Mad- 
ame de  Nargonne,  daughter  of  M,  de 
Servieux,  the  king's  chamberlain,  who  is 
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in  high  favor  at  court.  He  is  a  million- 
aire and  they  have  made  him  a  count, 
and  now  he  is  Le  Comte  Dang-lars,  with 
a  hotel  in  the  Rue  de  Mont  Blanc,  with 
ten  horses  in  his  stables,  six  footmen  in 
his  ante-chamber,  and  I  know  not  how 
many  hundreds  of  thousands  in  his  strong- 
box,"—"Ah!"  said  the  abbe,  with  a 
peculiar  tone,  "he  is  happy." 

"  Happ3^  !  who  can  answer  for  that  ? 
Happiness  or  unhappiness  is  the  secret 
known  but  to  one's  self  and  the  walls — 
walls  have  ears  but  no  tongue ;  but  if  a 
large  fortune  produces  happiness,  Dan- 
glars  is  happy." 

"  And  Fernand  ?  "  —  "  Fernand  !  why, 
that  is  another  history." 

"But  how  could  a  poor  Catalan  fisher- 
boy,  without  education  or  resources,  make 
a  fortune  ?  I  confess  this  staggers  me. " — 
'*  And  it  has  staggered  ever3'bod3^  There 
must  have  been  in  his  life  some  strange 
secret  no  one  knows." 

"  But,  then,  by  what  visible  steps  has 
he  attained  this  high  fortune  or  high  posi-. 
tion  ?  " — "Both,  sir — he  has  both  fortune 
and  position — both." 

"  This  must  be  impossible  !  " 

"  It  would  seem  so  ;  but  listen,  and  yon 
will  understand.  Some  da3's  before  the 
return  of  the  emperor,  Fernand  was  drawn 
in  the  conscription.  The  Bourbons  left 
him  quietly  enough  tit  the  Catalans,  but 
Napoleon  returned,  an  extraordinary  mus- 
ter was  determined  on,  and  Fernand  was 
compelled  to  join.  I  went  too  ;  but  as  I 
was  older  than  Fernand,  and  had  just 
marrie(J  my  poor  wife,  I  was  only  sent  to 
the  coast.  Fernand  was  enrolled  in  the 
active  troop,  went  to  the  frontier  with  his 
regiment,  and  was  at  the  battle  of  Lignj'. 
The  night  after  that  battle  he  was  sentry 
at  the  door  of  a  genei'al  who  carried  on 
a  secret  correspondence  with  the  enemy. 
That  same  night  the  general  was  to  go 
over  to  the  English.  He  proposed  to  Fer- 
nand to  accompany  him,  Fernand  agreed 
to  do  so,  deserted  his  post,  and  followed 
the  general.  That  which  would  have 
brought  Fernand  to  a  court-martial  if 
Napoleon  remained  on  the  throne,  served 
for  liis  recommendation  to  the  Bourbons. 
Ho  returned  to  France  with  the  epaulette 


of  sub-lieutenant,  and  as  the  protection  of 
the  general,  who  is. in  the  highest  favor, 
was  accorded  to  him,  he  was  a  captain  in 
1823,  during  the  Spanish  war — that  is  to 
say,  at  the  time  when  Danglars  made  his 
early  speculations.  Fernand  was  a  Span- 
iard, and  being  sent  to  Spain  to  ascectain 
the  feeling  of  his  fellow-countrymen,  found 
Danglars  there,  became  on  very  intimate 
terms  with  him,  procured  his  genei'al  sup- 
port from  the  royalists  of  the  capital  and 
1  he  provinces,  received  promises  and  made 
pledges  on  his  own  part,  guided  his  regi- 
ment by  paths  known  to  himself  alone  in 
gorges  of  the  mountains  kept  by  the  roy- 
alists, and,  in  fact,  rendered  such  services 
in  this  brief  campaign  that,  after  the  tak- 
ing of  Trocadero,  he  was  made  colonel, 
and  received  the  title  of  count  and  the 
cross  of  an  officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor." 

"Destiny!  destiny!"  murmured  the  abbe. 

"  Yes,  but  listen  ;  this  was  not  all.  The 
war  with  Spain  being  ended,  Fernand 's 
career  was  checked  by  the  long  peace 
which  seemed  likely  to  endure  throughout 
Europe.  Greece  only  had  risen  against 
Turkey,  and  had  begun  her  war  of  inde- 
pendence ;  all  eyes  were  -turned  toward 
Athens — it  was  the  fashion  to  pity  and 
support  the  Greeks.  The  French  govern- 
ment, without  protecting  them  openly,  as 
you  know,  tolerated  partial  migrations. 
Fernand  sought  and  obtained  leave  to  go 
and  serve  in  Greece,  still  having  his  name 
kept  iu  the  ranks  of  the  army.  Some 
time  after,  it  was  stated  that  tlio  Comt-e 
de  Morcerf  (this  was  the  name  he  bore) 
had  entered  the  service  of  Ali  Paslia  with 
the  rank  of  instructor-general.  Ali  Pasha 
was  killed,  as  you  know  ;  but  before  ln' 
died  he  recompensed  the  services  of  Fer- 
nand by  leaving  him  a  considerable  sum. 
with  which  he  returned  to  France,  when 
his  rank  of  lieutenant-general  was  oon- 
firnu'd." 

"  So  that  now — ?  *'  inciuiivd  the  abbe. 

"  So  that  now,"  continued  Caderousse. 
*•  he  possesses  a  magnificent  hotel — No.  27. 
Rue  du  Helder,  Paris."  The  abbe  opened 
his  mouth,  remained  for  a  moment  like  a 
man  who  hesitates,  then,  makmg  an  efTort 
over  himself,  he  said,  "And  Mercedes — 
tiiey  tell  me  that  she  has  disappeared  ?  " 
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"Disappeared,"  said  Caderousse,  "'yes, 
as  the  sun  disappearss  to  rise  the  next  day 
with  still  more  splendor." 

"  Has  she  made  a  fortune  also  ?  "  in- 
quired the  abbe,  with  an  ironical  smile. 

'•  Mercedes  is  at  this  moment  one  of  the 
g-reatest  ladies  in  Paris,"  replied  Cade- 
rousse. 

••'  Go  on,"  said  the  abbe  ;  "it  seems  as 
if  I  were  hearing-  the  recital  of  a  dream. 
But  I  have  seen  things  so  extraordinary 
that  those  you  mention  to  me  seem  less 
astonishing." 

"Mercedes  was  at  first  in  the  deepest 
despair  at  the  blow  which  deprived  her  of 
Edinond.  I  have  told  you  of  her  attempts 
to  propitiate  M.  de  Yillefort,  her  devotion 
to  the  father  of  Dantes.  In  the  midst  of 
her  despair,  a  fresh  trouble  overtook  her. 
This  was  the  departure  of  Fernand — of 
Fernand,  whose  crime  she  did  not  know, 
and  whom  she  regarded  as  her  brother. 
Fernand  wont,  and  Mercedes  remained 
alone.  Three  months  passed  and  found 
her  all  tears — no  news  of  Edmond,  no 
news  of  Fernand,  nothing  before  her  but 
an  old  man  who  was  dj^ing  with  despair. 
One  evening,  after  having  been  seated,  as 
was  her  custom,  all  da}'^  at  the  angle  of 
two  roads  that  lead  to  Marseilles  from  the 
Catalans,  she  returned  to  her  home  more 
depressed  than  ever  :  neither  her  lover  nor 
her  friend  returned  by  either  of  these  roads, 
and  she  had  no  intelligence  of  one  or  the 
other.  Suddenly  she  heard  a  step  she 
knew,  turned  round  anxiously,  the  door 
opened,  and  Fernand,  dressed  in  the  uni- 
form of  a  sub-lieutenant,  stood  before  her. 
It  was  not  the  half  that  she  bewailed,  but 
it  was  a  portion  of  her  past  life  that  re- 
turned to  her.  Mercedes  seized  Fernand 's 
hands  with  a  transport  which  he  took  for 
love,  but  which  was  only  joy  at  being  no 
longer  alone  in  the  world,  and  seeing  at 
last  a  friend,  after  long  hours  of  solitajy 
sorrow.  And  then,  it  must  be  confessed, 
Fernand  had  never  been  hated— he  was 
only  not  precisely  loved.  Another  pos- 
sessed all  Mercedes'  lieart ;  that  other 
was  absent,  had  disappeared,  perliaps  >vas 
dead.  At  this  last  idea  IMercedes  burst 
into  a  flood  of  teats,  and  wrung  her  hands 
in  agony  ;  but  this  idea,  which  she  liad  al- 


ways repelled  before  when  it  was  sug- 
gested to  her  by  another,  came  now  in 
full  force  upon  her  mind;  and  then,  too, 
old  Dantes  incessantly'-  said  to  her,  '  Our 
Edmond  is  dead  ;  if  he  were  not,  he  would 
return  to  us.'  The  old  man  died,  as  I  have 
told  you;  had  he  lived,  Mercedes,  per- 
chance, had  not  become  the  wife  of  an- 
other, for  he  would  have  been  there  to 
reproach  her  infldelit}'.  Fernand  saw 
this,  and  when  he  learned  the  old  man's 
death  he  returned.  He  was  now  a  lieu- 
tenant. At  his  first  coming  he  had  not 
said  a  word  of  love  to  Mercedes ;  at  the 
second  he  reminded  her  that  he  loved  her. 
Mercedes  begged  for  six  months  more  to 
expect  and  bewail  Edmond." 

"So  that,"  said  the  abbe,  with  a  bitter 
smile,  "  that  makes  eighteen  months  in 
all.  What  more  could  the  most  devoted 
lover  desire?"  Then  he  murmured  the 
words  of  the  English  poet,  "  '  Frailty,  thy 
name  is  woman.'  " 

"  Six  months  afterward,"  continued 
Caderousse,  "  the  marriage  took  place 
in  the  church  of  Accoules." — "  The  very 
church  in  which  she  was  to  have  married 
Edmond,"  murmured  the  priest ;  "  there 
was  onlj'  a  change  of  bridegroom." 

"Well,  Mercedes  was  married,"  pro- 
ceeded Caderousse ;  "  but  although  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world  she  appeared  calm,  she 
neai'ly  fainted  as  she  passed  La  Reserve, 
where,  eighteen  months  before,  the  be- 
trothal had  been  celebrated  with  him 
whom  she  would  have  seen  she  still  loved 
had  she  looked  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart. 
Fernand,  more  happy,  but  not  more  at  his 
ease — for  I  saw  at  this  time  he  was  in  con- 
stant dread  of  Edmond 's  return — Fernand 
was  very  anxious  to  get  his  wife  away,  and 
to  depart  himself.  There  were  too  many 
dangers  and  recollections  associated  with 
the  Catalans,  and  eight  days  after  the 
wedding  tliey  left  Marseilles." 

"Did  you  ever  see  Mercedes  again?" 
inquired  the  priest. 

"Yes,  during  the  war  of  Spain,  at  Per- 
pignan,  where  Fernand  had  left  her ;  she- 
was  attending  to  the  education  of  her 
son."— Tlie  abbe  started.  "  Her  son  ?  " 
said  be.  —  "Yes,"  replied  Caderousse. 
"  little  Albert." — "  But,  then,  to  be  able 
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to  instruct  her  child,"  continued  the  <abbe, 
'•  she  must  have  received  an  education  her- 
self. I  understood  from  Edmond  that  she 
was  the  daughter  of  a  simple  fisherman, 
beautiful  but  uneducated." 

"Oh!"  replied  Caderousse,  "did  he 
know  so  little  of  bis  lovely  betrothed  ? 
Mercedes  might  have  been  a  queen,  sir,  if 
the  crown  were  to  be  placed  on  the  heads 
of  the  loveliest  and  most  intellig-ent.  Fer- 
nand's  fortune  already  became  greater, 
and  she  became  greater  with  his  growing 
fortune.  She  learned  drawing,  music — 
everything.  Besides,  I  believe,  between 
ourselves,  she  did  this  in  order  to  distract 
her  mind,  that  she  might  forget ;  and  she 
only  filled  her  head  thus  in  order  to  alle- 
viate the  weight  on  her  heart.  But  now 
everj'thing  must  be  told,"  continued  Cade- 
rousse :  "no  doubt  fortune  and  honors 
have  comforted  her ;  she  is  rich,  a  coun- 
tess, and  yet — "     Caderousse  paused. 

"And  yet  what  ?  "  asked  the  abbe. 

"Yet,  I  am  sure,  she  is  not  happy," 
said  Caderousse. 

"  What  makes  j^ou  believe  this  ?  " 

"  Why,  when  I  have  found  myself  ver\' 
wretched,  I  have  thought  my  old  friends 
would,  perhaps,  assist  me.  So  I  went  to 
Danglars,  who  would  not  even  receive  me. 
1  called  on  Fernand,  who  sent  me  a  hun- 
dred francs  by  his  valet-de-chambre." 

"  Then  j^ou  did  not  see  either  of  them  ?  " 

"  No  ;  but  Madame  de  Morcerf  saw  me." 

"How  was  that?  " — "As  I  went  away 
a  purse  fell  at  my  feet — it  contained  five- 
and-twenty  louis  ;  I  raised  my  head  quick- 
ly, and  saw  Mercedes,  who  shut  the  blind 
directly." 

"And  M.  de  Villefort  ?  "  asked  the 
abbe. — "  Oh,  he  never  was  a  friend  of 
mine,  I  did  not  know  him,  and  I  had 
nothing  to  ask  of  him." 

"  Do  you  not  know  what  became  of  him, 
and  the  share  he  had  in  Edmond's  misfort- 
unes ?  " — "No;  I  only  know  that  some 
time  after  having  arrested  him,  lie  mar- 
ried Mademoiselle  de  Saint- ]\[eran,  and 
soon  after  left  Marseilles  ;  no  doubt  but  he 
has  been  as  luclcy  as  the  rest ;  no  doubt 
ho  is  as  rich  as  Danglars,  as  high  in  sta- 
tion as  Fornand.  I  only,  as  you  sec,  have 
remained  poor,  wretched,  and  forgotten." 


"You  are  mistaken,  my  friend,"  re- 
plied the  abbe  :  "  God  maj'  seem  some- 
times to  forget  for  a  while,  while  His 
justice  reposes,  but  there  always  comes 
a  moment  when  He  remembers — and  be- 
hold !  a  proof."  As  he  spoke,  the  abbe 
took  the  diamond  from  his  pocket,  and 
giving  it  to  Caderousse,  said — "  Here,  my 
friend,  take  this  diamond,  it  is  yours." 

"What!  for  me  only?"  cried  Cade- 
rousse ;  "  ah  !  sir,  do  not  jest  with  me  !  " 

"  This  diamond  was  to  have  been  shared 
among  his  friends.  Edmond  had  one  friend 
onh',  and  thus  it  cannot  be  divided.  Take 
the  diamond,  then,  and  sell  it :  it  is  worth 
fifty  thousand  francs  ($10,000),  and  I  re- 
peat my  wish  that  this  sum  maj^  suffice 
to  release  you  from  your  wretchedness." 

"  Oh,  sir,"  said  Caderousse,  putting  out 
one  hand  timidly,  and  with  the  other  wip- 
ing away  the  perspiration  which  bedewed 
his  brow — "Oh,  sir,  do  not  make  a  jest  of 
the  happiness  or  despair  of  a  man." 

"I  know  what  happiness  and  what 
despair  are,  and  I  never  make  a  jest  of 
such  feelings.   Take  it;  but  in  exchange — " 

Caderousse,  who  touched  the  diamond, 
withdrew  liis  hand.  The  abbe  smiled.  "In 
exchange,"  he  continued,  "give  me  the 
red  silk  purse  that  M.  Morrel  left  on  old 
Dantes'  chimnej-piece,  and  which  you  tell 
me  is  still  in  your  hands."  Caderousse, 
more  and  more  astonished,  went  toward 
a  large  oaken  cupboard,  opened  it,  and 
gave  the  abbe  a  long  purse  of  faded  red 
silk,  round  which  were  two  copper  run- 
ners that  had  once  been  gilt.  The  abbe 
took  it,  and  in  return  gave  Caderousse  the 
diamond. 

"Oh!  you  are  a  man  of  God,  sir." 
cried  Caderousse  ;  "  for  no  one  knew  that 
Edmond  had  given  you  this  diamond,  and 
you  might  have  kept  it." — "  Which,"  said 
the  abbe  to  himself,  "  you  would  have 
done."  The  abbe  rose,  took  his  hat  and 
gloves.  "Well,"  he  said,  "all  you  have 
told  me  is  perfectly  true,  then,  and  I  may 
believe  it  in  every  particular." — "See. 
M.  I'Abbe,"  replied  Caderousse.  *•  in  this 
corner  is  a  crucifix  in  holy  wood — hei't?  on 
this  shelf  is  the  gospel  of  my  wife,  open 
this  book,  and  I  will  swear  upon  it  with 
mv  hand  on  the  crucifix.     T  will  swivu-  to 
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you  b}'  my  soul's  salvation,  my  faith  as  a 
Christian,  I  hav^e  told  everj^thing-  to  you 
as  il  occurred,  and  as  the  ang-el  of  men 
will  tell  it  to  the  ear  of  God  at  the  daj'-  of 
the  last  judgment  I  '"' 

"  'Tis  well,"  said  the  abbe,  convinced 
by  his  manner  and  tone  that  Caderousse 
spoke  the  truth.  "  'Tis  well,  and  may 
this  money  profit  you  I  Adieu  !  I  g"o  far 
from  men  wlio  thus  so  bitterly  injure  each 
other."  The  abbe  with  difficult3'  gotawa}'' 
from  the  enthusiastic  thanks  of  Cade- 
rousse, opened  the  door  liimself,  got  out 
and  mounted  his  horse,  once  more  saluted 
the  innkeeper,  who  kept  uttering-  his  loud 
farewells,  and  then  returned  by  tlie  road 
he  had  traveled  in  coming-.  When  Cade- 
rousse turned  round,  he  saw  behind  him 
La  Carconte,  paler  and  trembling  more 
than  ever.  ''  Is,  then,  all  that  I  have  heard 
really  true?"  she  inquired. — ''What! 
that  he  has  g-iven  the  diamond  to  us 
only  ?  "  inquired  Caderousse,  half  bewil- 
dered with  joy.  —  •'  Yes  I  "  —  "  Not.hing 
more  true  !  See  I  here  it  is."  The  wo- 
man g-azed  at  it  a  moment,  and  then  said, 
in  a  gloomy  voice,  ••  Suppose  it's  false  ?  " 

Caderousse  started  and  turned  pale. 
"False!"  he  muttered.  "False!  why 
should  that  man  g-ive  me  a  false  dia- 
mond ?  " — "To  possess  your  secret  with- 
out paying-  for  it,  you  blockl>ead  !  " 

Cadei'ousse  remained  for  a  moment 
aghast  under  the  weight  of  such  an  idea. 
'•  Oh  !  "  he  said,  taking  up  his  haty  which 
he  placed  on  the  red  handkerchief  tied 
round  hisliead,  ''we  will  soon  learn  that." 
—"  In  what  way  ?  "— '•  Why  it  is  the  fair 
of  Beaucaire,  there  are  always  jewelei'S 
from  Paris  there,  and  I  will  show  it  to 
them.  Take  care  of  the  house,  wife,  and  I 
shall  be  back  in  two  hours."  Caderousse 
left  the  house  in  haste,  and  ran  rapidly  in 
a  direction  contrary  to  that  which  the 
unknown  had  taken.  '•  Fifty  thousand 
francs  !  "  muttered  La  Carconte,  when 
left  alone  ;  "  it  is  a  large  sum  of  money, 
but  it  is  not  a  fortune." 


CHAPTER  XXVIIL 

THE    PRISON     KE(iISTEK. 

The  day  after  that  on  which  the  scene 
had    passed    on    the  road  between  Belle- 


garde  and  Beaucaire  we  have  just  re- 
lated, a  man  of  about  thirty  or  two-and- 
thirt^',  dressed  in  a  bright  blue  frock-coat, 
nankeen  trousers,  and  a  while  waistcoat, 
having  the  appearance  and  accent  of  an 
Englishman,  presented  himself  before  the 
mayor  of  Marseilles.  "Sir,"  said  he,  '*  I 
am  chief  clerk  of  the  house  of  Thomson 
&  French,  of  Rome.  We  are,  and  have 
been  these  ten  years,  connected  with  the 
house  of  Morrel  &  Son,  of  Marseilles. 
We  have  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
($20,000)  or  thereabouts  engaged  in  spec- 
ulation with  them,  and  we  are  a  little  un- 
easy at  reports  that  have  reached  us  that 
the  firm  is  on  the  eve  of  ruin.  I  have  come, 
therefore,  express  from  Rome,  to  ask  j'^ou 
for  information  as  to  this  house." 

••'  Sir,"  replied  the  mayor,  "  I  know  very 
well  that  during  the  last  four  or  five  years 
misfortune  seems  to  pursue  M.  Morrel. 
He  has  lost  four  or  five  vessels,  and  suf- 
fered by  three  or  four  bankruptcies ;  but 
it  is  not  for  me,  although  lama  creditor 
myself  to  the  amount  of  ten  thousand 
francs  ($2,000),  to  give  any  information  as 
to  the  state  of  his  finances.  Ask  of  me, 
as  ma^'or,  what  is  my  opinion  of  M.  Mor- 
rel, I  shall  say  he  is  a  man  honorable  to 
the  last  degree,  and  who  has  up  to  this 
time  fulfilled  every  engagement  with 
scrupulous  punctualit}'.  This  is  all  I  can 
say,  sir  :  if  3-ou  wish  to  learn  more,  address 
yourself  to  M.  de  Boville,  the  inspector  of 
prisons.  No.  15,  Rue  de  Nouailles ;  he  has, 
I  believe,  two  hundred  thousand  francs 
placed  in  the  hands  of  Moi-rel,  and  if  there 
be  any  grounds  for  apprehension,  as  this 
is  a  greater  amount  than  mine,  you  will 
most  probably  fin^d  him  better  informed 
than  myself." 

The  Englishman  seemed  to  appreciate 
this  extreme  delicacy,  made  his  bow,  and 
went  away,  walking  with  that  step  pecul- 
iai'  to  the  sons  of  Great  Britain,  toward 
the  street  mentioned.  M.  de  Boville  was 
in  his  private  room,  and  the  Englishman, 
on  perceiving  him,  made  a  gesture  of  sur- 
prise, which  seemed  to  indicate  that  it  was 
not  the  first  time  he  had  been  in  his  pres- 
ence. As  to  M.  de  Boville,  he  was  in  such 
a  state  of  despair  that  it  was  evident  all 
the  faculties  of  his  mind,  ab.sorbed  in  the 
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thought  which  occupied  him  at  the  mo- 
ment, did  not  allow  either  his  memory  or 
his  imagination  to  stray  to  the  past.  The 
Englishman,  with  the  coolness  of  his  na- 
tion, addressed  him  in  terms  nearly  similar 
to  those  with  which  he  had  accosted  the 
mayor  of  Marseilles. 

"Oh,  sir,"  exclaimed  M.  de  Boville, 
*'  your  feat's  are  unfortunateh'  but  too  well 
founded,  and  you  see  before  you  a  man  in 
despair.  I  had  two  hundred  thousand 
francs  placed  in  the  hands  of  Morrel  & 
Son ;  these  two  hundred  thousand  francs 
were  my  daughter's  dowr3^,  who  was  to 
be  married  in  a  fortnight,  and  these  two 
hundred  thousand  francs  were  payable, 
half  on  the  15th  of  this  month,  and  the 
other  half  on  the  15th  of  next  month.  I 
had  informed  M.  Morrel  of  my  desire  to 
have  these  payments  punctuall}^  and  he 
has  been  here  within  the  last  half- hour  to 
tell  me  that  if  his  ship,  the  Pharaon,  did 
not  come  into  port  on  the  15th,  he  would 
be  wholly  unable  to  make  this  payment." 

"But,"  said  the  Englishman,  ''this 
looks  ver}'  much  like  a  suspension  of  pay- 
ments !  " — ''  Say,  sir,  that  it  resembles  a 
bankruptcy  !  "  exclaimed  M.  de  Boville, 
despairingly. 

The  Englishman  appeared  to  reflect  a 
moment,  and  then  said — "  Thus,  then,  sir, 
this  credit  inspires  you  with  considerable 
apprehensions  ?  " — "To  say  truth,  I  con- 
sider it  lost." 

"Well,  then,  I  will  buv  it  of  you  !  "— 
"You?" 

"Yes,  I !  "— "  But  at  a  tremendous 
discount,  of  course  ?  " 

"No,  for  two  hundred  thousand  francs. 
Our  house,"  added  the  Englishman,  with 
a  laugh,  "  does  not  do  things  in  that 
way." 

"  And  you  will  pay — " 

"  Ready  money."  And  the  English- 
man drew  from  his  pocket  a  bundle  of 
bank-notes  which  might  have  been  twice 
the  sum  M.  de  Boville  feared  to  lose.  A 
ray  of  joy  passed  across  M,  de  Boville's 
countenance,  yet  he  made  an  elTort  over 
himself,  and  said — "  Sir,  I  ought  to  tell 
you  that,  in  all  probability,  you  will  not 
have  six  per  cent  of  this  sum."—"  Tliat's 
no  affair  of  mine,"  replied  the  English- 


man, "that  is  the  affair  of  the  house  of 
Thomson  &  French,  in  whose  name  I  act. 
They  have,  perhaps,  some  motive  to  serve 
in  hastening  the  ruin  of  a  rival  firm.  But 
all  I  know,  sir,  is,  that  I  am  ready  to  hand 
you  over  this  sum  in  exchange  for  j-^our 
assignment  of  the  debt.  I  only  ask  a 
brokerage." 

"Of  course,  that  is  perfectly  just," 
cried  M.  de  Boville.  "  The  commission  is 
usualh'  one  and  a  half  ;  will  you  have  two 
— three — five  per  cent,  or  even  more  ? 
Say  !  "—"Sir,"  replied  the  Englishman, 
laughing,  "I  am  like  my  house,  and  do 
not  do  such  things — no,  the  commission  I 
ask  is  quite  different." 

"  Name  it,  sir,  I  beg." 

"  You  are  the  inspector  of  prisons  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  so  these  fourteen  years." 

"  You  keep  the  registers  of  entries  and 
departures  ?  " — "  I  do." 

"  To  these  registers  there  are  added 
notes  relative  to  the  prisoners  ?  " 

"There  are  special  reports  on  every 
prisoner." — "Well,  sir,  I  was  educated 
at  Rome  hy  a  poor  devil  of  an  abbe, 
who  disappeared  suddenly*.  I  have  since 
learned  that  he  was  confined  in  the  Cha- 
teau d'lf,  and  I  should  like  to  learn  some 
particulars  of  his  death." 

"  What  was  his  name  ?  " — "  The  Abbe 
Faria." 

"Oh,  I  recollect  him  perfectly',"  cried 
M.  de  Boville  ;   "he  was  crazy." 

"So    the}'   said." 

"  Oh,  he  was,  decidedly." 

"  Ver}'^  possibly,  but  what  sort  of  mad- 
ness was  it  ?  " 

"  He  pretended  to  know  of  an  immense 
treasure,  and  offered  vast  sums  to  govern- 
ment if  thej'  would  liberate  him." 

"  Poor  devil !  and  he  is  dead  ?  *' 

"  Yes,  sir;  five  or  six  months  ago.  last 
February." 

"You  have  a  good  nu'inory.  sir.  to 
recollect  dates  so  well  I  "" 

"  I  recollect  this,  because  the  poor 
devil's  death  was  accompanied  by  a  sin- 
gular circumstance.' 

•'  May  I  ask  what  that  was  ?  "  said  the 
Englishman,  with  an  expression  of  curi- 
osity which  a  close  observer  would  have 
been    astonished    at    discovering    in    his 
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phleg-matic  countenance. — "  Oh  dear,  yes, 
sir ;  the  abbe's  dung-eon  was  forty  or  fifty 
feet  distant  from  that  of  an  old  ag-ent  of 
Bonaparte's — one  of  those  Avho  had  the 
most  contributed  to  the  return  of  the 
usurper  in  1815,  a  very  resolut  e  and  very 
dang-erous  man." 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  the  Eng-Ushman. 

''Yes,"  replied  M.  de  Boville  ;  ''I  my- 
self had  occasion  to  see  this  man  in  1816 
or  1817,  and  we  could  only  g-o  into  his 
dungeon  with  a  file  of  soldiers.  That 
man  made  a  deep  impression  on  me ;  I 
shall  never  forg-et  his  countenance !  " 
The  Englishman  smiled  imperceptibly. — 
"And  you  say,  sir,"  he  said,  "that  the 
two  dungeons — " 

"  Were  separated  b}'  a  distance  of  fifty 
feet ;  but  it  appears  that  this  Edmond 
Dantes— " 

"This  dang-erous  man's  name  was — " 

"  Edmond  Dantes.  It  appears,  sir, 
that  this  Edmond  Dantes  had  procured 
tools,  or  made  Lhem,  for  they  found  a 
passag-e  by  which  the  prisoners  commu- 
nicated." 

•'  This  passage  was  formed,  no  doubt, 
with  an  intention  of  escape  ?  " 

"  No  doubt ;  but  unfortunately  for  the 
prisoners,  the  Abbe  Faria  had  an  attack 
of  catalepsy,  and  died." 

"  That  must  have  cut  short  the  projects 
of  escape." 

"For  the  dead  man,  yes,"  .replied  M. 
de  Boville,  "  but  not  for  the  survivor  ;  on 
the  contrarj^  this  Dantes  saw  a  means  of 
accelerating  his  escape.  He,  no  doubt, 
thought  that  prisonei-s  who  died  in  the 
Chateau  d'lf  were  interred  in  a  burial- 
ground  as  usual,  and  he  conveyed  the 
dead  man  into  his  own  cell,  assumed  his 
place  in  the  sack  in  which  they  had  sewn 
up  the  defunct,  and  awaited  the  moment 
of  inlcrment."— "  It  was  a  bold  st.ep.  and 
one  that  indicated  some  courage,"  re- 
marked the  Englishman. 

"As  I  have  already  told  you,  sir,  he 
was  a  veiy  dajigerous  man  ;  and,  fortu- 
nately, by  his  own  act  disembarrassed  the 
government  of  the  fears  it  had  on  his  ac- 
count."-  "  How  was  that  ?  " 

"Howf  do  you    not   comprehend  i' " 
"No." 


"The  Chateau  d'lf  has  no  cemetery, 
and  the}'  simply  throw  the  dead  into  the 
sea,  after  having-  fastened  a  thirty-six 
pound  bullet  to  their  feet." 

"Well."  observed  the  Eng-lishman,  as  if 
hewxre  slow  of  comprehension. 

"Well,  they  fastened  a  thirty -six  pound 
bullet  to  his  feet,  and  threw  him  into  the 
sea." 

"  Really  !  "  exclaimed  the  Eng-lishman. 
"Yes,  sir,"  continued  the  inspector  of 
prisons.  "You  may  imag-ine  the  amaze- 
ment of  the  fugitive  when  he  found  him- 
self flung  headlong-  beneath  the  rocks  ! 
I  should  like  to  have  seen  his  face  at  that 
moment." 

"That  would  have  been  difficult."' — 
"No  matter,"  replied  De  Boville,  in  su- 
preme good-humor  at  the  certainty  of 
recovering-  his  two  hundred  thousand 
francs — "no  matter,  I  can  fanc^'  it." 
And  he  shouted  with  laughter. 

"  So  can  I,"  said  the  Eng-lishman,  and 
he  laughed  too;  but  he  laug-hed  as  the 
Eng-lish  do,  at  the  end  of  his  teeth.  "And 
so,"  continued  the  Englishman,  who  first 
g-ained  his  composure,  "  he  was  drowned?" 
"  Unquestionably." 

"So  that  the  g-overnor  got  rid  of  the 
fierce  and  crazy  -prisoner  at  the  same 
time  ?  " — "  Preciseh'." 

"  But  some  official  document  was  drawn 
up  as  to  this  affair,  I  suppose  ?  "  inquiied 
the  Englishman. 

"Yes,  yes,  the  mortuary  deposition. 
You  understand,  Dantes'  relations,  if  he 
had  any,  mig-ht  have  some  interest  in 
knowing  if  he  were  dead  or  alive." — "So 
that  now,  if  there  were  anything-  to  inherit 
from  him,  they  may  do  so  with  easy  con- 
science. He  is  dead,  and  no  mistaken 
about  it." 

"  Oh  yes  ;  and  they  may  liave  Ihe  fact 
attested  whenever  they  please." 

"So  be  it,"  said  the  Eng-lisliman. 
"  But,  to  return  to  these  reg-isters." 

"True,  tliis  story  has  diverted  our  at- 
tention from  them.     Excuse  me." 

"  Excuse  you  for  what  ?  for  the  story  ? 
By  no  means  :  it  really  seems  to  me  very 
cnrious." — "Yes,  indeed.  So,  sir,  you 
wish  to  see  all  relating-  to  the  poor  abbe, 
'who  reallv  was  g-entlencss  itself." 
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"Yes,  you  will  much  oblige  me." — 
"  Go  into  iny  study  here,  and  I  will  show 
it  to  you.'"'  And  they  both  entered  M. 
de  Boville's  study.  All  was  here  arrang-ed 
in  perfect  order ;  eacli  register  had  its 
number,  each  file  of  paper  its  place.  The 
inspector  begged  the  Englishman  to  seat 
himself  in  an  armchair,  and  placed  before 
him  the  register  and  documents  relative 
to  the  Chateau  d'lf,  giving  him  all  the 
time  he  desired  to  examine  it.,  while  De 
Boville  seated  himself  in  a  corner,  and  be- 
gan to  read  his  newspaper.  The  English- 
man easil}^  found  the  entries  relative  to 
the  Abbe  Faria ;  but  it  seemed  tiiat  the 
history  which  the  inspector  had  related 
interested  him  greatly',  for  after  having 
perused  the  first  documents  he  turned 
over  the  leaves  until  he  i-eached  the  depo- 
sition respecting  Edmond  Dantes.  There 
he  found  ever34,hing  arranged  in  due  oi'der 
— the  denunciation,  examination,  Morrel's 
petition,  M.  de  Villefort's  marginal  notes. 
He  folded  up  the  denunciation  quietly,  and 
put  it  as  quietly  in  his  pocket ;  read  the 
examination,  and  saw  that  the  name  of 
Noirtier  was  not  mentioned  in  it ;  perused, 
too,  the  application,  dated  10th  April, 
1815.  in  which  Morrel,  by  the  deput3^-pro- 
cureur's  advice,  exaggerated  with  the  best 
intentions  (for  Napoleon  Avas  then  on  the 
throne)  the  services  Dantes  had  rendered 
to  the  imperial  cause — services  which  Vil- 
lefort's certificates  rendered  indispensable. 
Then  he  saw  through  all.  This  i)etition 
to  Napoleon,  kept  back  by  Villefort,  had 
become,  under  the  second  restoration,  a 
terrible  weapon  against  him  in  the  hands 
of  the  procureur  du  roi.  He  was  no  longer 
astonished  when  he  searched  on  to  find  in 
the  register  this  note,  placed  in  a  bracket 
against  his  name  : 

An  inveterate  Bonapar- 
tist ;  took  an  active 
part  in  the  return 
from  the  isle  of  Elba. 
To  be  kept  in  complete 
I  solitary  conlinement . 
I  and  to  be  strictly 
i      watched  and  guarded 

Beneath  these  lines  was  wintlen,  in 
another  liand  :  "  See  note  above— nothing 
can  be  iloni>."  He  compared  the  writing 
in  the  braek(>t  with  the  writinir  <>f  the  cer- 
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tificate  placed  beneath  Morrel's  petition, 
and  discovered  that  the  note  in  the  bracket 
was  the  same  writing  as  the  certificate — 
that  is  to  sa3%  were  in  Villefort's  hand- 
writing. As  to  the  note  which  accom- 
panied this,  the  Englishman  understood 
that  it  might  have  been  added  b}'  some 
inspector,  who  had  taken  a  momentary 
interest  in  Dantes'  situation,  but  who  had. 
from  the  remarks  we  have  quoted,  found 
it  impossible  to  give  any  effect  to  the  in- 
terest he  experienced. 

As  we  have  said,  the  inspector,  from 
discretion,  and  that  he  might  not  disturb 
the  Abbe  Faria's  pupil  in  his  researches, 
had  seated  himself  in  a  corner,  and  was 
reading  "  Le  Drapeau  Blanc."  He  did 
not  see  the  Englishman  fold  up  and  place 
in  his  pocket  the  denunciation  written  by 
Da^^iars  under  the  arbor  of. La  Reserve, 
and  which  had  the  post-mark  of  Mar- 
seilles, 2d  March,  delivery  6  o'clock  p.  m. 
But  it  must  be  said  that  if  he  had  seen  it, 
he  attached  so  small  importance  to  this 
scrap  of  paper,  and  so  great  importance 
to  his  200,000  francs,  that  he  would  not 
have  opposed  what  the  Englishman  did. 
how  incorrect  soever  it  might  be. 

•'"  Tlianks  I  "  said  the  latter,  closing  the 
register  with  a  noise,  ''  I  have  all  I  want : 
now  it  is  for  me  to  perform  my  promise. 
Give  me  a  simple  assignment  of  A-our 
debt ;  acknowledge  therein  the  receipt  of 
the  cash,  and  I  will  hand  you  over  the 
money."  He  rose,  gave  his  seat  to  M.  de 
Boville,  who  took  it  without  ceremony, 
quicklydrew  out  the  required  assignment, 
while  the  Englishman  was  counting  out 
the  bank-notes  on  the  other  side  of  the 
desk. 


CHAPTER    XXIX. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  MOKREL  &  SOX. 

Any  one  who  had  quitted  Marseilles  a 
few  3-ears  previously,  well  acquainted  with 
the  interior  of  Morrel's  house,  and  had 
returned  at  this  date,  would  liave  found 
a  great  change.  Instead  of  that  air  of 
life,  of  comfort,  and  of  happiness  that 
exhales  from  a  flourishing  and  prospci'ous 
house — instead  of  the  merry  faces  seen  at 
the  windows,  of  the  busy  clerks  htirrying- 
to  and  fro  in  the  lonir  corridoi-s — instead 
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of  the  court  filled  with  bales  of  goods,  re- 
echoing the  cries  and  the  jokes  of  the  por- 
ters, he  would  have  at  once  perceived  an 
air  of  sadness  and  gloom.  In  the  deserted 
corridor  and  the  empty  office,  out  of  all 
the  numerous  clerks  that  used  to  fill  the 
office,  but  two  remained.  One  was  a 
young  man  of  three  or  four  and  twenty, 
who  was  in  love  with  M.  Morrel's  daugh- 
ter, and  had  remained  with  him,  spite  of 
the  efiforts  of  his  friends  to  induce  him  to 
withdraw  ;  the  other  was  an  old  one-eyed 
cashier,  named  Codes,  a  nickname  given 
liim  by  the  young  men  who  used  to  inhabit 
this  vast  bee-hive,  now  almost  deserted, 
and  which  had  so  completely  replaced  his 
real  name  that  he  would  not,  in  all  prob- 
ability, have  replied  to  any  one  who  ad- 
dressed him  by  it. 

Codes  remained  in  M.  Morrel's  ser\-|fce, 
and  a  most  singular  change  had   taken 
place  in  his  situation  ;  he  had  at  the  same 
time  risen  to  the  rank  of  cashier  and  sunk 
to  the  rank  of  a  servant.     He  was,  how- 
ever, the  same  Codes,  good,  patient,  de- 
voted,   but  inflexible   on    the   subject   of 
arithmetic,  the  only  point  on   which   he 
would  have  stood  firm  against  the  world, 
even  against  M.  Morrel,  and  strong  in  the 
multiplication-table,  which  he  had  at  his 
fingers'  ends,  no  matter  what  scheme  or 
what  trap  was  laid  to  catch  him.     In  the 
midst  of  the  distress  of  the  house.  Codes 
was  the  only  one  unmoved.     But  this  did 
not  arise  from  a  want  of  affection,  but, 
on  tiie  contrary,  from  a  firm  conviction. 
Like  the  rats  that  leave  by  degnees  the 
vessel  doomed  to  perish  at  sea,  so  that 
tiiese  egotistical  guests  have  completely 
abandoned  the  ship  at  the  moment  when 
the   vessel   weighs    anclior,   so   all   these 
numerous  clerks  had  by  degrees  deserted 
the  bureaux  and  warehouse.     Codes  had 
seen  them  go  without  thinking  of  inquir- 
ing the  cause  of  their  departure  :  every- 
thing was,  as  w«;  have  said,  a  question  of 
arithmetic  to  Codes,  and  during  twenty 
years  ho  had  alwa^'s  soon  all  payments 
made  with  such  exactitude  that  it  seemed 
as  impossible  to  him  that  the  house  should 
stop  payment  as  it  would  to  a  miller  that 
the  river  tliat  had  so  long  turned  his  mill 
should  cease  to  flow. 


Nothing  had  as  yet  occurred  to  shake 
Code's  belief  ;  the  last  month's  payment 
had  been  made  with  the  most  scrupulous 
exactitude  ;  Code's  had  detected  an  error 
of  fourteen  sous  to  the  prejudice  of  Mor- 
rel, and  the  same  evening  he  had  brought 
them  to  ^I.  Morrel,  who,  with  a  melan- 
cholj''  smile,  threw  them  into  an  almost 
empty  drawer,  saying : 

"Thanks,  Codes  ;  you  are  the  pearl  of 
cashiers. ' ' 

Codes  retired  perfectly  happy,  for  this 
eulogium  of  M.  Morrel,  himself  the  pearl 
of  the  honest  men  of  Marseilles,  flattered 
him  more  than  a  present  of  fifty  pounds. 
But  since  the  end  of  the  month,  M.  Mor- 
rel had  passed  many  an  anxious  hour.  In 
order  to  meet  the  end  of  the  month,  he 
had  collected  all  his  resources,  and,  fear- 
ing lest  the  report  of  his  distress  should 
get  bruited  abroad  at  Marseilles  when  he 
was  known  to  be  reduced  to  such  an  ex- 
tremity, he  went  to  the  fair  of  Beaucaire 
to  sell  his  wife's  and  daughter's  jewels, 
and  a  portion  of  his  plate.  By  this  means 
the  end  of  the  month  was  passed,  but  his 
resources  were  now  exhausted.  Credit, 
owing  to  the  reports  afloat,  was  no  longer 
to  be  had  ;  and  to  meet  the  $20,000  due  on 
the  15th  of  the  present  month  to  M.  de 
Boville,  and  the  $20,000  due  on  the  15th 
of  the  next  month,  M.  Morrel  had,  in  re- 
alit\',  no  hope  but  the  return  of  the  Pha- 
raon,  whose  departure  lie  had  learned 
from  a  vessel  which  had  weighed  anchor 
at  the  same  time,  and  which  had  already 
arrived  in  harbor.  But  this  vessel,  which, 
like  the  Pharaon,  came  from  Calcutta, 
had  arrived  a  fortnight,  while  no  intelli- 
gence had  been  received  of  the  Pharaon. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  wIumi,  the 
day  after  his  interview  with  M.  do  Boville, 
the  confidential  clerk  of  the  house  of 
Thomson  &  French,  of  Rome,  presented 
himself  at  M.  Morrel's.  Emmanuel  re- 
ceived him;  the  young  man  whom  every 
fresh  visage  alarmed,  for  each  fresh  visage 
announced  a  fresh  creditor,  who,  in  his 
alarm,  came  to  question  tlie  liead  of  the 
house.  The  3'oung  man,  wishing  to  spare 
his  employer  tiu^  pain  of  lliis  interview, 
questioned  the  new  comer  ;  but  t  he  stran- 
ger declared  he  had  nothing  to  say  to  M. 
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Emmanuel,  and  that  his  business  was  with 
M.  Morrcl  in  person.  Emmanuel  sig-hed, 
and  summoned  Codes.  Codes  appeai'ed, 
and  the  young-  man  bade  him  conduct  the 
strang-er  to  M.  Morrel's  apartment.  Codes 
went  first,  and  the  stranger  followed  him. 
On  tlie  staircase  they  met  a  beautiful  girl 
of  sixteen  or  seventeen,  who  looked  with 
anxiety  at  the  stranger. 

"  M.  Morrel  is  in  his  room,  is  he  not, 
Mademoiselle  Julie  ?  "  said  the  cashier. 

"Yes;  I  think  so,  at  least,"  said  the 
young  girl,  hesitatingly.  ''  Go  and  see. 
Codes,  and  if  my  father  is  there,  announce 
this  gentleman." 

''  It  will  be  useless  to  announce  me, 
mademoiselle,''  returned  the  Englishman. 
**M.  Morrel  does  not  know  my  name  ;  this 
worthy  gentleman  has  only  to  announce 
the  confidential  clerk  of  the  house  of 
Thomson  &  French,  of  Rome,  with  whom 
your  father  does  business." 

The  young  girl  turned  pale,  and  con- 
tinued to  descend,  while  the  strangfer  and 
Codes  continued  to  mount  the  staircase." 
She  entered  the  office  where  Emmanuel 
was,  while  Codes,  by  the  aid  of  a  i<ey  he 
possessed,  opened  a  door  in  the  corner  of 
a  landing-place  on  the  second  staircase, 
conducted  the  stranger  into  an  antecham- 
ber, opened  a  second  dooi",  which  he  closed 
behind  him,  and  after  having  left  the  clerk 
of  the  house  of  Thomson  &  French  alone, 
returned  and  signed  to  him  that  he  could 
enter.  The  Englishman  entered,  and  found 
Morrel  seated  at  a  table,  turning  over  the 
formidable  columns  of  his  ledger,  which 
contained  the  list  of  his  liabilities.  At  the 
sight  of  the  st  ranger,  M.  Morrel  closed  the 
ledger,  rose,  and  offered  a  seat  to  tlie 
stranger ;  and  when  he  had  seen  him 
seated,  resumed  his  own  chair.  Fourteen 
years  had  changed  the  worthy  merchant, 
wlio,  in  his  thirty-sixth  year  at  the  open- 
ing of  this  histoi\y,  was  now  in  his  fiftieth  : 
his  hair  had  turned  white,  time  and  sor- 
row had  plowed  deep  furrows  on  his  brow, 
and  Ills  look,  once  so  firm  and  penetrating, 
was  now  irresolute  and  wandering,  as  if 
he  feared  being  forced  to  fix  his  attention 
on  an  idea  or  a  man.  The  Englishman 
looked  at  him  with  an  air  of  curiosity, 
evidently  mingled  ^«ith  intiM'est.     "Mon- 


sieur," said  Morrel,  whose  uneasiness  was 
increased  by  this  examination,  "you  wish 
to  speak  to  me." 

"Yes,  monsieur;  you  are  aware  from 
whom  I  come  ?  " 

"  The  house  of  Thomson  &  French  ;  at 
least,  so  my  cashier  tells  me." 

"  He  has  told  3'ou  rightly.  The  house 
of  Thomson  &  French  had  300,000  or 
400,000  francs  (§60,000  to  $80,000)  to  pay 
this  month  in  France  ;  and,  knowing  your 
strict  punctuality',  have  collected  all  the 
bills  bearing  your  signature,  and  charged 
me  as  they  became  due  to  present  them, 
and  to  employ  the  mone}'  otherwise." 
Morrel  sighed  deeply  and  passed  his  hand 
over  his  forehead,  which  was  covered  with 
perspiration. 

"  So  then,  sir,"  said  Morrel,  "you  hold 
bills  of  mine  ?  " 

"Yes,  and  for  a  considerable  sum." 

"  What  is  the  amount?  "  asked  Morrel 
with  a  voice  he  strove  to  render  firm. 

"  Here  is,"  said  the  Englishman,  taking 
a  quantity  of  papers  from  his  pocket,  "  an 
assignment  of  200,000  francs  to  our  house 
by  M.  de  Boville,  the  inspector  of  prisons, 
to  whom  they  are  due.  You  acknowledge, 
of  course,  you  owe  this  sum  to  him  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  he  placed  the  money  in  m\'  hands 
at  four  and  a  half  per  cent  nearly-  five 
years  ago." — "  When  are  you  to  pay  ?  " 

"Half  the  15th  of  this  month,  half  the 
15th  of  next." 

"  Just  so  ;  and  now  here  are  32.500  francs 
payal)le  shortly  ;  they  are  all  signed  b}- 
you,  and  assigned  to  our  house  by  the 
holders." 

"  I  recogrnize  them,"  said  Morrel,  whose 
face  was  sutTused  as  he  thought  that,  for 
the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  would  be  un- 
able to  honor  liis  own  signature.  *'  Is  this 
all?*'— "No,  I  have  for  the  end  of  the 
month  these  bills  which  have  been  assigned 
to  us  by  the  house  of  Pascal,  and  the  house 
of  Wild  &■  Turner,  of  Marseilles,  amount- 
ing to  nearly  5.^.000  francs  (*11,0(H))  :  in 
all,  287,500  francs  ($57,500)."  It  is  im- 
possible to  describe  what  Morrel  sufTereti 
during  this  enumeration.  "  Two  Imndred 
and  eighty-seven  tliDiisanti  five  huiuin'd 
francs,"  repeated  he.—"  Yes,  sir,"  ivplied 
the  Ensrlishmaii.     **  I  will  not."coii(inn.Hi 
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he,  after  a  moment's  silence,  "  conceal 
from  3'ou,  that  while  your  probity  and  ex- 
actitude up  to  this  moment  are  universally' 
acknowledged,  j^et  the  report  is  current  in 
Marseilles  that  you  are  not  able  to  meet 
your  engag-ements."  At  this  almost 
brutal  speech  Morrel  turned  deathly  pale. 
"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  up  to  this  time — and  it 
is  now  more  than  four-and-twenty  3'ears 
since  I  received  the  direction  of  this  house 
from  my  father,  who  had  himself  conducted 
it  for  five-and-thirty  j^ears — never  lias 
anything-  bearing  the  signature  of  Mor- 
rel &  Son  been  dishonored." 

''  I  know  that,"  replied  the  Englishman. 
"  But  as  a  man  of  honor  should  answer 
another,  tell  me  fairly,  shall  you  pay  these 
with  the  same  punctuality?" — Morrel 
shuddered,  and  looked  at  the  man,  who 
spoke  with  more  assurance  than  he  had 
hitherto  shown.  "  To  questions  frankly 
put,"  said  he,  "  a  straightforward  answer 
should  be  given.  Yes,  I  shall  pay,  if,  as 
1  hope,  my  vessel  arrives  safely ;  for  its 
arrival  will  again  procure  me  the  credit 
which  the  numerous  accidents,  of  which  I 
have  been  the  victim,  have  deprived  me  ; 
but  if  the  Pharaon  should  be  lost,  and  tl\is 
last  resource  be  gone — "  The  poor  man's 
e3'es  filled  with  tears. — "  Well,"  said  the 
other,  "  if  this  last  resource  fail  you  ?  " — 
'•'  Well,"  returned  Morrel,  "it  is  a  cruel 
thing  to  be  forced  to  say,  but,  already 
used  to  misfortune,  I  must  habituate  my- 
self to  shame.  1  fear  I  shall  be  forced  to 
suspend  my  payments." 

"  Have  3'ou  no  friends  who  could  assist 
you  ?  "  Morrel  smiled  mournfully. — "  In 
business,  sir,"  said  he,"  one  has  no  friends, 
only  correspondents." — "  It  is  true,"  nuir- 
mured  the  Englishman  ;  "  then  you  have 
but  one  hope." 

''  But  one."— "The  last?  " 
"The  last."—"  So  that  if  this  fail—" 
"  I  am  ruined — completely  ruined  !  " 
"  As  I  came  here,  a  vessel  w:is  entering 
the   port." — "  I   know    it,,    sir  ;  a   young 
man,  who  still  adlieresto  my  fallen  fort- 
unes, passes  a  part  of  liis  time  in  a  belvi- 
dere  at   the   top  of   the    house,  in  hopes 
of  being  the  first  to  announce  good  news 
to  me  :  he  has  informed  me  of  the  entrance 
of  this  ship." 


"  And  it  is  not  yours  ?  " — "  No,  it  is  a 
vessel  of  Bordeaux,  La  Gironde  ;  it  comes 
from  India  also  ;  but  it  is  not  mine." 

"  Perhaps  it  has  spoken  the  Pharaon, 
and  brings  3'ou  some  tidings  of  it  ?  " 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  plainly  one  thing,  sir  ? 
I  dread  almost  as  much  to  receive  any 
tidings  of  m^^  vessel,  as  to  remain  in 
doubt.  Incertitude  is  still  hope."  Then 
in  a  low  voice  Morrel  added  :  "  This  delay 
is  not  natural.  The  Pharaon  left  Cal- 
cutta the  5th  of  February  ;  it  ought  to 
have  been  here  a  month  ago." — "What 
is  that  ?  "  said  the  Englishman.  "What 
is  the  meaning  of  this  noise  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  "  cried  Morrel,  turning  pale, 
"  what  is  this  ?  "  A  loud  noise  was  heard 
on  the  stairs,  of  people  moving  hastily-, 
and  half-stifled  sobs.  Morrel  rose  and 
advanced  to  the  door ;  but  his  strength 
failed  him,  and  he  sank  into  a  chair.  The 
two  men  remained  opposite  .one  another. 
Morrel  trembling  in  every  limb,  the 
stranger  gazing  at  him  with  an  air  of 
profound  pity.  The  noise  had  ceased  : 
but  it  seemed  that  Morrel  expected 
something — something  had  occasioned  the 
noise,  and  something  must  follow.  The 
stranger  fancied  he  heard  footsteps  on 
the  stairs ;  and  that  the  steps,  which 
were  those  of  several  persons,  stopped 
at  the  door.  A  key  was  inserted  in  the 
lock  of  the  first  door,  and  the  creaking 
of  hinges  was  audible. 

"There  are  only  two  persons  who  have 
the  key  of  the  door,"  murmured  Morrel, 
"Codes  and  Julie."  At  this  instant  the 
second  door  opened,  and  the  3'oung  gii-l. 
her  eyes  bathed  with  tears,  appeared. 
Morrel  rose  tremblingly,  supporting  him- 
self b\'  the  arm  of  the  chair.  He  would 
have  spoken,  but  his  voice  failed  him. 
"Oh  father!"  said  she,  clasping  her 
hands,  "  forgive  3'our  child  for  being  the 
messenger  of  ill." 

Morrel  again  changed  color.  Julie 
threw  herself  into  his  arms. 

"  Oh,  father,  father  I  "  murmured  she, 
"  courage  !  " — "  The  Phitraon  has  then 
perished  ?  "  said  Morrel  in  a  hoarse  voice. 
The  young  girl  did  not  speak;  but  she 
made  an  allirmativc  sign  with  her  head 
as  she  lav  on  her  fjifcher's  breast. 
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'*  And  the  crew  ?  "  asked  Morrel. 

"  Saved,"  said  the  girl ;  *•  saved  hy  the 
crew  of  the  vessel  that  has  just  entered 
the  harbor."  Morrel  raised  his  two  hands 
to  Heaven  with  an  expression  of  resig- 
nation and  sublime  gratitude.  "  Thanks, 
iny  God,"  said  he,  "at  least  Thou  strikest 
but  me  alone."  Spite  of  his  phlegm  a  tear 
moistened  the  eye  of  the  Englishman. 

"  Come  in,  come  in,"  said  Morrel,  "  for 
I  presume  3'ou  are  all  at  the  door." 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  those  words 
than  Madame  Morrel  entered  weeping 
bitterl}^  Emmanuel  followed  her,  and  in 
the  ant'ech amber  were  visible  the  rough 
faces  of  seven  or  eight  half-naked  sailors. 
At  the  sight  of  these  men  the  English- 
man started  and  advanced  a  step ;  then 
restrained  himself,  and  retired  into  the 
farthest  and  most  obscure  corner  of  the 
apartment.  Madame  Morrel  sat  down 
by  her  husband  and  took  one  of  his  hands 
in  hers,  Julie  still  la}"  with  her  head  on 
his  shoulder,  Emmanuel  stood  in  the 
center  of  tht^  chamber  and  seemed  to  form 
the  link  betAveen  Morrel's  family  and  the 
sailors  at  the  door. 

"  How  did  this  happen?  "  said  Morrel. 

'•'Draw  nearer,  Penelon,"  said  the 
young  man,  "and  relate  all." 

An  old  seaman,  bronzed  b^^  the  tropical 
sun,  advanced,  twirling  the  remains  of  a 
hat  between  his  hands.  "  Good  day,  M. 
Morrel,"  said  he,  as  if  he  had  just  quitted 
Marseilles  the  previous  evening,  and  had 
just  returned  from  Aix  or  Toulon. 

"  Good  day,  Penelon  !  "  returned  Mor- 
rel, who  could  not  refrain  from  smiling 
through  his  tears,  "  where  is  llie  cap- 
tain?"—"The  captain,  M.  Morrel— he 
lias  stayed  behind  sick  at  Palma  :  but, 
please  God,  it  won't  be  much,  and  you 
will  see  him  in  a  few  days  all  alive  and 
hearty." 

"Well,  now   tell  your  story,  Penelon." 

Penelon  rolled  his  quid  in  his  clun^k, 
placed  his  linnd  before  his  mouth,  turned 
his  head  and  sent,  a  long  jc^t  of  tobacco 
juice  into  the  antechamber,  advanced  his 
foot  and  began:  "You  see.  M.  Miu'i-el," 
said  he,  "  we  were  somewhere  bt^tween 
Cape  Blanc  and  Cape  Bogador.  sailing 
with  a  fair  breeze  south-southwest  after 


a  week's  calm,  when  Captain  Gaumard 
comes  up  to  me — I  was  at  the  helm  I 
should  tell  you — and  says, '  Penelon,  what 
do  you  think  of  those  clouds  that  are  aris- 
ing there  ?  '  1  was  just  then  looking  at 
them  myself.  '  What  do  I  think,  captain  ? 
w^hy  I  think  they  are  rising  faster  than 
tliey  have  any  business,  and  that  thoy 
would  not  be  so  black  if  they  did  not  mean 
mischief.'  '  That's  mj'  opinion,  too,'  said 
the  captain,  '  and  I'll  take  precautions 
accordingly'.  We  are  carrying  too  much 
canvas.  Hallo  I  all  hands  to  slacken  sail 
and  lower  the  flying  jib.'  It  was  time  ; 
the  squall  was  on  us,  and  the  vessel  began 
to  heel.  '  Ah,'  said  the  captain,  '  we  have 
still  too  much  canvas  set  ;  all  hands  to 
lower  the  mainsail  !  '  five  minutes  after, 
it  w'as  down  ;  and  we  sailed  under  miz- 
zen-topsails  and  topgallant  sails.  'Well. 
Penelon,'  said  the  captain,  '  what  makes 
you  shake  your  head  ?  '  "  Wliy,'  I  says. 
*'I  don't  think  that  Ave  shall  stop  here.* 
'I  think  you  are  right,'  answered  he,  '  we 
shall  have  a  gale.'  '  A  gale  !  more  than 
that,  we  shall  have  a  tempest,  or  I  know 
nothing  about  it.'  You  could  see  the  wind 
coming  like  the  dust  at  Montredon  :  luclc- 
ily  the  captain  understood  his  business. 
'  All  hands  take  in  two  reefs  in  the  top- 
sails,' cried  the  captain  ;  '  let  go  the  bow- 
lines, brace  to,  lower  the  topgallant-sails, 
haul  out  the  reef -tackles  on  the  yards.' 

"  That  was  not  enough  for  those  lati- 
tudes," said  the  Englishman;  "I  should 
have  taken  four  reefs  in  the  topsails  and 
lowered  the  mizzen." 

His  firm,  sonorous,  and  unexpected  voice 
made  every  one  start.  Penelon  put  his 
hand  over  his  eyes,  and  then  stared  at 
the  man  who  thus  criticised  the  maneu- 
vers of  his  captain.  "  We  did  better 
than  that,  sir,"  said  the  old  sailor,  with 
a  certain  respect;  "we  put  the  helm  to 
t  he  wind  to  run  before  the  tempest ;  ten 
minutes  after  we  struck  our  topsails  and 
scudded  under  bare  poles." 

"  The  vessel  was  very  old  l'^  '-isle  tliat.*' 
said  the  Englishman. 

"  Eh,  it  was  that  that  wrecked  us:  alter 
having  been  tossed  about  for  twelve  houi-s. 
we  sprung  a  leak.  *  Penelon,'  said  the 
captain,  '  I  think  we  are  sinking,  give  mo 
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the  helm,  and  go  down  into  the  hold.'  I 
g-ave  hina  the  helm,  and  descended  ;  there 
was  alread}'  three  feet  of  water.  I  cried, 
'AH  hands  to  the  pumps  !  '  but  it  was  too 
late,  and  it  seemed  the  more  we  pumped 
the  more  came  in.  'Ah,'  said  I,  after 
four  hours'  work,  '  since  we  are  sinking, 
let  us  sink  ;  we  can  die  but  once.'  *'  That's 
the  example  you  set,  Penelon,'  cries  the 
captain,  'very  well,  wait  a  minute.'  He 
went  into  his  cabin  and  came  back  with 
a  brace  of  pistols.  '  I  will  blow  the  brains 
out  of  the  first  man  who  leaves  the  pump,' 
said  he." 

'•  Well  done  !  "  said  the  Englishman. 

"There's  nothing  gives  you  so  much 
courage  as  good  reasons,"  continued  the 
sailor:  "and  during  that  time  the  wind 
had  abated,  and  the  sea  gone  down,  but 
the  water  kept  rising  ;  not  much,  only 
two  inches  an  hour,  but  still  it  rose.  Two 
inches  an  hour  does  not  seem  much,  but  in 
twelve  hours  that  makes  two  feet,  and 
three  we  had  before,  that  makes  five. 
'  Come,'  said  the  captain,  '  we  have  done 
all  in  our  power,  and  M.  Moi-rel  will  have 
nothing  to  reproach  us  with ;  we  have 
tried  to  save  the  ship,  let  us  now  save 
ourselves.  To  the  boats,  my  lads,  as  quick 
as  you  can.'  Now,"  continued  Penelon, 
"  you  see,  M.  Morrel,  a  sailor  is  attached 
to  his  ship,  but  still  more  to  his  life  :  so 
we  did  not  wait  to  be  told  twice  ;  the  more 
so,  that  the  ship  was  sinking  under  us, 
and  seemed  to  aixy,  Get  along,  save  your- 
selves. We  soon  launched  the  boat,  and 
all  eight  of  us  got  into  it.  The  captain 
descended  the  last,  or  ratlier,  he  did  not 
descend,  he  would  not  quit  the  vessel ;  so  I 
took  him  round  the  waist,  and  threw  him 
into  the  boat,  and  then  I  jumped  after 
him.  It  was  time,  for  just  as  I  jumped 
the  deck  burst  with  a  noise  like  the  broad- 
side of  a  man-of-war.  Ten  minutes  after 
she  pitched  foi-ward,  tlien  the  other  wa^', 
spun  round  and  round,  and  then  good-by 
to  the  Pharaon.  As  for  us,  we  were  three 
daj's  without  an^'thing  to  cat  or  drink,  so 
that  we  began  to  think  of  drawing  lots 
who  should  feed  the  rest,  when  we  saw 
La  Oironde  ;  we  made  signals  of  distress, 
she  perceived  us,  made  for  us,  and  took 
us  all  on  board.     There  now,  M.  Morrel, 


that's  the  whole  truth,  on  the  honor  of  a 
sailor  ;  is  not  it  true,  you  fellows  there  ?  " 
A  general  murmur  of  approbation  showed 
that  the  narrator  had  faithfully  detailed 
their  misfortunes  and  sufferings. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  M.  Morrel,  "  I  know 
there  was  no  one  in  fault  but  destiny.  It 
was  the  will  of  God  that  this  should  hap- 
pen, blessed  be  His  name.  What  wages 
are  due  to  you  ?  " — "  Oh,  don't  let  us  talk 
of  that.  M.  Morrel." 

"  On  the  contrary,  let  us  speak  of  it." 

"  Well,  then,  three  months,"  said  Pene- 
lon. 

"  Codes  !  pay  200  francs  to  t?ach  of 
these  good  fellows,"  said  Morrel.  "At 
another  time,"  adde(f  he,  "I  should  have 
said.  Give  them,  besides,  200  francs  over 
as  a  present ;  but  times  are  changed,  and 
the  little  mone}'^  that  remains  to  me  is  not 
my  own.'' 

Penelon  turned  to  his  companions,  and 
exchanged  a  few  words  with  them. 

"As  for  that,  M.  Morrel,"' said  he, 
again  turning  his  quid.     "  As  for  that — "' 

"  As  for  what  ?  "— "  The  money." 

"Well—" 

"  Well,  we  all  say  that  fifty  francs  will 
be  enough  for  us  at  present,  and  that  we 
will  wait  for  the  rest."— "  Thanks,  my 
friends,  thanks  ! "  cried  Morrel,  grate- 
full3' ;  "  take  it — take  it ;  and  if  you  can 
find  another  employer,  enter  his^ service; 
you  are  free  to  do  so."  These  last  words 
produced  a  prodigious  effect  on  the  sea- 
men :  Penelon  nearly  swallowed  his  quid  ; 
fortunately  he  recovered.  "  What  !  M. 
Morrel,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  "you 
send  us  away  ;  you  are  then  angry  with 
us!" 

"No,  no,"  said  M.  Mori-el,  "I  am  not 
angry  ;  on  tlie  contrary,  I  do  not  send 
you  away  ;  but  I  have  no  more  ships,  and 
therefore  I  do  not  want  any  sailors." 

"No  more  ships  I  "  returned  Penelon  : 
"  well,  tlicn,  you'll  build  some  ;  we'll  wait 
for  you." 

"I  have  no  money  to  build  ships  with. 
Penelon,"  said  t  he  poor  owner  mournfully, 
"so  I  cantiot  accept  your  kind  offer.** — 
"  No  more  money  !  then  you  must  not,  pay 
us  ;  we  can  go,  like  the  Pharaon,  under 
bare  polos." 
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"  Enough  !  enough  !  "  cried  Morrel,  al- 
most overpowered ;  '*  leave  me,  I  pray 
vou  ;  we  shall  meet  again  in  a  happier 
time.  Emmanuel,  accompany  them,  and 
see  that  my  orders  are  executed." — "At 
least,  we  shall  see  each  other  again,  M. 
Morrel  ?*"  asked  Penelon. 

"Yes;  I  hope  so,  at  least.  Now  go." 
He  made  a  sign  to  Codes,  who  marched 
first ;  the  seamen  follow^ed  him,  and  Em- 
manuel brought  up  the  rear.  *'Now," 
said  the  owner  to  his  wife  and  daughter, 
"leave  me;  I  wish  to  speak  with  this 
gentleman."  And  he  glanced  toward  the 
clerk  of  Thomson  &  French,  who  had  re- 
inamed  motionless  in  the  corner  during 
this  scene,  in  which  he  had  taken  no  part, 
except  the  few  words  we  have  mentioned. 
The  two  females  looked  at  this  person, 
whose  presence  W\ey  had  entirely  for- 
gotten, and  retired  ;  but,  as  she  left  the 
apartment,  Julie  gave  the  stranger  a  sup- 
plicating glance,  to  which  he  replied  by  a 
smile  that  an  indifferent  spectator  would, 
have  been  surprised  to  see  on  his  stern  ■ 
features.  The  two  men  were  left  alone. 
"  Well,  sir,"  said  Morrel,  sinking  into  a 
chair,  "you  have  heard  all,  and  I  have 
nothing  furtlier  to  tell  you." 

"  1  see,"  returned  the  Englishman, 
"  that  a  fresh  and  unmerited  misfortune 
has  overwhelmed  you,  and  this  only  in- 
creases my  desire   to  serve  you." 

"  Oh,  sir  I  "  cried  Morrel. 

"  Let  me  see,"  continued  the  stranger, 
"1  am  one  of  your  largest  creditors." 

"  Your  bills,  at  least,  are  the  first  that 
will  fall  duo." 

"  Do  you  wish  for  time  to  pa^-  ?  " 

*•  A  delay  would  save  my  honoi-,  and 
consequently  my  life." 

"  How  long  a  delay  do  you  wish  for  ?  " 
Morrel  reflected.  "  Two  months,"  said  lie. 

"  I  will  give  you  throe,"  replied  the 
stranger. 

"  But,"  asked  Morrel,  "  will  the  house 
of  Thomson  &  French  consent  ?  " 

'•  Oh,  I  take  ovoi'vlhing  on  myself.  To- 
day is  the  5th  of  Juno."—"  Yes." 

"  Well,  renew  those  bills  up  to  the  TiMi 
of  September  ;  and  on  the  oth  of  Septem- 
ber, at  eleven  o'clock  (the  hand  of  the 
clock  pointed  to  eleven),  I  shall  como  to 


receive  the  money."  — "I  shall  expect 
you,"  returned  Morrel  :  "  and  I  will  pay 
you — or  I  shall  be  dead."  These  last 
words  were  uttered  in  so  low  a  tone  that 
the  stranger  could  not  hear  them.  The 
bills  were  renewed,  the  old  ones  destroyed, 
and  the  poor  shipowner  found  himself 
with  three  months  before  him  to  collect 
his  resources.  The  Englishman  received 
his  thanks  Avith  the  phlegm  peculiar  to 
his  nation ;  and  Morrel,  overwhelming 
him  with  grateful  blessings,  conducted 
him  to  the  staircase.  The  stranger  met 
Julie  on  the  stairs  :  she  affected  to  be  de- 
scending, but  in  reality  she  was  waiting 
for  him.  "  Oh,  sir — "  said  she,  clasping 
her  hands. 

"Mademoiselle,"    said     the    stranger, 
"one  da}"^  you  will  receive  a  letter  signed^ 
'  Sinbad  the  Sailor.'     Do  oxactl}'  what  the 
letter  bids  you,  however  strange  it  ma}'^ 
appear." — "  Yes,  sir,"  returned  Julie. 

"■  Do  you  promise  ?  " — *'  I  swear  to  you 
I  will.""^ 

"  It  is  well.  Adieu,  mademoiselle  I  Ro- 
nUiin  as  pure  and  virtuous  as  you  are  at 
present,  and  I  have  groat  hopes  that 
Heaven  will  reward  you  by  giving  you 
Emmanuel  for  a  husband." 

Julie  uttered  a  faint  cry,  blushed  like  a 
rose,  and  leaned  against  the  baluster. 
The  stranger  waved  his  hand,  and  con- 
tinued to  descend.  In  the  court  he  fount! 
Penelon,  who,  with  a  rouleau  of  a  hun- 
dred francs  in  either  hand,  seemed  unable 
to  make  up  his  raind  to  retain  thorn. 
"Come  with  me,  my  friend,"  said  the 
Englishman;  "  I  wish  to  speak  to  you." 


CHAPTER   XXX. 

THE    FIFTH    OF    SEPTEMBER. 

The  delay  afforded  by  the  agent  of  the 
house  of  Tliomson  &  French,  at  the  mo- 
ment when  Morrel  expect od  it  least,  ajv 
pearod  to  the  poor  shipowner  one  of  those 
returns  of  good  fortune  which  announce  to 
a  man  that  Fate  is  at  length  weary  of 
wasting  hor  spite  upon  him.  The  same 
day  he  related  to  his  wife,  to  Emmanuel, 
and  his  daughter,  what  had  occurred  to 
him  :  and  a  ray  of  hope  if  not  tranquillity 
returned  to  tlie  family.  Unfortutiatoly. 
however,    Morrel    had    not    only   engage- 
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ments  with  the  house  of  Thomson  & 
French,  wlio  had  shown  themselves  so 
considerate  toward  him ;  and,  as  he  had 
said,  in  business  he  had  correspondents, 
and  not  friends.  "When  he  reflected  deep- 
ly, he  could  b\-  no  means  account  for  this 
g-enerous  conduct  on  the  part  of  Thom^ 
son  &  French  toward  him,  and  could 
only  attribute  it  to  the  selfish  reflection 
of  the  firm:  "We  had  better  support  a 
man  who  owes  us  nearly  300,000  francs, 
a;nd  have  those  300,000  francs  at  the  end 
of  three  months,  than  hasten  his  ruin  and 
have  six  or  eig"ht  per  cent  of  capital." 
Unfortunately, whether  from  hate  or  blind- 
ness, all  Morrel's  correspondents  did  not 
reflect  similarly  ;  and  some  made  even  a 
contrar^^  reflection.  The  bills  signed  b\' 
*  Morrel  were  thus  presented  at  his  office 
with  scrupulous  exactitude,  and,  thanks 
to  the  delay  granted  by  the  Englishman, 
were  paid  hj  Codes  with  equal  punctual- 
ity.  Codes  thus  remained  in  his  accus- 
tomed tranquillitj-.  It  was  Morrel  alone 
who  remembered  with  alarm,  that  if  he 
had  to  repay  on  the  I'tth  the  50,000  francs 
of  M.  de  Boville,  and  on  the  30Lh  the 
32,500  francs  of  bills,  for  which,  as  well 
as  the  debt  due  to  the  inspector  of  pris- 
ons, he  had  time  granted,  he  must  be  a 
ruined  man. 

The  opinion  of  all  the  commercial  men 
was  that,  under  the  reverses  wliich  had 
successively  weighed  down  Morrel,  it  was 
impossible  for  him  to  stand  against  it. 
Great,  therefore,  was  the  astonisliment 
when  they  saw  the  end  of  the  monlli 
come,  and  he  fulfilled  all  his  engagements 
with  his  usual  punctuality..  Still  confi- 
dence was  not  restored  to  all  minds,  and 
the  general  voice  postponed  only  until  the 
end  of  the  month  the  complete  ruin  of  the 
unfortunate  shipowner.  The  month  passed 
amid  unh(>ard-of  elforts  on  the  part  of 
Morrel  to  get  in  all  his  resources.  For- 
merl}'  his  paper,  at  any  date,  was  taken 
with  confidence,  and  was  even  in  retiuest. 
Morrel  now  tried  to  negotiate  bills  at 
ninetj'  days  only,  and  found  all  the  banks 
dosed.  Fortunately  Morrel  had  some 
moneys  coming  in  on  which  he  could  n-ly; 
and,  as  they  reached  him,  he  found  him- 
self  in   a   condition   to  meet  his  engage- 


ments when  the  end  of  July  came.  The 
agent  of  Thomson  &  French  had  not 
been  again  seen  at  Marseilles ;  the  day 
after,  or  two  days  after,  his  visit  to  Mor- 
rel, he  had  disappeared ;  and  as  in  that 
cit}^  he  had  had  no  intercourse  but  with 
the  mayor,  the  inspector  of  prisons,  and 
M.  Morrel,  his  appearance  left  no  other 
trace  than  the  different  remembrances  of 
him  which  these  three  persons  retained. 
As  to  the  sailors  of  the  Pharaon,  it 
seemed  that  they  must  have  found  some 
engag'ement,  for  they  had  disappeared 
also. 

Captain  Gaumard,  recovered  from  his 
illness,  had  returned  from  Palma.  He 
hesitated  to  present  himself  at  Morrel's, 
but  the  owner,  hearing  of  his  arrival, 
went  to  him.  The  worthy  shipowner 
knew,  from  Penelon's  recital,  of  the  cap- 
tain's brave  conduct  during  the  storm, 
and  tried  to  console  him.  He  brought 
him  also  the  amount  of  his  wages,  which 
Captain  Gaumard  had  not  dared  to  apply 
for.  As  he  descended  the  staircase,  Mor- 
rel met  Penelon,  who  was  going  up.  Pen- 
elon  had,  it  would  seem,  made  good  use 
of  his  money,  for  he  was  newly  clad  : 
when  he  saw  his  employer,  the  worthy 
tar  seemed  much  embarrassed,  drew  on 
one  side  into  the  corner  of  the  landing- 
place,  passed  his  quid  from  one  cheek  to 
the  other,  stared  stupidly  with  his  great 
e3'es,  and  only  acknowledged  the  squeeze 
of  the  hand  which  Morrel  as  usual  gave 
liim  by  a  slight  pressure  in  return.  Moi-- 
rel  attributed  Penelon's  embarrassment 
to  the  elegance  of  his  attii'e  ;  it  was  evi- 
dent the  good  fellow  had  not,  gone  to  such 
an  expense  on  his  own  account;  he  was 
no  doubt  engaged  on  board  some  other 
vessel,  and  thus  liis  bashfulness  arose 
from  the  fact  of  his  not  having,  if  we 
may  so  express  ourselves,  worn  mourn- 
ing for  the  Pharaon  longer.  Perhaps  he 
had  come  to  tell  Captain  Gaumard  of 
his  good  luck,  and  to  olfer  liim  employ- 
ment from  his  new  master.  '*  Worthy 
fellow  !  "  said  Morrel,  as  he  went  away, 
"may  your  new  master  love  you  as  I 
loved  you,  and  be  more  fortunate  than 
1  have  been  !  " 

August    roUetl   bv   in    unceasing  eilorts 
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on  the  part  of  Moi'rel  to  renew  his  credit 
or  revive  the  old.  On  the  20th  of  August 
it  was  known  at  Marseilles  that  he  had 
taken  a  place  in  the  malle-poste,  and 
then  it  was  said  that  it  was  at  the  end 
of  the  month  the  docket  was  to  be  struck, 
and  Morrel  had  g-one  away  before,  that 
he  might  not  be  present  at  this  cruel  act ; 
but  had  left  his  chief  clerk  Emmanuel, 
and  his  cashier  Codes  to  meet  it.  But, 
contrary  to  all  expectation,  when  the  31st 
of  August  came,  the  house  opened  as 
usual,  and  Codes  appeared  behind  the 
grating  of  the  counter,  examined  all 
bills  presented  with  the  same  scrutiny, 
and,  from  first  to  last,  paid  all  with  the 
same  precision.  There  came  in,  more- 
over, two  repaj^ments  whidi  M.  Morrel 
had  anticipated,  and  which  Codes  paid 
as  punctually  as  those  bills  which  the 
shipowner  had  accepted.  All  this  was 
incomprehensible,  and  then,  with  the 
tenacit}'^  peculiar  to  prophets  of  bad 
news,  the  failure  was  put  off  until  the 
end  of  September.  On  the  1st,  Morrel 
returned;  he  was  awaited  by  his  famil,y 
with  extreme  anxiet}^  for  from  this  jour- 
ne\^  to  Paris  they  hoped  a  last  means  of 
safety  would  arrive.  Morrel  had  thought 
of  Danglars,  who  was  now  immensely 
rich,  and  had  lain  under  great  obliga- 
tions to  Morrel  in  former  da3's,  since  to 
him  it  was  owing  that  Danglars  entered 
the  service  of  the  Spanish  banker,  with 
whom  had  commenced  his  vast  wealth. 
It  was  said  at  this  moment  that  Dan- 
glars was  worth  from  $1,000,000  to  $1,- 
")00,000,  and  had  unlimited  credit.  Dan- 
glars then,  without  taking  a  crown  from 
Ills  pocket,  could  save  Morrel;  he  had 
but.  to  pass  his  word  for  a  loan  and 
i\lojivl  was  saved.  Morrel  had  long 
thought  of  Danglars,  but  there  are 
those  instinctive  revoltings  impossible 
to  control,  and  Morrel  had  delayed  as 
long  as  possible  before  he  had  recourse 
to  this  last  resource.  xVnd  Morrel  was 
right,  for  he  returned  iiome  borne  down 
by  all  the  humiliation  of  a  refusal.  Yet, 
on  his  arrival,  Morrel  did  not  utter  a 
complaint,,  nor  say  one  harsh  word  ;  he 
embraced  his  weeping  wife  and  daughter, 
pressed    Emmanuers  hand   with   friendiv 


warmth,  and  then  going  to  his  private 
room  on  the  second  floor,  had  sent  for 
Codes.  "  Then,"  said  the  two  females 
to  Emmanuel,  "we  are,  indeed,  ruined." 
It  was  agreed  in  a  brief  council  held 
among  them  that  Julie  should  write  to 
her  brother,  who  was  in  garrison  at  Nis- 
mes,  to  come  to  them  as  speedil}^  as  pos- 
sible. The  })0(\f  woman  felt  instinctively 
that  thej^  required  all  their  strength  to 
support  the  blow  that  impended.  Besides 
Maximilian  Morrel,  though  hardly  two- 
and-twent3%  had  great  influence  over  his 
father.  He  was  a  strong-minded,  upright 
3'oung  man.  At  the  time  when  he  de- 
cided on  his  profession  his  father  had  no 
desire  to  choose  for  him,  but  had  consulted 
young  Maximilian's  taste.  He  had  at 
once  declared  for  a  military  life,  and  had 
in  consequence  studied  hard,  passed  bril- 
liantly through  the  Ecole  Polytechnique, 
and  left  it  as  sub-lieutenant  of  the  53d  of 
the  line.  For  a  3'ear  he  had  held  this 
rank,  and  expected  promotion  on  the  first 
vacanc}'.  In  his  regiment  Maximilian 
Morrel  was  noted  as  the  most  rigid  ob- 
server, not  only  of  the  obligations  imposed 
on  a  soldier,  but  also  of  the  duties  of  a 
man,  and  he  thus  gained  the  name  of  '•  the 
stoic."  We  need  hardly  saj',  that  man}'' 
of  those  who  gave  him  this  epithet  re- 
peated it  because  the}'  had  heard  it,  and 
did  not  even  know  what  it  meant.  This 
was  the  3'oung  man  whom  his  mother  and 
sister  called  to  their  aid  to  sustain  them 
under  the  grave  circumstances  which  they 
felt  the}'^  would  soon  have  to  endure. 
They  had  not  mistaken  the  gravity  of  this 
event,  for  the  moment  after  Morrel  had 
entered  his  cabinet  with  Codes,  Julie  saw 
the  latter  leave  it  pale,  trembling,  and  his 
features  betraying  the  utmost  consterna- 
tion. She  would  have  questioned  him  as 
he  passed  by  her,  but  the  worthy  creatuiv 
hastened  down  the  staircase  with  unusual 
precipitation,  and  only  raised  his  hands  to 
Heaven  and  exclaimed,  '*  O  matlemoiselle  I 
mademoiselle  I  what  a  dreadful  misfort- 
une I  Wiio  could  ever  have  believed  it !  " 
A  moment  afterward  Julie  saw  him  go 
upstairs  carrying  two  or  three  heavy 
letlgers,  a  pocket-book,  and  a  bag  of 
money. 
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Morrel  examined  the  ledg^ers,  opened 
the  pocket-book,  and  counted  the  money. 
All  his  funds  amounted  to  6000  or  8000 
francs,  his  expectancies  up  to  the  5th  to 
4000  or  5000,  which,  making-  the  best  of 
everything-,  g-ave  him  14,000  francs  to 
meet  bills  amounting  to  287,500  francs. 
He  could  not  make  such  a  proposal. 
However,  when  Morrel  went  down  to  his 
dinner,  he  appeared  very  composed.  This 
calmness  was  more  alarming  to  the  two 
women  than  the  deepest  dejection  would 
have  been.  After  dinner  Morrel  usually 
went  out,  and  used  to  take  his  coffee  at 
the  club  of  the  Phoceens,  and  read  the 
"  Semaphore'' ;  but  this  da}'^  he  did  not 
leave  the  house,  but  returned  to  his  ofiBce. 

As  to  Codes,  he  seemed  completely  be- 
wildered. For  part  of  the  day  he  went 
into  the  courtj'ard,  seated  himself  on  a 
stone  with  his  head  bare,  and  exposed  to 
a  sun  of  thirty  degrees.  Emmanuel  tried 
to  comfort  the  females,  but  his  eloquence 
faltered.  The  young  man  was  too  well 
acquainted  with  the  business  of  the  house 
not  to  feel  that  a  great  catastrophe  hung 
over  the  Morrel  family.  Night  came,  the 
two  women  had  watched,  hoping  that 
when  he  left  his  room  Morrel  would  come 
to  them,  but  they  heard  him  pass  before 
their  door,  and  trying  to  conceal  the  noise 
of  his  footsteps.  Thej'  listened  ;  he  went 
into  his  sleeping-room  and  fastened  the 
door  inside.  Madame  Morrel  sent  her 
daughter  to  bed,  and  half  an  hour  after 
Julie  had  retired,  she  rose,  took  off  her 
slioes,  and  went  stealthily  along  the  pas- 
sage, to  see  through  the  ke^'hole  what  her 
husband  was  doing.  In  the  passage  slie 
saw  a  retreating  shadow  ;  it  was  Julie, 
who,  uneasy  herself,  had  anticipated  her 
mother.  The  young  lady  went  toward 
Madame  Morrel  —  "He  is  writing,"  slie 
said.  They  had  understood  each  other 
without  speaking.  Madame  Morrel  looked 
again  through  the  keyhole,  Morrel  was 
writing;  but  Madame  Morrel  remarked, 
what  herdaught(!r  had  not  observed,  that 
her  husband  was  writing  on  stamped 
paper.  The  terrible  idea  that  he  was 
writing  his  will  flashed  acro.ss  her ;  she 
shuddered,  and  yet  had  not  strength  to 
utter  a  word.   Next  day  M.  Morrel  seemed 


as  calm  as  ever,  went  into  his  oflBce  as 
usual,  came  to  his  breakfast  punctuallj-, 
and  then,  after  dinner,  he  placed  his 
daughter  beside  him,  took  her  head  in  his 
arms,  and  held  her  for  a  long  time  against 
his  bosom.  In  the  evening,  Julie  told  her 
mother,  that  although  so  calm  in  appear- 
ance, she  had  remarked  that  her  father's 
heart  beat  violently.  The  two  next  days 
passed  almost  similarh'.  On  the  evening 
of  the  4th  of  September,  M.  Morrel  asked 
his  daughter  for  the  key  of  his  cabinet. 
Julie  trembled  at  this  request,  which 
seemed  to  her  of  bad  omen.  Why  did 
her  father  ask  for  this  key  which  she 
always  kept,  and  which  was  only  taken 
from  her  in  childhood  as  a  punishment  ? 
The  young  girl  looked  at  Morrel. 

"What  have  I  done  wi-ong,  father,"  she 
said,  '*  that  j^ou  should  take  this  key  from 
me?  " — "  Nothing,  my  dear,"  replied  the 
unhappy  man,  the  teai's  starting  to  his 
e^^es  at  the  simple  question — "  nothing, 
onh'  I  want  it."  Julie  made  a  pretense  to 
feel  for  the  ke}'.  "I  must  have  left  it  m 
my  room,"  she  said.  And  she  went  out, 
but  instead  of  going  to  her  apartment 
she  hastened  to  consult  Emmanuel.  "  Do 
not  give  this  key  to  j'our  father,"  said 
he,  "and  to-morrow  morning,  if  possible, 
do  not  quit  him  for  a  moment."  She 
questioned  Emmanuel,  but  he  knew  noth- 
ing, or  would  not  .say  it  if  he  did.  During 
the  night,  between  the  4th  and  5th  of 
September,  Madame  Morrel  lemained 
listening  for  every  sound,  and,  until  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  she  heard  her  hus- 
band pacing  the  room  in  great  agitation. 
It  was  three  o'clock  when  he  threw  him- 
self on  th(;  bed.  The  mother  and  daugh- 
ter passed  the  night  together.  They  had 
expected  Maximilian  .since  the  previous 
evening.  At  eight  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing Morrel  entered  their  chamber.  He 
was  calm  ;  but  the  agitation  of  the  night 
was  legible  in  his  pale  and  careworn  vis- 
age. They  did  not  dare  to  ask  him  liow 
he  liad  .slept.  Morrel  was  kinder  to  his 
wife,  more  aff(>ctionate  to  his  daughter, 
than  he  liad  ever  been.  H(;  could  not 
cease  gazing  at  and  kissing,  the  sweet 
girl.  Julie,  mindful  of  Emmanuel's  re- 
I  quest,  was  following  her  father  when  he 
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quitted  the  room,  but  he  said  to  her, 
quickly — "  Remuin  with  your  mother, 
dearest."  Julie  wished  to  accompany 
him.     "  I  wish  j'ou  to  do  so,"  he  said. 

This  was  the  first  time  Morrel  had  ever 
so  spoken,  but  he  said  it  in  a  tone  of  pa- 
ternal kindness,  and  Julie  did  not  dare 
refuse  compliance.  She  remained  at  the 
same  spot  standing,  mute  and  motionless. 
An  instant  afterward  the  door  opened, 
she  felt  two  arms  encircle  her,  and  a 
mouth  pressed  her  forehead.  She  looked 
up,  and  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy. 

"Maximilian!  my  dearest  brother!" 
she  cried.  At  these  words  Madame  Mor- 
rel rose  and  threw  herself  into  her  son's 
arms.  "Mother!"  said  the  3^oung-  man, 
looking-  alternatel}'^  at  Madame  Morrel 
and  her  daughter,  "■  what  has  occurred — 
what  has  happened  ?  your  letter  hag 
fj'ightened  me,  and  I  have  come  hither 
with  all  speed." 

"Julie,"  said  Madame  Morrel,  making 
a  sign  to  the  young  man,  "g"0  and  tell 
your  father  that  Maximilian  has  just 
arrived."  The  young  lady  rushed  out  of 
the  apai-tment,  but  on  the  first  step  of 
the  staircase  she  found  a  man  holding  a 
letter  in  his  hand. 

'*  Are  you  not  Mademoiselle  Julie  Mor- 
rel ?  "  inquired  the  man,  with  a  strong 
Italian  accent. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Julie,  with  hesita- 
tion ;  "  what  is  your  pleasure?  I  do  not 
know  you." — "Read  this  letter,"  he  said, 
handing  it  to  her.  Julie  hesitated.  "  It 
concei-ns  the  best  interests  of  your  father," 
said  the  messenger. 

The  young  girl  hastily  took  the  letter 
from  him.    She  opened  it  quickly  and  read  : 

"  Go  this  moment  to  the  AUees  de  Meil- 
laii,  enter  the  jiouse  No.  1.5,  ask  the  porter 
for  the  key  of  the  room  on  the  fifth  floor, 
enter  the  apartment,  take  from  the  cor- 
ner of  the  mantelpiece  a  purse  netted  in 
rod  silk,  and  give  it  to  your  father.  It 
is  important  that  he  sliould  receive  it 
before  eleven  o'clock.  You  promised  to 
obey  me  implicitly.    Remombei-youroath. 

"SiNBAD   THE    SaILOR." 

The  young  girl  uttered  a  joyful  cry. 
raised  her  eyes,  looked  round  to  (luestion 


the  messenger,  but  he  had  disappeared. 
She  cast  her  eyes  again  over  the  note  to 
peruse  it  a  second  time,  and  saw  there 
was  a  postscript.     She  read  : 

"  It  is  important  that  you  should  ful- 
fill this  mission  in  person  and  alone.  If 
you  go  accompanied  by  any  other  person, 
or  should  anyone  else  present  themselves, 
the  porter  will  reply  that  he  does  not 
know  anj'thing  about  it." 

This  postcript  was  a  great  check  to  the 
young  girl's  joy.  Was  there  nothing  to 
fear  ?  was  there  not  some  snare  laid  for 
her  ?  Her  innocence  had  kept  her  in  ig-- 
norance  of  the  dangers  that  might  assail 
a  young  girl  of  her  age.  But  there  is  no 
need  to  know  danger  in  order  to  fear  it ; 
indeed,  it  may  be  observed  that  it  is 
usually  unknown  perils  that  inspire  the 
greatest  terror. 

Julie  hesitated,  and  resolved  to  take 
counsel.  Yet,  by  a  singular  feeling,  it 
was  neither  to  her  mother  nor  her  brother 
that  she  applied,  but  to  Emmanuel.  She 
hastened  down  and  told  him  what  had 
occurred  on  the  day  when  the  agent  of  the 
house  of  Thomson  &  French  had  come  to 
her  father's,  related  the  scene  on  the  stair- 
case, repeated  the  promise  she  had  made, 
and  showed  him  the  letter.  "  You  must 
go,  then,  mademoiselle,"  said  Emmanuel. 

"  Go  there  !  "  murmured  Julie. 

"'  Yes  ;  I  will  accompany  you." 

"  But  did  3'ou  not  read  that  I  nmst  be 
alone  ?  "  said  Julie. 

"And  3^ou  shall  be  alone.''  replied  the 
young  man.  "  I  will  await  you  at  the 
corner  of  the  Rue  du  Musee,  and  if  you 
are  so  long-  absent  as  to  nuiko  me  uneasy, 
I  will  hasten  to  rejoin  you.  and  woo  to 
him  of  whom  you  shall  have  cause  to 
complain  to  me  I  " 

••Then,  Emmaiuiol."  said  the  youni;- 
girl,  with  hesitation,  ••  it  is  your  opinion 
that  I  should  obey  this  invitation  ?  " — 
••  Yes.  Did  not  the  messenger  say  your 
father's  safety  was  in  it  ?  ** 

••  But  wliat  danger  threatens  him,  then, 
Emmanuel  ?  "  she  asked. 

Emmanuel  h(>sitated  a  moment,  but  his 
desire  to  make  Julie  decide  immediat^^ly 
made  him  reply:  "  Listen,"  be  said  ;  "  t^>- 
day  is  the  r)th  of  Soptemlier.  is  it  not?  " 
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"Yes." — '•  To-dny.  then,  at  eleven 
o'clock,  your  father  has  nearlj^  300,000 
francs  to  pay?  " 

"Yes,  we  know  that."— "  Well,  then," 
continued  Emmanuel,  ''  we  have  not  15,- 
000  francs  in  the  house." 

"What  wm  happen  then  ?"—"  Why, 
if  to-daj''  before  eleven  o'clock  your  father 
has  not  found  some  one  who  will  come  to 
his  aid,  he  will  be  compelled  at  twelve 
o'clock  to  declare  himself  a  bankrupt." 

"  Oh,  come,  then,  come  !  "  cried  she, 
hastening  away  with  the  j'^oung-  man. 
During-  this  time  Madame  Morrel  had 
told  her  son  everything-.  The  3'oung  man 
knew  quite  well  that,  after  the  succession 
of  misfortunes  wliich  had  befallen  his 
father,  great  changes  had  taken  place  in 
the  &i\-\e  of  living  and  housekeeping  ;  but 
he  did  not  know  that  matters  had  reached 
such  a  point.  He  was  thunderstruck. 
Then,  rushing  hastil^^  out  of  the  apart- 
ment, he  ran  upstairs,  expecting  to  find 
his  father  in  his  cabinet,  but  he  rapped 
there  in  vain.  While  he  was  yet  at  the 
door  of  the  cabinet  he  heard  the  bedroom 
door  open,  turned,  and  saw  his  father. 
Instead  of  going  direct  to  his  cabinet,  M. 
Morrel  had  returned  to  his  bedchamber, 
which  he  was  onl^'^  this  moment  quitting. 
Morrel  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  at  the 
sight  of  his  son,  of  whose  arrival  he  was 
ignorant.  He  remained  motionless  on  the 
spot,  pressing  with  his  left  hand  some- 
thing he  had  concealed  under  his  cop-t. 
Maximilian  sprang  down  the  staircase, 
and  thrciw  liis  arms  round  his  father's 
neck ;  but  suddenly  he  recoiled,  and 
[)laced  his  right  hand  on  Morrel's  breast. 
"  Father  !  "  he  exclaimed,  turning  pale  as 
death,  "wliat  are  you  going  to  do  with 
the  brace  of  pistols  under  your  coat  ?  " 

"  Oil,  this  is  what  I  feared  ! "  said 
Morrel. 

*' Father,  fat Ikm' !  in  Hr-avcn's  name," 
exclaimed  the  young  man,  "what  are 
these  weapons  for?  " — "Maximilian,"  re- 
plied Morrel,  looking  fixedly  at  his  son, 
"you  arc  a  man,  and  a  man  of  honor. 
Come,  and  I  will  explain  to  you.'' 

And  with  a  firm  step  Morrel  went  up 
lohis  cabinet,  while  Maximilian  followed 
him,  trembling  as  he  went.     Morrel  op- 


ened the  door,  and  closed  it  behind  his 
son  ;  then,  crossing  the  anteroom,  went 
to  his  desk,  on  which  he  placed  the  pistols, 
and  pointed  with  his  finger  to  an  open 
ledger.  In  this  ledger  was  made  out  an 
exact  balance-sheet  of  affairs.  Morrel 
had  to  pay,  within  half  an  hour,  287,50t» 
francs.  All  he  possessed  was  15,257 
francs.     "  Read  I  "  said  Morrel. 

The  young  man  was  overwhelmed  as  he 
read.  Morrel  said  not  a  word.  What 
could  he  say  ?  What  need  he  add  to  such 
a  desperate  proof  in  figures?  "  And  have 
you  done  all  that  is  possible,  father,  to 
meet  this  disastrous  result?"  asked  the 
young  man,  after  a  moment's  pause. 

"  I  have,"  replied  Morrel. 

"  You  have  no  money  coming  in  on 
which  you  can  rely  ?  " — "  None." 

"  You  have  exhausted  every  resource  ?  " 

"All." 

"  And  in  half  an  hour,"  said  Maximil- 
ian, in  a  gloomy  voice,  "our  name  is  dis- 
honored?'"— "Blood  washes  out  dishon- 
or," said  Morrel. 

"You  are  right,  father;  I  understand 
you."  Then  extending  his  hand  toward 
one  of  the  pistols,  he  said,  "  There  is  one 
for  you  and  one  for  me — thanks  !  "  Mor- 
rel checked  his  hand.  "  Your  mother — 
your  sister  !  Who  will  suppoi't  them?" 
A  shudder  ran  through  the  young  man's 
frame.  "Father,"  he  said,  "  do  you  i-e-' 
fleet  that  3'ou  are  bidding  me  to  live?" 

"  Yes,  I  do  bid  you,"  answered  Morrel  : 
"it  is  your  duty.  You  have  a  calm, 
strong  mind,  Maximilian.  Maximilian, 
you  ar(>  no  ordinary  man.  I  desire  noth- 
ing— I  command  nothing  ;  I  only  say  to 
you,  examine  my  position  as  if  it  were 
your  own,  and  then  judge  for  yourself." 

The  yoimg  man  reflected  an  instant, 
then  an  expression  of  sublimit  lesignation 
appeared  in  his  eyes,  and  with  a  slow  and 
sad  gesture  he  took  off  his  two  epaulettes, 
the  maiks  of  his  rank.  "  Be  it  so,  then, 
my  father,"  he  said,  extending  his  hand 
to  Morrel,  "die  in  peace,  my  father;  I 
will  live.''  Moi-rel  was  about  to  cast  him- 
self on  his  knees  before  his  son,  but  Maxi- 
milian caught,  him  in  his  arms,  and  those 
two  noble  hearts  were  pressed  against 
each  other   for  a   moment.     "You  know 
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it  is  not  my  fault,"  said  Morrel.  Maxi- 
milian smiled.  "  I  know,  father,  you  are 
the  most  honorable  man  I  have  ever 
known." — "''Good,  my  son.  And  now  all 
is  said  ;  go  now  and  rejoin  your  mother 
and  sister." 

''My  father,"  said  the  young-  man, 
bending-  his  knee,  "bless  me!"  Morrel 
look  his  head  between  his  two  liands, 
drew  him  toward  him,  and,  kissing-  his 
forehead  several  times,  said,  "Oh,  yes, 
yes,  I  bless  you  in  m3'^  own  name,  and  in 
the  name  of  three  g-enerations  of  irre- 
proachable men,  who  say  by  my  voice, 
•  The  edifice  which  misfortune  has  de- 
stroyed, Providence  may  build  up  again.' 
On  seeing-  me  die  such  a  death,  the  most 
inexorable  will  have  pity  on  you.  To  yon, 
perhaps,  they  will  accord  the  time  they 
have  refused  to  me.  Try  that  the  word 
of  disg-race  be  never  pronounced  ;  g-o  to 
work,  labor,  young-  man,  strug-g-le  ardent- 
ly and  courageously  ;  live,  yourself,  your 
mother  and  sister,  with  the  most  j-igid 
econom3',  so  that  from  day  to  day  the 
property'  of  those  whom  I  leave  in  your 
hands  may  augment  and  fructify.  Re- 
flect how  glorious  a  day  it  will  be,  how 
grand,  ho\v  solemn,  that  day  of  complete 
restoration,  on  which  you  will  say  in  this 
very  office,  '  M.y  father  died  because  he 
could  not  do  what  I  have  this  daj'  done; 
but  he  died  calmly  and  peaceably,  because 
in  d3'ing  he  knew  what  I  should  do.'  " 

"My  father!  my  father!"  cried  the 
young-  man,  *•  why  should  you  not  live  ?  " 

'"  If  I  live,  all  would  be  changed  ;  if  I 
live,  interest  would  be  converted  into 
doubt,  pity  into  hostility ;  if  I  live,  I  am 
only  a  man  who  has  broken  his  word, 
failed  in  his  engagements — in  fact,  only  a 
bankrupt.  If,  on  the  contrary,  I  die,  re- 
member, Maximilian,  my  corpse  is  that 
of  an  honest  but  unfortunate  man.  Liv- 
ing, my  best  friends  would  avoid  my 
house ;  dead,  all  Marseilles  will  follow 
me  in  tears  to  my  last  home.  Living, 
you  would  feel  shame  at  my  name  ;  dead, 
you  may  raise  your  head  and  say,  '  I  aui 
the  son  of  him  you  killed,  because,  for  the 
first  time,  he  lias  been  compelled  to  fail 
in  his  word.'  "  The  3'oung  man  uttered  a 
groan,  but  appeannl  resigned. 


•'And  now,"  said  Morrel,  "leave  me 
alone,  and  endeavor  to  keep  your  mother 
and  sister  awa3\" — "Will  3'ou  not  see 
my  sister  once  more  ?  "  asked  Maximilian. 
A  last  but  final  hope  was  concealed  by  the 
young-  man  in  the  effect  of  this  interview, 
and  therefore  he  had  suggested  it.  Mor- 
rel shook  his  head.  •'  I  saw  her  this 
morning,  and  bade  her  adieu." 

"  Have  you  no  particular  commands 
to  leave  with  me,  my  father?"  inquired 
Maximilian,  in  a  faltering  voice. 

"  Yes,  my  son,  and  a  sacred  com- 
mand."— "Say  it,  my  father." 

"  The  house  of  Thomson  &  French  is 
the  only  one  who,  from  humanit}',  or,  it 
ma^'  be,  selfishness — it  is  not  for  me  to 
read  men's  hearts — have  had  any.  pity  for 
me.  His  agent,  who  will  in  ten  minutes 
present  himself  to  receive  the  amount  of 
a  bill  of  287,500  francs,  I  will  not  say 
granted,  but  offered  me  three  months. 
Let  this  house  be  the  first  repaid,  my 
son,  and  respect  this  man." 

"  Father,  I  \vill,"  said  Maximilian. 

"And  now,  once  more,  adieu,"  said 
Morrel.  "  Go,  leave  me ;  I  would  be 
alone.  You  will  find  m\'  will  in  the  sec- 
retaire in  ni}'  bedroom." 

The  3'oung  man  remained  standing  and 
motionless,  having  but  the  force  of  will 
and  not  the  power  of  execution. 

"Hear  me,  Maximilian,"  said  his  father. 
"Suppose  I  was  a  soldier  like  3'ou,  and 
ordei-ed  to  carry  a  certain  redoubt,  and 
3'ou  knew  I  nuist  be  killed  in  the  assault, 
would  you  not  say  to  me.  as  you  said  just 
now%  'Go,  father:  for  you  are  dishonor- 
ed by  delay,  and  death  is  prefei-able  to 
shame  !  '  '* 

"Yes,  yes!"  said  the  young  man, 
"  yes  :  "  and  once  again  embracing  his 
father  with  convulsive  pressure,  he  saiii. 
"  Be  it  so,  my  father." 

And  he  rushed  out  of  the  cabliu;. 
When  his  son  had  left  him.  Mori-el  re- 
mained an  instant  standing  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  door ;  then  puttmg  forth  his 
arm.  he  pulled  the  bell.  After  a  moment's 
interval.  Codes  appeared. 

It  was  no  longer  the  same  man— the 
fearful  convictions  of  the  three  last  days 
had    crushed    him.      This    thought— the 
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house  of  Morrel  is  about  to  stop  paj^- 
ment — bent  him  to  the  earth  more  than 
twenty  years  would  otherwise  have  done. 

"  M}'-  worthy  Codes,"  said  Morrel,  in 
a  tone  impossible  to  describe,  "  do  ,you 
remain  in  the  antechamber.  When  the 
gentleman  who  came  three  months  ago 
— the  agent  of  the  house  of  Thomson  & 
French — arrives,  announce  his  arrival  to 
me."  Codes  made  no  reply  ;  he  made  a 
sign  with  his  head,  went  into  the  ante- 
room, and  seated  himself.  Morrel  fell 
back  in  his  chair,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
clock:  there  were  seven  minutes  left,  that 
was  all.  The  hand  moved  on  with  in- 
credible rapidity ;  it  seemed  to  him  as  if 
he  saw  it  progress. 

What  .then  passed,  at  this  final  moment 
of  time,  in  the  mind  of  this  man,  who,  still 
young,  b^^  a  course  of  reasoning,  false,  per- 
haps, but  at  least  specious,  was  about  to 
separate  himself  from  all  he  loved  in  the 
world,  and  quit  life,  wiiich  possessed  for 
him  all  domestic  delights,  it  is  impossible 
to  express.  To  form  the  slightest  idea  of 
his  feelings,  he  must  have  been  seen  with 
his  brow  bathed  in  perspiratien,  yet  re- 
signed ;  his  eyes  moistened  with  tears, 
and  yet  raised  to  Heaven.  The  clock  hand 
moved  on ;  the  pistols  were  cocked  ;  he 
stretched  forth  his  hand,  took  one  up,  and 
murmured  his  daughter's  name.  Then  he 
laid  down  the  mortal  weapon,  took  up  his 
pen,  and  wrote  a  few  words.  It  seemed 
to  him  as  if  he  had  not  taken  a  sufficient 
farewell  of  his  beloved  daughter.  Then 
he  turned  again  to  the  clock:  he  no  longer 
counted  by  minutes,  but  by  seconds.  He 
took  up  the  deadly'  weapon  again,  liis 
mouth  half-opened  and  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  clock,  and  then  shuddered  at  tlie  dick 
of  the  trigger  as  he  cocked  the  pistol. 
At  this  moment  of  mortal  agonj',  a  damp 
colder  than  death  passed  over  his  brow, 
an  agony  stronger  than  death  clutched 
at  his  heart-strings.  Ho  lieard  the  door 
of  the  staircase  creak  on  its  hinges— the 
clock  gave  its  warnitig  to  striken  eleven — 
the  door  of  his  cabinet  opened  ;  Morrel 
did  not  turn  round — he  expected  these 
words  of  Codes,  **  The  agent  of  Thomson 
&  French;" 

He  placed  the  muzzle  of  the  ])istol  be- 


tween his  teeth.  Suddenly'  he  heard  a 
cry — it  was  his  daughter's  voice.  He 
turned  and  saw  Julie.  The  pistol  fell 
from  his  hands.  ''M\'^  father  !  "  cried  the 
3^oung  girl,  out  of  breath,  and  half  dead 
with  joy — "saved!  j-ou  are  saved!" 
And  she  threw  herself  into  his  arms, 
holding  in  her  extended  hand  a  red  net- 
ted silk  purse. 

"Saved!  my  child!"  said  Morrel; 
"  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes,  saved — saved  !  see,  see  !  "  said 
the  young  girl. 

Morrel  took  the  purse,  and  started  as 
he  did  so,  for  a  vague  remembrance  re- 
minded him  that  it  once  belonged  to  him- 
self. At  one  end  was  the  bill  for  the  287,- 
500  ivcxncs  receipted,  and  at  the  other  was 
a  diamond  as  large  as  a  hazel-nut,  with 
these  words  on  a  small  slip  of  parchment: 
"Julie's  Dowry." 

Morrel  passed  his  hand  over  his  brow  : 
it  seemed  to  him  a  dream.  At  this  mo- 
ment the  dock  struck  eleven.  The  sound 
vibrated  as  if  each  stroke  of  the  hammer 
struck  on  Morrel's  heart.  "  Explain,  my 
child,"  he  said,  "explain — where  did  you 
find  this  purse  ?  " 

"In  a  house  in  the  Allees  de  Meillan, 
No.  15,  on  the  corner  of  a  mantelpiece  in 
a  small  room  on  the  fifth  floor." 

"  But,"  cried  Morrel,  "this  purse  is  not 
yours  !  "  Julie  handed  to  her  father  the 
letter  she  had  received  in  the  morning. 

"  And  did  you  go  alone  ?  "'  asked  Mor- 
rel, after  he  had  read  it. 

"Emmanuel  accompanied  me,  father. 
He  was  to  have  waited  for  me  at  tlie  cor- 
ner of  the  Rue  de  Musee,  but,  strange  to 
say,  he  was  not  there  when  I  returned." 

"  Monsieur  Morrel  !  "  exclaimed  a  voice 
on  the  stairs — "  Monsieur  Morrel  I  " 

"  It  is  his  voice  !  "  said  Julie.  At  this 
moment  Emmanuel  entered,  his  counle- 
nance  full  of  animation  and  joy.  "  The 
PJiaraon!  "  he  cried;  "the  Pharaonf 

"What!— what!  the  Ph anion !  Are 
you  mad.  Emmanu<'l  ?  You  know  the 
vessel  is  lost." — "The  Phavaon,  sir — they 
signal  the  Pharaon!  The  Pharaon  is  en- 
tering the  harbor  !  "  Morrel  fell  back  in 
Ids  chair,  his  st  rengt  h  was  failing  him  ;  liis 
understanding,  weakened  by  such  events, 
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refused  to  comprehend  such  incredible,  un- 
heard-of, fabulous  facts.  But  his  son  came 
in.  ''Father!"  cried  Maximilian,  "how 
could  you  say  the  Pharaon  was  lost  ?  The 
watch-tower  has  signaled  her,  and  they 
say  she  is  now  coming-  into  port." 

"My  dear  friends  !"  said  Morrel,  "if 
this  Avere  so,  it  must  be  a  miracle  of 
Heaven  !     Impossible  !  impossible  !  " 

But  what  was  real  and  not  less  incred- 
ible was  the  purse  he  held  in  his  hand,  the 
acceptance  receipted  —  the  splendid  dia- 
mond. 

"Ah!  sir,"  exclaimed  Codes,  "what 
can  it  mean  ? — the  Pharaon  ?  " 

"  Come,  my  dear,"  said  Morrel,  rising- 
from  his  seat,  "let  us  go  and  see,  and 
Heaven  have  pity  upon  us  if  it  be  false 
intelligence  !  "     They  all  went  out,  and  on 

»the  stairs  met  Madame  Morrel,  who  had 
been  afraid  to  go  up  into  the  cabinet.  In 
an  instant  they  were  at  the  Cannebiere. 
There  was  a  crowd  on  the  pier.  All  the 
crowd  gave  way  before  Morrel.  "The 
Pharaon!  the  Pharaon !''  said  every 
voice. 

And,  wonderful  to  say,  in  front  of  the 
tower  of  Saint-Jean,  was  a  ship  bearing 
on  her  stern  these  words,  printed  in  white 
letters,  "  The  Pharaon,  Morrel  &  Son,  of 
Marseilles."  It  was  precisely  resembling 
the  other  Pharaon,  and  loaded,  as  that 
liad  been,  with  cochineal  and  indigo.  It 
cast  anchor,  brailed  all  sails,  and  on  the 
deck  was  Cap!  ain  Gaumard  giving  orders, 
and  Maitre  Penelon  making  signals  to  M. 
Morrel.  To  doubt  any  longer  was  impos- 
sible ;  there  was  the  evidence  of  the 
senses,  and  ten  thousand  persons  who 
ci\me  to  corroborate  the  testimony".  As 
Morrel  and  his  son  embraced  on  the  pier- 
head, in  the  presence  and  applause  of  the 
whole  city  witnessing  this  prodigy,  a  man 
with  his  face  half-covered  by  a  black 
beard,  and  who,  concealed  behind  the 
sentry-box,  watched  the  scene  with  de- 
light, uttered  these  words  in  a  low  ton(% 
"  Be  happy,  noble  heart,  be  blessed  for  all 
the  good  thou  hast  done  and  wilt  do  here- 

I after,  and   let   my  gratitude  rest  in   the 
shade  with  your  kindness." 
And  with  a  smile  in  which  jov  and  hap- 


place,  and  without  being  observed,  de- 
scended one  of  those  flights  of  steps  which 
serve  for  debarkation,  and  hailing  three 
times,  shouted  "  Jacopo  !  Jacopo  !  Jaco- 
po  !  "  Then  a  shallop  came  to  shore,  look 
him  on  board,  and  conveyed  him  to  a 
3'acht  splendidly  fitted  up,  on  whose  deck 
he  sprung  with  the  activity  of  a  sailor  ; 
thence  he  once  again  looked  toward  Mor- 
rel, who,  weeping  with  303',  was  shaking 
hands  most  cordially  with  all  the  crowd 
around  him,  and  thanking  with  a  look  the 
unknown  benefactor  whom  he  seemed  to 
be  seeking  in  the  skies.  "And  now," 
said  the  unknown,  "  farewell  kindness, 
humanity",  and  gratitude  I  Farewell  to  all 
the  feelings  that  expand  the  heart!  I  have 
been  Heaven's  substitute  to  recompense 
the  good — now  the  god  of  vengeance  yields 
to  me  his  power  to  punish  the  wicked  !  " 
At  these  words  he  gave  a  signal,  and,  as 
if  onl}'^  awaiting  this  signal,  the  yacht  in- 
stanth'  put  out  to  sea. 


CHAPTER   XXXI. 

ITALY  :     SINBAD   THE   SAILOR. 

Toward  the  commencement  of  the  j'ear 
1838  two  3^oung  men  belonging  to  the  first 
societ3'  of  Paris,  the  Viscount  Albert  de 
Morcerf  and  the  Baron  Franz  d'Epinay. 
were  at  Florence.  They  had  agreed  to 
see  the  Carnival  at  Rome  that  year,  and 
that  Franz,  who  for  the  last  three  or 
four  years  had  inhabited  Ital^-,  should  act 
as  cicerone  to  Albert.  As  it  is  no  incon- 
siderable affair  to  spend  the  Carnival  at 
Rome,  especially  when  you  have  no  great 
desire^  to  sleep  on  the  Place  du  Peuple,  or 
the  Campo  Vaccino,  they  wrote  to  ^laitre 
Pastrini.  the  proprietor  of  the  Hotel  de 
Londres,  Place  d'Espngne,  to  reserve  com- 
fortable apartments  for  them.  ]\Iaitre 
Pastrini  replied  that  he  had  only  two 
rooms  and  a  cabinet  al  secondo  piano, 
whioli  he  offered  at  the  low  charge  of  a 
louis  per  diem.  They  accepted  his  offer: 
but  wishing  to  make  the  best  use  of  the 
time  that  was  left.  Albert  started  for 
Naples.  As  for  Franz,  he  remained  at 
Florence.  After  having  passed  several 
days  here,  when  lie  had  walked  in  the 
Eden  called  the  Casines.  when  he  had 
passed    two    or    three    evenings    at  the 
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houses  of  the  nobles  of  Florence,  he  took 
a  fancy  into  his  head,  after  having-  al- 
ready" visited  Corsica,  the  cradle  of  Bona- 
parte, to  visit  Elba,  the  halting-place  of 
Napoleon. 

One  evening-  he  loosened  a  bark  from 
the  iron  ring  that  secured  it  to  tlie  port 
of  Leghorn,  laid  himself  down,  wrapped 
in  his  cloak,  at  the  bottom,  and  said  to 
the  crew-  "  To  the  isle  of  Elba  !  "  The 
bark  shot  out  of  the  harbor  like  a  bird, 
and  the  next  morning  Franz  disembarked 
at  Porto  Ferrajo.  He  traversed  the 
island,  after  having  followed  the-  traces 
which  the  footsteps  of  the  giant  have  left, 
and  re-embarked  for  Marciana.  Two 
hours  after  he  again  landed  at  Pianosa, 
where  he  was  assured  red  partridges 
abounded.  The  sport  was  bad ;  Franz 
only  succeeded  in  killing  a  few  partridges, 
and,  like  every  unsuccessful  sportsman, 
he  returned  to  the  boat  very  much  out  of 
temper.  "Ah,  if  your  excellency  choose," 
said  the  captain,  "you  might  have  capi- 
tal sport."—"  Where  ?  " 

"Do  you  see  that  island  ?"  continued 
the  captain,  pointing  to  a  conical  pile  that 
"  rose  from  out  the  azure  main." 

"  Well !   Avhat  is  this  island  ?  " 

"  The  island  of  Monte-Cristo." 

"  But  I  have  no  permission  to  shoot 
over  this  island." 

"Your  excellency  does  not  require  a 
permission,  foi-  the  island  is  uninhabited." 

"Ah,  indeed!"  said  the  3'oung  man. 
"  A  desert  island  in  the  midst  of  the 
Mediterranean  must  be  a  curiosity." 

"  It  is  xary  natural ;  this  isle  is  a  mass 
of  rocks,  and  does  not  contain  an  acre  of 
land  capable  of  cultivation." 

"  To  whom  does  this  island  belong  ?  " 

"To  Tuscany." 

"  What  game  shall  I  find  there  ?  " 

"Thousands  of  wild  goats." 

"  Wlio  live  upon  the  stones,  I  suppose," 
said  Franz,  with  an  incredulous  smile. 

"No,  but  hy  browsing  the  shi'ubs  and 
trees  tliat  grow  out  of  the  crevices  of  the 
rocks." — "Where  can  I  sleep  ?  " 

"  On  shore,  in  the  grottoes,  or  on  board 
in  your  cloak  ;  besides,  if  your  excellency 
pleases,  we  can  leave  as  soon  as  the  chase 
is  finished — we  can  sail  as  well  bv  nic-ht 


as  by  day,  and  if  the  wind  drops  we  can 
use  our  oars." 

As  Franz  had  sufficient  time,  and  be- 
sides had  no  longer  his  apartments  at 
Pome  to  seek  after,  he  accepted  the 
proposition.  Upon  his  answer  in  the  af- 
firmative, the  sailors  exchanged  a  few 
words  together  in  a  low  tone.  "Well  !  " 
asked  he,  "what!  is  there  any  difficulty 
to  be  surmounted  ?  " — "No,"  replied  the 
captain,  "but  we  must  warn  your  excel- 
lency that  the  island  is  contumacious." 

"What  do  you  mean  ?  "— "  Tliat  Monte- 
Cristo,  although  uninhabited,  j-et  serves 
occasionally  as  a  refuge  for  the  smugglers 
and  pirates  who  come  from  Corsica,  Sar- 
dinia, and  Africa,  and  that  if  anything 
betrays  that  we  have  been  there,  we  shall 
have  to  perform  quarantine  for  six  days 
on  our  return  to  Leghorn." 

"  The  devil !  that  is  quite  another  thing  ; 
rather  a  long  time  too." 

"  But  who  will  say  your  excellency  has 
been  to  Monte-Cristo  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  shall  not,"  cried  Franz. 

"  Nor  I,  nor  I,"  chorused  the  sailors. 

"Then  steer  for  Monte-Cristo." 

The  captain  gave  his  orders,  the  helm 
was  put  up,  and  the  bark  was  soon  sail- 
ing in  the  direction  of  the  island.  Franz 
waited  until  all  was  finished,  and  when  the 
sail  was  filled,  and  the  four  sailors  had 
taken  their  places — three  forward,  and 
one  at  the  helm — Ik;  resumed  the  conver- 
sation. "  Gaetano."  said  he  to  the  cap- 
tain, "3'ou  tell  me  Monte-Cristo  serves  as 
a  refuge  for  pirates,  who  are,  it  seems  to 
me,  a  ver^'  dilferent  kind  of  game  from 
the  goats." 

"Yes,  your  excellency,  and  it  is  true," 

"  I  knew  there  were  smugglers,  but  I 
thought  that  since  the  capture  of  Algiers, 
and  the  destruction  of  the  regency,  pirates 
only  existed  in  the  romances  of  Cooper  and 
Captain  Marryat." 

"  Your  excellency  is  mistaken ;  there 
are  pirates,  like  the  bandits  who  were 
believed  to  have  been  exterminated  by 
Pope  Leo  XIL,  and  who  yet  every  day 
rob  travelers  at  the  gates  of  Rome.  Has 
not  your  (wcellency  lieard  that  the  French 
chartje  cVajfaires  was  robbed  six  months 
ago  within  five  hundred  paces  of  Velletri  ?" 
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"  Oh.  jes,  I  heard  that.*' — "  Well,  then, 
if,  like  us,  your  excellency  lived  at  Leg- 
horn, you  would  hear,  from  time  to  time, 
that  a  little  merchant  vessel,  or  an  En- 
o-lish  yacht  that  was  expected  at  Bastia, 
at  Porto  Ferrajo,  or  at  Civita  Vecchia, 
has  not  arrived  ;  no  one  knows  what  has 
become  of  it,  hut,  doubtless,  it  has  struck 
on  a  rock  and  foundered.  Now  this  rock 
it  has  met  has  been  a  long-  and  narrow 
boat,  manned  by  six  or  eig-ht  men,  who 
have  surprised  and  plundered  it,  some 
dark  and  stormy  night,  near  some  desert 
and  gloom}^  isle,  as  bandits  plunder  a  car- 
riage at  the  corner  of  a  wood." 

''But,"  asked  Franz,  who  lay  wrapped 
in  his  cloak  at  the  bottom  of  the  bark, 
''  why  do  not  those  who  have  been  plun- 
dered complain  to  the  French,  Sardinian, 
or  Tuscan  governments  ?  " 

"  Wh,y  ?  "  said  Gaetano,  with  a  smile. 

"Yes,  why  ?" — "Because,  in  the  first 
place,  they  transfer  from  the  vessel  to 
their  own  boat  whatever  they  think 
worth  taking,  then  they  bind  the  crew 
hand  and  foot,  they  attach  to  every  one's 
neck  a  four-and-twenty  pound  ball,  a 
large  hole  is  pierced  in  the  vessel's  bot- 
tom, and  then  they  leave  her.  At  the 
end  of  ten  minutes  the  vessel  begins  to 
roll,  labor,  and  then  sink  ;  then  one  of  the 
sides  plunges  and  then  the  other  ;  it  rises 
and  sinks  ag-ain ;  suddenl3'  a  noise  like  the 
report  of  a  cannon  is  heard — it  is  the  air 
blowing  up  the  deck ;  soon  the  water 
rushes  out  of  the  scupper-holes  like  a 
whale  spouting,  tlie  vessel  gives  a  last 
groan,  spins  round  and  round,  and  dis- 
appears, forming  a  vast  whirlpool  in  the 
ocean,  and  then  all  is  over ;  so  that  in  five 
inituites  nothing  but  the  eye  of  God  can 
see  the  vessel  where  she  lies  at  tlie  bottom 
of  the  sea.  Do  you  understand  now," 
said  the  captain,  "  why  no  complaints  are 
made  to  the  government,  and  why  the 
vessel  does  not  arrive  at  the  port?  " 

It  is  probable  that  if  Gaetano  had  rt>- 
latod  this  previous  to  proposing  the  (>xpe- 
dition,  Franz  would  have  h(>silat(>d  ere  he 
accepted  it,  but  now  that  they  had  started 
he  thought  it  would  he  cowardly  to  draw 
back.  He  was  one  of  thost>  uu>n  who  do 
not.   i-ashly   court    danger,   bnl    if  ihnigtM- 


presents  itself,  combat  it  with  the  most 
unalterable  sang  froid — he  was  one  of 
those  calm  and  resolute  men  who  look 
upon  a  danger  as  an  adversary  in  a  duel, 
who,  calculating-  his  movements,  study  his 
attacks  ;  who  retreat  sufficiently  to  take 
breath,  hut  not  to  appear  cowardly  ;  who, 
understanding-  all  their  advantag-es,  kill 
at  a  single  blow.  "Bah  I''  said  he,  "I 
have  traveled  through  Sicily  and  Calabria 
— I  have  sailed  tw^o  months  in  the  Archi- 
pelago, and  yet  I  never  saw  even  the 
shadow  of  a  handit  or  a  pirate." 

"  I  did  not  tell  your  excellency  this  to 
deter  you  from  your  project,"  replied 
Gaetano,  "but  you  questioned  me,  and 
I  have  answered  :  that's  all." 

"  Yes,  and  your  conversation  is  most 
interesting ;  and  as  I  wish  to  enjo}'  it  as 
long  as  possible,  steer  for  Monte-Cristo." 

The  wind  blew  strongly,  the  bark  sailed 
six  or  seven  knots  an  hour,  and  they  were 
rapidly  reaching  the  end  of  their  voyage. 
As  they  approached  the  isle  became  larger, 
and  the^'  could  already  distinguish  the 
rocks  heaped  on  one  another,  like  bullets 
in  an  arsenal,  in  w^hose  crevices  t\\ej  could 
see  the  green  bushes  and  trees  that  were 
growing.  As  for  the  sailors,  although 
they  appeared  perfectly  tranquil,  yet  it 
was  evident  that  they  were  on  the  alert, 
and  that  they  carefully  watched  the  glassy 
surface  over  which  they  v\ere  sailing,  and 
on  which  a  few  fishing-boats,  with  their 
white  sails,  Avere  alone  visible.  They  were 
within  fifteen  miles  of  Monte-Cristo  when 
the  sun  began  to  set  behind  Corsica,  whose 
mountains  appeared  ag-ainst  the  sky.  and 
showing  their  rug-ged  peaks  in  bold  relief: 
this  mass  of  stones,  like  the  giant  Adam- 
astor,  rose  threateningly  before  the  bark, 
from  which  it  shaded  the  sun  that  gilthHl 
its  lower  parts.  By  degrees  the  shallow 
rose  from  the  sea,  and  seeraeil  to  drive 
before  it  the  last  rays  of  the  expiring  day; 
at  last  the  refiection  rested  on  the  sum- 
mit of  the  mountain,  where  it  paused  an 
instant,  likt' the  fiery  crest  of  a  volcano, 
then  the  sliadow  gradually  covoix'd  the 
summit  as  it  had  covered  the  base,  and 
the  isle  now  only  appeared  to  be  a  gray 
uKMUitain  that  grew  contitmally  darker: 
in  half  an  liour  the  nigrht  was  quite  dark. 
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Fortunately  the  mariners  were  used  to 
these  latitudes,  and  knew  everj^  rock  in 
the  Tuscan  Archipelag-o  ;  for  in  the  midst 
of  this  obscurity  Franz  was  not  witliout 
uneasiness — Corsica  had  long"  since  disap- 
peared, and  Monte-Cristo  itself  was  in- 
visible ;  but  the  sailors  seemed,  like  the 
l3-nx,  to  see  in  the  dark,  and  the  pilot  who 
steered  did  not  evince  the  sligrhtest  hesi- 
tation. An  hour  had  passed  since  the  sun 
had  set,  when  Franz  fancied  he  saw,  at  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  to  the  left,  a  dark  mass, 
but  it  was  impossible  to  make  out  what  it 
was,  and  fearing-  to  excite  the  mirth  of 
the  sailors,  b^'  mistaking-  a  floating  cloud 
for  land,  he  remained  silent  ;  suddenly'  a 
great  light  appeared  on  the  strand  ;  land 
mig-ht  resemble  a  cloud,  but  the  fii'e  was 
not  a  meteor.  "  What  is  this  lig-ht  ?  " 
asked  he. — "Silence!"  said  the  captain; 
"  it  is  a  fire." 

"But  you  told  me  the  isle  was  unin- 
habited ?  " 

"I  said  there  were  no  fixed  habitations 
on.it,  but  I  said  also  that  it  served  some- 
times as  a  harbor  for  smug-glers." 

"  And  for  pirates  ?  " 

'•'And  for  pirates,"  returned  Gaetano, 
repeating-  Franz's  words.  '"'  It  is  for  that 
reason  I  have  given  orders  to  pass  the 
isle,  for,  as  j^ousee,  the  fire  is  behind  us." 

"  But  this  fire  ?  "  contiimed  Franz.  "  It 
seems  to  me  rather  to  assure  than  alarm 
us :  men  who  did  not  wish  to  be  seen 
would  not  light  a  fire." — "Oh,  that  g-oes 
for  nothing-,"  said  Gaetano.  "If  j'ou  can 
g-uess  the  position  of  the  isle  in  the  dark- 
ness, 3'ou  will  see  that  the  fire  cannot  be 
seen  from  the  side,  or  fi-om  Pianoso,  but 
only  from  the  sea." 

"  You  1-hink,  then,  that  this  firo  an- 
nounces unwelcome  neig-hboi-s  ?  " 

"That  is  what  wo  must  ascertain,"  re- 
tui-ned  Gaetano,  fixing  his  eyes  on  this 
terrestrial  star. 

"How  can  yow  ascertain?" — "You 
shall  see."  Gaetano  consulted  with  his 
companions,  and  after  five  minutes'  dis- 
cussion a  maneuver  was  executed  which 
caused  the  vessel  to  tack  about,  they  re- 
turned the  way  they  liad  come,  and  in  a 
few  minujes  th(^  fire  disa))|)eared,  hidden 
by  a   rise   in  the  land.     The  pilot   again 


changed  the  course  of  the  little  bark, 
which  rapidly  approached  the  isle,  and 
was  soon  within  fifty  paces  of  it.  Gaetano 
lowered  the  sail,  and  the  bark  remained 
stationar}''.  All  this  was  done  in  silence, 
and  since  their  course  had  been  changed 
not  a  word  was  spoken. 

Gaetano,  who  had  proposed  the  expedi- 
tion, had  taken  all  the  responsibility  on 
himself ;  the  four  sailors  fixed  their  eyes 
on  him,  while  they  prepared  their  oars 
and  held  themselves  in  readiness  to  row 
away,  which,  thanks  to  the  darkness, 
would  not  be  difficult.  As  for  Franz,  he 
examined  his  arms  with  the  utmost  cool- 
ness ;  he  had  two  double-barreled  guns 
and  a  rifle  ;  he  loaded  them,  looked  at  the 
locks,  and  waited  quietl^y.  During  this 
time  the  captain  had  thrown  off  his  vest 
and  shirt,  and  secured  his  trousers  round 
his  waist;  his  feet  were  naked,  so  he  had 
no  shoes  and  stockings  to  take  off;  after 
these  preparations  he  placed  his  finger  on 
his  lips,  and  lowering-  himself  noiselessl.y 
into  the  sea,  swam  toward  the  shore  with 
such  precaution  that  it  was  impossible  to 
hear  the  slightest  sound  ;  he  could  only 
be  traced  by  the  phosphorescent  line  in. 
his  wake.  This  track  soon  disappeared  ; 
it  was  evident  that  he  had  touched  the  I 
shore.  Every  one  on  board  remained 
motionless  during  half  an  hour,  when  the 
same  luminous  track  was  again  observed, 
and  in  two  strokes  he  had  regained  the 
bark.  "Well  !  "  exclaimed  Franz  and  the 
sailors  all  together. 

"They  are  Spanish  smugglers,"  said 
he;  "  they  have  with  them  two  Corsican 
bandits." 

"And  wliat  are  these  Corsican  bandits 
doing  here  with  Spanish  smugglers  ?  " 

"Alas  !"  returned  the  captain,  with  an 
accent  of  the  most  profound  pity,  "we 
ought  alwaj's  to  help  one  another.  Very 
often  the  bandits  areliard  pressed  by  gen- 
darmes or  carabineers;  well,  they  see  a 
l);ii-k,  and  good  fellows  like  us  on  board, 
they  come  and  demand  hospitality  of  us; 
you  can't  refuse  help  lo  a  poor  hunted 
devil ;  we  receive  them,  and  for  greater 
security  we  stand  out  to  sea.  This  costs 
us  notliing,  and  saves  the  life,  or  at  least 
tlie   lil>erty,  of  a  fellow-creature,  who  on 
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tho  first  occasion  returns  the  service  by 
pointing"  out  some  safe  spot  where  we  can 
land  our  g-oods  without  interruption." 

"Ah  !  "  said  Franz,  "  then  you  are  a 
smuirg"ler  occasionalls',  Gaetano  ?  " 

"Your  excellency,  we  must  live  some- 
how," returned  the  other,  smiling-  in  a 
wa3''  impossible  to  describe. 

"  Then  3'ou  know  the  men  Avho  are  now 
on  Monte-Cristo  ?  " — "  Oh,  yes,  we  sailors 
are  like  freemasons,  and  recog^nize  each 
other  by  sigms." 

"And  do  you  think  we  have  nothing-  to 
fear  if  we  land  ?"  — "Nothing-  at  all! 
smug-g-lers   are   not  thieves." 

"But  these  two  Corsican  bandits?" 
said  Franz,  calculating-  the  chances  of 
peril. — "It  is  not  their  faults  that  the^^ 
are  bandits,  but  that  of  the  authorities." 

"  How  so?  '" — "Because  they  are  pur- 
sued for  having-  made  apea?t,  as  if  it  was 
not  in  a  Corsican's  nature  to  reveng-e  him- 
self." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  having-  made 
a  pean  ? — having-  assassinated  a  man  ?  " 
said  Franz,  continuing-  his  investig-ation. 

"  I  mean  that  they  have  killed  an  en- 
emy, which  is  a  ver^^  different  thing:,"  I'e- 
turned  the  captain. 

"Well,"  said  the  .young-  man,  "let  us 
demand  hospitality  of  these  smug-glers 
and  bandits.  Do  you  think  they  will  g-rant 
it?"— "Without  doubt." 

"How  many  are  they  ?  " 

"Four,  and  the  two  bandits  make  six." 

"  Just  our  number,  so  that  if  thej'  prove 
troublesome,  we  shall  be  able  to  check 
them  ;  so,  for  the  last  time,  steer  to  Mon- 
te-Cristo." 

"  Yes,  but  your  excellency  will  permit 
us  to  take  all  due  precautions." 

"By  all  means,  be  as  wist^  as  Nestor 
and  as  prudent  as  Ulysses;  I  do  more 
th;ui   permit,    I    exhort   you." 

"  Silence  then  !  "  said  Gaetano. 

Every  one  obeyed.  For  a  man  who,  like 
Franz,  viewed  its  position  in  its  true  lig-ht, 
it  was  a  g-rave  one.  He  was  alone  in  the 
(hirkness  with  sailors  whom  he  did  not 
know,  and  who  had  no  reason  to  be  de- 
voted to  him  ;  who  know  that  he  had  in 
his  belt  st'veral  tliousand  francs,  and  who 
had  often  examined  his  arms,  which  were 


very  beautiful,  if  not  with  envy,  at  least 
with  curiosity.  On  the  other  hand,  he 
was  about  to  land,  without  any  other  es- 
cort than  these  men,  on  an  island  whose 
name  was  relig-ious,  but  which  did  not 
seem  to  Franz  likely  to  afford  him  much 
]iospitalit\%  thanks  to  the  smug-glers  and 
bandits.  The  history  of  the  scuttled  ves- 
sels, which  had  appeared  improbable  dur- 
ing- the  day,  seemed  very  probable  at 
nig-ht  ;  placed  as  he  was  between  two 
imaginary  dangers,  he  did  not  quit  the 
crew  with  his  e3'es,  or  his  gun  with  his 
hand.  However,  the  sailors  had  again 
hoisted  the  sail,  and  the  vessel  was  once 
more  cleaving  the  waves.  Through  the 
darkness  Franz,  whose  ej^es  were  now 
more  accustomed  to  it,  distinguished  the 
granite  giant  by  which  the  bark  was  sail- 
ing, and  tlien,  turning  an  angle  of  the 
rock,  he  saw  the  fire  more  brilliant  than 
ever,  round  which  five  or  six  persons  were 
seated.  The  blaze  illumined  the  sea  for  a 
hundred  paces  round.  Gaetano  skii-ted 
•the  light,  carefuUj^  keeping  the  bark  out 
of  its  rays;  then,  when  they  were  oppo- 
site the  fire,  he  entered  into  the  center  of 
the  circle,  singing  a  fishing  song,  of  which 
his  companions  sung  the  chorus.  At  the 
first  words  of  the  song,  the  men  seated 
round  the  fire  rose  and  approached  the 
landing  place,  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  bark, 
of  which  they  evidently  sought  to  judge 
the  force  and  divine  the  intention,  Tliey 
soon  appeared  satisfied  and  returned  (with 
the  exception  of  one,  who  remained  at  the 
shore)  to  tlieir  fire,  at  which  a  whole  goat 
was  roasting.  When  the  bark  was  within 
twenty  paces  of  the  shore,  the  man  on  the 
beach  made  with  his  carbine  tho  move- 
ment of  a  sentinel  who  sees  a  patrol,  and 
cried,  "Who  goes  there  ?  "  in  Sardinian. 
Franz  coolly  cocked  both  barrels.  Gae- 
tano then  exchanged  a  few  words  with  this 
man,  which  the  traveler  did  not  under- 
stand, but  which  evidently  concerned  him. 
"Will  your  excellency  give  your  name,  or 
remain  incoijnito  f'  asked  the  captain. 

"  Mv  name  must  rest  unknown — moi'clv 
say  lam  a  Frenchman  traveling  for  pleas- 
ure," As  soon  as  Gaetano  had  transmit- 
ted this  answer,  t  he  sent  inel  gave  an  onler 
to  one  of  the   men  seated  round  the  fire, 
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Avho  rose  and  disappeared  among'  the 
rocks.  Not  a  word  was  spoken,  every 
one  seemed  occupied,  Franz  witli  his  dis- 
embarkment,  the  sailors  with  their  sails, 
the  smug-^iers  with  their  goat ;  but  in 
the  midst  of  all  this  carelessness  it  was 
evident  that  tliey  mutually  observed  each 
other.  The  man  wlio  liad  disappeared  re- 
turned suddenly,  on  the  opposite  side  to 
that  by  which  he  had  left ;  he  made  a  sign 
with  his  head  to  the  sentinel,  who,  turn- 
ing- to  the  bark,  uttered  these  words, 
"  S'accomodi."  The  Itahan  s'accomodi 
is  untranslatable ;  it  means  at  once, 
*"  Come,  enter,  you  are  welcome;  make 
yourself  at  home;  you  are  the  master.'' 
It  is  like  that  Turkish  phrase  of  Moliere's 
that  so  astonished  le  bourgeois  gentil- 
homme  by  the  number  of  things  it  con- 
tained. The  sailors  did  not  wait  for  a 
second  invitation  ;  four  strokes  of  the  oar 
brought  them  to  the  land;  Gaelaiio 
sprang  to  shore,  exchanged  a  few  words 
with  the  sentinel,  then  his  comrades  de- 
scended, and  lastly  came  Franz's  turn. 
One  of  his  guns  was  swung  over  liis  shoul- 
der, Gaetano  had  the  other,  and  a  sailor 
held  his  rifle;  his  dress,  lialf  artist,  half 
dandy,  did  not  excite  any  suspicion,  and, 
consequently,  no  disquietude.  The  bark 
was  moored  to  the  shore,  and  they  ad- 
vanced a  few  paces  to  find  a  comfortable 
bivouac ;  but,  doubtless,  the  spot  they 
chose  did  not  suit  the  smuggler  who  filled 
the  post  of  sentinel,  for  he  cried  out,  "Not 
that  way,  if  you  please." 

Gaetano  faltered  an  excuse,  and  ad- 
vanced to  the  opposite  side,  while  two 
saih)rs  kindled  torches  at  the  fh*e  to  light 
them  on  their  way.  Tliey  advanced  about 
thirty  paces,  and  tlien  stopped  at  a  small 
esphinadf,  surrounded  with  rocks,  in 
which  seats  liad  l)ccn  cut,  not  unUke  sen- 
try-boxes. Around  in  the  crevices  of  the 
rocks  grew  a  few  dwarf  oaks  and  thick 
bushes  of  myrtles.  Franz  lowered  a  torch, 
and  saw,  by  the  light  of  a  mass  of  cinders, 
that  he  was  not  the  first  to  discover  this 
retreat,  which  was,  doubtless,  one  of  the 
halting-places  of  the  wandering  visitors  of 
Monte-Cristo.  As  for  his  anticipation  of 
events,  ^once  on  terra  firma,  once  that  he 
had    seen  the  indifferent,  if  not  friendly, 


appearance  of  his  hosts,  his  pre-occupation 
had  disappeared,  or  rather,  at  sight  of  the 
goat,  had  tujiied  to  appetite.  He  men- 
tioned this  to  Gaetano,  who  replied  that 
nothing  could  be  more  easj^  than  to  pre- 
pare a  supper  when  they  had  in  their  boat 
bread,  wine,  half  a  dozen  partridges,  and 
a  good  fire  to  roast  them  by.  "  Besides,'* 
added  he,  "  if  the  smell  of  their  roast  meat 
tempts  you,  I  will  go  and  otter  them  two 
of  our  birds  for  a  slice." 

"You  seem  born  for  negotiation,"  re- 
turned Franz  ;   "go  and  try." 

During  this  time  the  sailors  had  collected 
diied  sticks  and  branches,  with  which  they 
made  a  fire.  Franz  waited  impatiently^ 
smelling  the  odor  of  the  goat,  when  the 
captain  returned  with  a  mysterious  air. — 
"Well,"  said  Franz,  •' anj'thing  new? — 
do  the^'  refuse?" — "On  the  contrary," 
returned  Gaetano,  "the  chief,  who  was 
told  you  were  a  young"  Frenchman,  invites 
you  to  sup  with  him." 

"  Well,"  observed  Franz,  "this  chief  is 
verj'  polite,  and  I  see  no  objection — the 
more  so  as  I  bring  ni}^  share  of  the  sup- 
per."— "  Oh,  it  is  not  that — he  has  plenty, 
and  to  spare,  for  supper  ;  but  he  attaches 
a  singular  condition  to  your  pi-esentation 
at  his  house." 

"His  house  !  has  he  built  one  here, then  ?' 

"No,  but  he  has  a  very  comfortable 
one,  all  the  same,  so  the^^  sa^-." 

"You  know  this  chief,  then?" — "I 
have  heard  talk  of  him." 

"Hi  or  well?"— "Both." 

"The  devil!  —  and  what  is  this  condi- 
tion ?  " 

"That  you  are  blindfolded,  and  do  not 
take  oir  the  bandage  until  he  liim.self  bids 
you."  Franz  looked  at  Gaetano,  to  see,  if 
possible,  what  he  thought  of  this  proposal. 

"Ah,"  replied  he,  guessing  Franz's 
thought,  "I  know  this  mei'ils  reflection." 

"  What  should  you  do  in  my  place  ?  " 

"I,  who  have  nothing  to  lose,  I  shoulil 

SO." 

"  You  would  accept  ?  " — "  Yes,  were  ii 
only  out  of  curiosity." 

"  There  is  something  very  curious  about 
this  chief,  then  ?  " 

"Listen,"  said  Gaetano,  lowering  his 
voice,  "  I  do  not  know  if  what  they  say  is 
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true "  He  stopped  to  look  if  an,y  one  was 

near. — "  What  do  they  say  ?  " 

"■  That  this  chiel"  inhabits  a  cavern  to 
which  the  Pitti  Palace  is  nothing-/' 

■'What  nonsense  !  "  said  Franz,  reseat- 
ing- himself. 

''It  is  no  nonsense;  it  is  quite  true. 
Caina,  the  pilot  of  the  Saint  Ferdinand, 
went  in  once,  and  he  came  back  amazed, 
vowing"  that  such  treasures  were  only  to 
be  heard  of  in  fairy  tales." — "Do  you 
know,"  observed  Franz,  "that  with  such 
stories  you  would  make  me  enter  the  en- 
chanted cavern  of  Ali  Ba  ba  ? ' ' 

"I  tell  you  what  I  have  been  told." 

"  Then  you  advise  me  to  accept  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  don't  sa.y  that;  your  excellency 
will  do  as  you  please  ;  I  should  be  sorry  to 
advise  you  in  the  matter."  Franz  re- 
flected a  few  moments,  felt  that  a  man  so 
rich  could  not  have  any  intention  of  plun- 
dering- him  of  what  little  he  had,  and  see- 
ing only  the  prospect  of  a  g-ood  supper,  he 
accepted.  Gaetano  departed  with  the  re- 
ply. Franz  was  prudent,  and  wished  to 
learn  all  he  possibly  could  concerning-  his 
host.  He  turned  toward  the  sailor,  who, 
during-  this  dialog-ue,  had  sat  gravely 
plucking-  the  partridges  with  the  air  of  a 
man  proud  of  his  office,  and  asked  him  how 
these  men  had  landed,  as  no  vessel  of  any 
kind  was  visible. 

"  Never  mind  that,"  returned  the  sailor, 
"  I  know  their  vessel." 

"  Is  it  a  very  beautiful  vessel  ?  " 

"I  would  not  wish  for  a  better  to  sail 
round  the  world." 

"  Of  what  burden  is  she  ?  "— "  About  a 
liundred  tons;  but  she  is  built  to  stand 
any  weather.  She  is  what  the  Eng-lish 
call  a  yacht." 

"  Where  was  she  built  ?  " 

'*  I  know  not ;  but  my  own  opinion  is 
she  is  a.  Genoese." 

"And  how  did  a  leader  of  smug-glers," 
contituied  Franz,  ''  venture  to  build  a  ves- 
sel designed  for  such  a  purpose  at  Genoa  ?" 

''  1  did  not  say  that  the  owner  was  a 
smuggler,"  replied  the  sailor. 

*'  No  :  but  Gaetano  did,  I  thought." 

*'  Gaetano  had  only  seen  the  vessel  from 
a  distance,  he  had  not  then  spoken  to  any 
one." 


"  And  if  this  person  be  not  a  smuggler, 
who  is  he?" — '"A  wealthy  sig-qor,  who 
t  ravels  for  his  pie;; sure  " 

"  Come,"  thoug-ht  Franz,  "'  he  is  still 
more  m3'Sterious,  since  the  two  accounts 
do  not  ag-ree." — "What  is  the  name  ?  " 

'•  If  you  ask  him  he  says  Sinbad  the 
Sailor ;  but  I  doubt  its  being-  his  real 
name." 

"  Sinbad  the  Sailor  ?  "— '•  Yes." 

"And  where  does  he  reside?  "  —  '-On 
the  sea." 

"  What  country  does  he  come  from  ?  " 
— •'  I  do  not  know." 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  him  ?  " — •'-  Some- 
times." 

•'•  What  sort  of  a  man  is  he  ?  " — "  Your 
excellency  will  judge  for  yourself." 

'•  Where  will  he  receive  me  ?  " 

"No  doubt  in  the  subterranean  palace 
Gaetano  told  30U  of." 

"Have  you  never  had  the  curiosity, 
when  you  have  landed  and  found  this 
island  deserted,  to  seek  for  this  enchanted 
palace  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  more  than  once,  but  always 
in  vain;  we  examined  the  g-rotto  all  over, 
but  we  never  could  find  the  slig-htest  trace 
of  any  opening- ;  the}"  say  that  the  door  is 
not  opened  by  a  key,  but  a  mag-ic  word." 

"  Decidedly,"  muttered  Franz,  "this  is 
an  adventure  of  the  Arabian  Nig-hts." 

"' His  excellency  waits  for  you, "said  a 
voice,  which  he  recognized  as  that  of  the 
sentinel.  He  was  accompanied  by  two  of 
the  yacht's  crew.  Franz  di-ew  his  hand- 
kerchief from  his  pocket,  and  presented  it 
to  the  man  who  had  spoken  to  him.  With- 
out uttering  a  word,  they  bandaged  his 
eyes  with  a  care  that  showed  tlieir  appre- 
hensions of  his  committing  some  indiscre- 
tion. Afterward  he  was  made  to  promise 
he  would  not  make  the  least  attempt  to 
raise  the  bandage.  He  promised.  Then 
his  two  guides  took  his  arms,  and  he  ad- 
vanced, guided  by  them,  and  preceded  by 
the  sentinel.  After  advancing  about 
thirty  paces,  he  smelt  the  appetizing  odor 
of  the  kid  that  was  roasting,  antl  knew 
thus  that  he  was  passing-  the  bivouac  : 
Ihey  then  led  him  on  about  fifty  paces 
farther,  evidi<ntly  advancing  towani  the 
shore,  where  they  would  not  aUow  Gae- 
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tano  to  penetrate — a  refusal  he  could  now 
comprehend.  Presently,  bj'  a  change  in 
the  atmosphere,  iic  comprehended  that 
the3"  were  enteriiii^  a  cave ;  after  going* 
on  for  a  few  seconds  more  he  heard  a 
crackling,  and  it  seemed  to  him  as  though 
the  atmosphere  again  changed,  and  be- 
came balmj'"  and  pei-fumed.  At  length 
his  I'eet  touched  on  a  thick  and  soft  car- 
pet, and  his  guides  let  go  their  hold  of 
him.  There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and 
then  a  voice,  in  excellent  French,  although 
with  a  foreign  accent,  said  :  "Welcome, 
sir,  I  beg  you  will  remove  your  bandage." 
It  may  be  supposed,  then,  Franz  did  not 
wait  for  a  repetition  of  this  permission, 
but  took  off  the  handkerchief,  and  found 
himself  in  the  presence  of  a  man,  from 
thirty-eight  to  fort}'^  j^ears  of  age,  dressed 
in  a  Tunisian  costume — that  is  to  sa3%  a 
red  cap  with  a  long  blue  silk  tassel,  a  vost 
of  black  clotli  embroidered  with  gold,  pan- 
taloons of  deep  red,  large  and  full  gaiters 
of  the  same  color,  embroidered  with  gold, 
like  the  vest,  and  yellow  slippers;  he  had 
a  splendid  cachemire  round  his  waist,  and 
a  small  sharp  and  crooked  cangiar  was 
passed  through  his  girdle.  Although  of  a 
paleness  that  was  almost  livid,  this  man 
had  a  remarkabh'  handsome  face ;  his 
eyes  were  penetrating  and  sparkling :  a 
nose,  quite  straight  and  proj-cling  direct 
from  the  brow,  gave  out  the  Greek  type 
in  all  its  purit}'',  while  his  teeth,  as  white 
as  pearls,  were  set  off  to  admiration  by 
the  black  mustache  that  encircled  them. 

This  pallor  was  so  peculiar,  that  it 
seemed  as  though  it  were  that  which 
would  be  exhiliited  b}''  a  man  who  had 
been  inclosed  for  a  long  time  in  a  tomb, 
and  who  was  unable  to  resume  the  healthy 
glow  and  hue  of  the  living.  He  was  not 
particularly  tall,  but  extremel3'  well  made, 
and,  like  the  men  of  the  south,  had  small 
hands  and  feet.  But  what  astonished 
Franz,  who  had  treated  Gaotano's  de- 
scription as  a  fable,  was  th(^  splendor  of 
the  apartment  in  which  he  found  himself. 
The  entire  chamber  was  lined  with  crim- 
son brocade,  worked  with  llowers  of  gold. 
In  a  recess  was  a  kind  of  divan,  sur- 
mounted with  a  stand  of  Aral)ian  swords 
in  silver  scabbards,  and  the  handles  re- 


splendent with   gems ;    from   the   ceiling 
hung  a  lamp  of  Venice  glass,  of  beautiful 
shape  and  color,  while  the  feet  rested  on  a 
Turkey  carpet,  in  which  they  sunk  to  tht* 
instep  ;  tapestry  hung  before  the  door  by 
which  Franz  had  entered,  and  also  in  front 
of   another  door,  leading  into   a   second 
apartment,  which  seemed  to  be  brilliantly 
lighted  up.     The  host  gave  Franz  time  for 
his  surprise,  and,  moreover,  rendered  him 
look  for  look,  not  even  taking  his  eyes  oiF 
him.     '"Sir,"'  he  said,  after  some  pause, 
"  n,  thousand  excuses  for  the  precaution 
taken  in  j-our  introduction  hither  ;  but  as, 
during  the  greater  portion  of  the  year, 
this  island  is  deserted,  if  the  secret  of  this 
abode  were  discovered,  I  should,  doubtless, 
find  on  mj'  return  nw  temnorai-y  retire- 
ment in  a  state  of  great  disorder,  which 
would  be   exceedingly  annoying,  not   for 
the  loss  it  occasioned  me,  but  bec:iuse  I 
should  not  have  the  certainty  I  now  pos- 
sess of  separating  myself  from  all  the  resti 
of  mankind  at  pleasure.     Let  me  now^  en- 
deavor to  make  you  forget  this   tempo-; 
rary  unpleasantness,  and  offer  you  what 
no  doubt  you  did  not  expect  to  find  here — I 
that   is  to   say,  a  tolerable   supper   and^ 
prettA'^    comfortable    beds." — "21a   foifi 
my  dear  sir,"   replied  Franz,  "make  na] 
apologies.     I  have  always  observed  that  I 
they  bandage  people's  eyes  who  penetrate^ 
enchanted  palaces,  for  instance,  those  of] 
Raoul   in    the   Huguenots,    and   renlly    I| 
have  nothing  to  complain  of,    for  what 
I  see  is  a  sequel  to  tlie  wonders  of   the 
Arabian  Nights." 

'•Alas!  I  may  say  witli  Luciillus,  if  I' 
could  have  anticipated  the  honor  of  yonrJ 
visit,  I  would   have  prepared   for  it.     But] 
such  as  is  my  hermitage,  it,  is  at  yourdis- 
))osal  :  such  as  is  my  supper,  it  is  yoursj 
to  siiare.  if  you  will.     Ali,  is  the  snpperj 
ready?"'     At    this   momc^'nt  the  t:ipestry 
movetl    aside,    and    a    Nul)ian,    black   asj 
ebony,  and  di'cssed  in  a  plain  white  tunic, I 
made  a  sign  to  his  master  that  all  wasj 
prepared  \a  Ihi)  sail e-n-iuatiger.    **Now,"l 
said   the  unknown    to   Fi-anz,  "I  do  not 
know  if  you  are  of  my  opinion,  but  I  think 
nothing  is  \\\ovr  annoying  than  to  remain 
two   or   three   hours    tefe-a-tefe   witliout 
knowing  by   name  or  appellation  how  to 
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address  one  another.  Pray  observe,  that 
I  too  much  respect  the  laws  of  hospitality 
to  ask  your  name  or  title.  I  only  request 
you  to  give  me  one  by  which  1  m:iy  have 
the  pleasure  of  addressing-  you.  As  for 
myself,  that  I  may  put  you  at  your  ease, 
I  tell  you  that  I  am  generally  called  '  Sin- 
bad  the  Sailor.'  " 

"And  I,"  replied  Franz,  "will  tell  you, 
as  I  only  require  his  wonderful  lamp  to 
make  me  precisely  like  Aladdin,  th;it  I 
see  no  reason  why  at  this  moment  I  should 
not  be  called  Aladdin.  That  will  keep  us 
from  going  away  from  the  East,  whither  1 
am  tempted  to  think  I  have  been  convej-ed 
by  some  good  genius." — "  Well,  then, 
Signor  Aladdin,"  replied  the  singular 
Amphitryon,  "you  heard  our  repast  an- 
nounced ;  will  you  now  take  the  trouble  to 
enter  the  saUe-a-mangev,  your  humble 
servant  going  first  to  show  the  way  ?  " 
At  these  words,  moving  aside  the  tapestry. 
Sin  bad  preceded  his  guest.  Franz  pro- 
ceeded from  one  enchantment  to  another; 
the  table  was  splendidly  covered,  and 
once  convinced  of  this  important  point, 
he  cast  his  eyes  around  him.  The  salle- 
a-manger  was  scarcely-  less  striking  than 
the  boudoir  he  had  just  left ;  it  was  en- 
tirely of  marble,  with  antique  bass-reliefs 
of  priceless  value  ;  and  at  the  four  coi'uers 
of  ihis  apartment,  which  was  oblong,  were 
four  magnificent  statues,  having  baskets 
in  their  hands.  These  baskets  contained 
four  pyramids  of  most  splendid  fruit  ; 
there  were  the  pine-apples  of  Sicily,  pome- 
gi-anates  from  Malaga,  oranges  from  the 
Balearic  Isles,  peaches  from  France,  and 
dates  from  Tunis.  The  supper  consisted 
of  a  roast  pheasant,  garnished  witii  Cor- 
sican  blackbirds:  a  boar's  ham  a  la  qelee, 
a  quarter  of  a  kid  a  la  tarfare,  a  glorious 
turbot,  and  a  gigantic  lobster.  Between 
these  large  dishes  were  smaller  ones  con- 
taining various  dainties.  The  dishes  were 
of  silver,  and  the  plates  of  Jay^anese china. 

Franz  rubbed  his  eyes  in  order  to  assure 
himself  that  this  was  not  a  dream.  Ali 
alone  was  present  to  wait  at  table,  and 
acquitted  himself  so  admirably  tliat  the 
guest  complimented  his  host  thereupcMi. 
"  Yes,"  replied  he.  wiiile  he  did  the  honoi-s 
of  the  supper  with  much  ease  and  grace — 


"  3'es,  he  is  a  poor  devil  who  is  much  de- 
voted to  me,  and  does  all  he  can  to  prove 
it.  He  remembers  I  saved  his  life,  and  as 
he  has  a  regard  for  his  head,  he  feels  some 
gratitude  toward  me  for  having  kept  it 
on  his  shoulders."  Ali  approached  his 
master,  took  his  hand,  and  kissed  it. 

"  Would  it  be  impertinent,  Signor  Sin- 
bad,"  said  Franz,  ''to  ask  you  the  par- 
ticulars of  this  kindness  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  they  are  simple  enough,"  re- 
plied the  host.  "  It  seems  the  fellow  had 
been  caught  wandering  nearer  to  the 
harem  of  the  Bey  of  Tunis  than  etiquette 
permits  to  one  of  his  color,  and  he  was 
condemned  by  the  Bey  to  have  his  tongue 
cut  out  and  his  hand  and  head  cut  olf ;  the 
tongue  the  first  day,  the  hand  the  second, 
and  the  head  the  third.  I  always  had  a 
desire  to  have  a  mute  in  my  service,  so 
learning  the  day  his  tongue  was  cut  out, 
I  w^ent  to  the  Bey,  and  proposed  to  give 
him  for  Ali  a  splendid  double-barreled 
gun,  which  I  knew  he  was  very  desirous 
•  of  having.  He  hesitated  a  moment,  he 
was  so  very  desirous  to  complete  the  poor 
devil's  punishment.  But  when  I  added  to 
the  gun  an  English  cutlass  with  which  I 
had  shivered  his  highness's  yataghan  to 
pieces,  the  Bey  yielded,  and  agreed  to  for- 
give the  hand  and  head,  but  on  condition 
he  never  again  set  foot  in  Tunis.  This  was 
a  useless  clause  in  the  bargain,  for  when- 
ever the  coward  sees  the  first  glimpse  of 
the  shores  of  Africa,  he  runs  down  below, 
and  can  only  be  induced  to  appear  again 
when  we  are  out  of  sight  of  one  quarter  of 
the  globe." 

Franz  remained  a  moment  mute  and 
pensive,  hardly  knowing  what  to  think  of 
the  half-kindness,  half-cruelty,  with  which 
his  host  related  the  brief  narrative.  "  And 
like  the  celebrated  sailor  whose  name  you 
have  assumed."  he  said,  by  way  of  chang- 
ing the  conversation.  '•  you  pass  youi*  life 
in  traveling  ?  " 

"Yes.  I  made  a  vow  at  a  tune  when 
I  linle  thoucrht  I  should  ever  be  able 
to  accomplish  it,"  said  the  unknown, 
with  a  singular  smile  :  "and  I  made  some 
otheis  also,  which  I  hope  I  tnay  fulfill  in 
due  season." 

Although     Sinbad     pronounced      these 
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words  with  much  calmness,  his  eyes 
darted  g-leams  of  singular  ferocit}'. 

"  You  have  suffered  a  great  deal,  sir  ?  " 
said  Franz,  inquiringly. 

Sinbad  started  and  looked  fixedly  at 
him,  as  he  replied,  "  What  makes  you 
suppose  so  ?  " 

"Everything!"  answered  Franz — ''j^our 
voice,  your  look,  your  pallid  complexion, 
and  even  the  life  you  lead." 

''II  I  live  the  happiest  life  possible, 
the  real  life  of  a  pasha.  I  am  king-  of  all 
creation.  I  am  pleased  with  one  place, 
and  stay  there  ;  I  get  tired  of  it,  and  leave 
it;  I  am  free  as  a  bird,  and  have  wings 
like  one  :  my  attendants  obey  me  at  a  sig- 
nal. Sometimes  I  amuse  myself  b}'  carrj^- 
Ing  off  from  human  justice  some  bandit 
it  is  in  quest  of,  some  criminal  whom  it 
pursues.  Then  I  have  m}'  mode  of  dis- 
pensing justice,  silent,  and  sure,  without 
respite  or  appeal,  which  condemns  or  par- 
dons, and  which  no  one  sees.  Ah  !  if  you 
had  tasted  my  life,  .you  would  not  desire 
any  other,  and  would  nevei-  return  to  the 
world  unless  you  had  some  great  project 
to  accomplish  thei-e." — "  A  vengeance,  for 
instance  !  "  observed  Franz. 

The  unknown  fixed  on  the  3'oung  man 
one  of  those  looks  which  penetrate  into 
the  depth   of    the   heart   and    thoughts. 

*•'  And  why  a  vengeance  ?  "  he  asked. 

''Because,"  replied  Franz,  "you  seem 
to  me  like  a  man  who,  persecuted  by  so- 
ciet}',  has  a  fearful  account  to  sel-tle  with 
it." — "  Ah  I  "  responded  Sinbad,  laughing 
wilh  his  singular  laugh,  wliich  displayed 
his  wliite  and  sharp  teeth.  "You  have 
not  guessed  riglitl.y  !  Such  as  you  see  me 
I  am,  a  sort  of  philosopher,  and  one  day 
perhaps  I  siiall  go  to  Paris  to  rival  M. 
Appert,  and  the  little  man  in  tlu^  bhu; 
cloak." 

"And  will  that  be  the  first  time  you 
ever  took  that  journey  ?  " 

"Yes,  it  will  !  I  must  seem  to  you  by 
no  means  curious,  but  I  assure  you  that  it 
is  not  my  fault  I  liave  delayed  it  so  long — 
it  will  happen  one  day  or  the  otiici'." 

"  And  do  you  propose  to  make  this  jour- 
ney very  shortly  ?  " — "  I  do  not  know  ;  it 
depends  on  circumstances,  which  depend 
on  certain  arrangements  !  " 


"  I  should  like  to  be  there  at  the  time 
3'ou  come,  and  I  will  endeavor  to  repay 
you,  as  far  as  lies  in  my  power,  for  your 
liberal  hospitality'-  displayed  to  me  at 
Monte-Cristo." — "I  should  avail  myself 
of  your  offer  with  pleasure,''  replied  the 
host,  •'  but  unfortunately,  if  I  go  there,  it 
will  be,  in  all  probability,  incognito." 

The  supper  appeared  to  have  been  sup- 
plied solely  for  Franz,  for  the  unknown 
scarceh'  touched  one  or  two  dislies  of  the 
splendid  banquet  to  which  his  guest  did 
ample  justice.  Then  Ali  brought  on  the 
desert,  or  rather  took  the  baskets  from 
the  hands  of  the  statues  and  placed  them 
on  the  table.  Between  the  two  baskets 
he  placed  a  small  silver  cup,  closed  with 
a  lid  of  the  same.  The  care  with  which 
Ali  placed  this  cuji  on  the  table  rousecJ 
Franz's  curiosit3\  He  raised. the  lid  ami 
saw  a  kind  of  greenish  paste,  something 
like  preserved  angelica,  but  which  was 
perfectly  unknown  to  him.  He  i-eplaced 
the  lid,  as  ignorant  of  what  the  cup  con- 
tained as  he  was  before  he  had  looked 
at  it,  and  then  casting  his  e^'es  toward 
his  host  he  saw  him  smile  at  his  disap- 
pointment. "You  cannot  guess,"  said 
he,  "  what  there  is  in  that  small  vase, 
can  you  ?  " 

"No,  I  really  cannot." 

"  Well,  then,  that  kind  of  green  pre- 
serve is  nothing  less  than  the  ambrosia 
which  Hebe  served  at  the  table  of  Jupi- 
ter."—"But,  "  n-plied  Franz,  "(this  am- 
brosia, no  doubt,  in  passing  through  mor- 
tal hands  has  iosL  its  heavenly  appellation 
and  assumed  a  human  name;  in  vulgar 
phrase,  what  may  3'ou  term  this  compo- 
sition, for  which,  to  say  the  truth,  I  do 
not  feel  an3'  particular  desire  ?  "  ) 

"  Ah  !  thus  it  is  that  our  material  origin 
is  revealed,"  cried  Sinbad  :  "  we  frequent- 
ly pass  so  near  to  happiness  wit  hout  see- 
ing, without  regarding  it,  or  if  we  do  see 
and  regard  it,  yet  without  recognizing  it. 
Are  you  a  man  for  tin?  sul)stantials,  and 
is  gold  your  god  ?  taste;  this,  and  tlie  mines 
of  Peru,  Guzeratand  Golconda  are  opened 
to  you.  Are  you  a  man  of  imagination — 
a  poet?  taste  this,  and  th(!  boundaries  of 
possibility  disappear  :  the  fields  of  infinite 
space  open  to  you,  you  advance  free  in 
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heart  free  in  mind,  into  the  boundless 
realms  of  unfettered  reverie.  Are  you 
ambitious,  and  do  you  seek  after  the  great- 
nesses of  the  earth  ?  taste  this,  and  in  an 
hour  you  will  be  a  king-,  not  a  king-  of  a 
petty  kingdom  hidden  in  some  corner  of 
Europe  like  France,  Spain  or  England, 
but  king  of  the  world,  king  of  the  uni- 
verse, king  of  creation  ;  without  bowing 
at  the  feet  of  Satan,  you  will  be  king  and 
master  of  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth. 
Is  it  not  tempting  what  I  offer  j'-ou,  and 
is  it  not  an  easy  thing,  since  it  is  only  to 
do  thus  ?  look  !  "  At  these  words  he  un- 
covered the  small  cup  which  contained  the 
substance  so  lauded,  took  a  teaspoonful 
of  the  magic  sweetmeat,  raised  it  to  his 
hps,  and  swallowed  it  slowly,  with  his  eyes 
half  shut  and  his  head  bent  backward. 
Franz  did  not  disturb  him  while  he  ab- 
sorbed his  favorite  bonne  bouche,  but 
when  he  had  finished  he  inquired — "  What, 
then,  is  this  precious  stuff  ?  " 

"Did  you  ever  hear,"  he  replied,  ''of 
the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain,  who  at- 
tempted to  assassinate  Philippe  Augus- 
tus?"—''Of  course  I  have."— "  Well, 
you  know  he  reigned  over  a  rich  valley 
which  was  overhung  by  the  mountain 
whence  he  derived  his  picturesque  name. 
In  this  valley  were  magnificent  gardens 
planted  by  Hassen-ben-Sabah,  and  in 
these  gardens  isolated  pavilions.  Into 
these  pavilions  he  admitted  the  elect ;  and 
there,  says  Marco  Polo,  gave  them  to  eat 
a  certain  herb,  which  transported  them  to 
Paradise,  in  the  midst  of  ever-blooming 
shrubs,  ever-ripe  fruit,  and  ever-lovely 
virgins.  But  what  these  happy  persons 
took  for  reality  was  but  a  dream  :  but  it 
was  a  dream  so  soft,  so  voluptuous,  so 
enthralling,  that  they  sold  themselves 
body  and  soul  to  him  who  gave  it  to 
them  :  and  obedient  to  his  orders  as  those 
of  a  deity,  struck  down  Ihe  marked  vic- 
tim, died  in  torture  without  a  murmur; 
believing  that  the  death  they  underwent 
was  but  a  quick  transition  to  that  life  of 
delights  of  which  the  holy  herb,  now  be- 
fore you,  had  given  them  a  slight  fore- 
taste." 

"  Then,"  cried  Franz,  "  it  is  hatchis  !  I 
know  that — bv  name  at  least." 


"  That  is  it  precisely,  Signor  Aladdin  ; 
it  is  hatchis  —  the  purest  and  most  una- 
dulterated hatchis  of  Alexandria  —  the 
hatchis  of  Abou-Gor,  the  celebrated 
maker,  the  only  man,  the  man  to  whom 
there  should  be  built  a  palace,  inscribed 
with  these  words,  'A  grateful  world  to 
the  dealer  in  happiness.'  " 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Franz,  "I  have 
a  very  great  inclination  to  judge  for  my- 
self of  the  truth  or  exaggeration  of  your 
eulogies." 

"Judge  for  yourself,  Signor  Aladdin — 
judge,  but  do  not  confine  yourself  to  one 
trial.  Like  everything  else,  we  must  ha- 
bituate the  senses  to  a  fresh  impression, 
gentle  or  violent,  sad  or  joyous.  There  is 
a  struggle  in  nature  against  this  divine 
substance — in  nature  which  is  not  made 
for  jo}'  and  clings  to  pain.  Nature  sub- 
dued must  yield  in  the  combat,  the  dream 
must  succeed  to  reality,  and  then  the 
dream  reigns  supreme,  then  the  dream 
becomes  life,  and  life  becomes  the  dream. 
But  what  changes  occur  !  It  is  only  by 
comparing  the  pains  of  actual  being  with 
the  jo3's  of  the  assumed  existence,  that 
you  would  desire  to  live  no  longer,  but  to 
dream  thus  forever.  When  you  return  to 
this  mundane  sphere  from  your  visionary 
world,  you  would  seem  to  leave  a  Neapoli- 
tan spring  for  a  Lapland  winter — to  quit 
paradise  for  earth — heaven  for  hell !  Tast€ 
the  hatchis,  guest  of  mine— taste  the  hat- 
chis." 

Franz's  only  reply  was  to  take  a  tea- 
spoonful  of  the  marvelous  preparation, 
about  as  much  in  quantity  as  his  host  had 
eaten,  and  lift  it  to  liis  mouth.  "  Diable!  " 
he  said,  after  having  swallowed  the  divine 
preserve.  "  I  do  not  know  if  the  result 
will  be  as  agreeable  as  you  describe,  but 
the  thing  does  not  appear  to  me  as  succu- 
lent as  you  say." 

"Because  your  palate  lias  not  yet  at- 
tained the  sublimity  of  the  substances  it 
flavors.  Tell  me.  the  first  time  you  tasted 
oysters,  tea.  porter,  trutlles.  and  sundry 
other  dainties  which  you  now  adore,  did 
you  like  them  ?  Could  you  comprehend 
how  the  Romans  stuffed  their  pheasant.s 
with  assafirtida.  and  tlie  Chinese  eai  swal- 
lows' nests  ?    Eh  ?    no  !    Well,  it  is  the 
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same  with  hatchis  :  oxv\y  eat  for  a  week, 
and  nothing-  in  the  world  will  seem  to  you 
to  equal  the  delicacy-  of  its  flavor,  which 
now  appears  to  you  sleepy  and  distasteful. 
Let  us  now  g-o  into  the  chamber  beside 
you,  which  is  3'our  apartment,  and  Ali 
will  bring-  us  coffee  and  pipes."  They 
both  arose,  and  while  he  who  called  him- 
self Sinbad — and  whom  we  have  occasion- 
ally named  so,  that  we  mig-ht,  like  his 
g-uest,  have  some  title  by  which  to  dis- 
ting-uish  him — g-ave  some  orders  to  the 
servant,  Franz  entered  the  adjoining- 
apartment.  It  was  simply  yet  richh^  fur- 
nished. It  was  round,  and  a  larg-e  divan 
completely  encircled  it.  Divan,  walls,  ceil- 
ing, floor,  were  all  covered  with  mag-nifi- 
cent  skins  as  soft  and  downy  as  the  richest 
carpets;  there  were  skins  of  the  lions  of 
Atlas,  with  their  larg-e  manes,  skins  of  the 
Beng-al  tig-ers,  with  their  striped  hides  ; 
skins  of  the  panthers  of  the  Cape,  spotted 
beautifully,  like  those  that  appeared  to 
Dante ;  skins  of  the  bears  of  Siberia,  the 
foxes  of  Norway,  etc.;  and  all  these  skins 
were  strewn  in  profusion  one  on  the  other, 
so  that  it  seemed  like  walking  over  the 
most  mossy  turf,  or  reclining  on  the  most 
luxurious  bed.  Both  laid  themselves  down 
on  the  divan  ;  chibouques  with  jasmine 
tubes  and  amber  mouth-pieces  were  withm 
reach,  and  all  prepared  so  that  there  was 
no  need  to  smoke  the  same  pipe  twice. 
Each  of  them  took  one,  which  Ali  lighted, 
and  then  retired  to  prepare  the  coffee. 
There  was  a  moment's  silence,  during 
which  Sinbad  gave  himself  up  to  thoughts 
that  seemed  to  occupy  him  incessantly, 
even  in  the  midst  of  his  conversation  ;  and 
Franz  abandoned  liimself  to  that  unite 
reverie,  into  which  we  alwaj^s  sink  wlieii 
smoking  excellent  tobacco,  which  seems 
to  remove  with  its  fume  all  the  troubles 
of  the  mind,  and  to  give  the  smoker  in 
exchange  all  the  visions  of  the  soul.  Ali 
brought  in  the  colfee.  ''  How  do  you  take 
it?"  inquired  the  unknown  ;  " a  la  Fran- 
qaise  or  a  la  Turqup,  strong  or  weak, 
sugar  or  none,  cool  or  boiling?  As  you 
please  ;  it  is  ready  in  all  ways." — "  I  will 
take  it  a  la  Turquc,"  replied  Franz. 

"And  you   are  right,"  said  his  liost; 
''it   shows   you   have   a   tendency  for  an 


Oriental  life.  Ah  !  those  Orientals  ;  they 
are  the  onl}^  men  who  know  how  to  live. 
As  for  me,"  he  added,  with  one  of  those 
singular  smiles  which  did  not  escape  the 
young  man,  "  when  I  have  completed  my 
affairs  in  Paris,  I  shall  go  and  die  in  the 
East;  and  should  you  wish  to  see  me 
again,  you  must  seek  me  at  Cairo,  Bag- 
dad, or  Ispahan." 

"  3Ia  foil"  said  Franz,  'Mt  would  be 
the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  ;  for  I  feel 
eagle's  wings  springing  out  at  my  shoul- 
ders, and  with  these  wings  I  could  make 
a  tour  of  the  world  in  four-and-tw-enty 
hours." 

"Ah  I  ah  !  it  is  the  hatchis  that  is  oper- 
ating. Well,  unfurl  your  wings,  and  fly 
into  superhuman  regions ;  fear  nothing, 
there  is  a  watch  over  you ;  and  if  youi- 
wings,  like  those  of  Icarus,  melt  before 
the  sun,  we  are  here  to  receive  you."  He 
then  said  some  Arabian  words  to  Ali,  who 
made  a  sign  of  obedience  and  withdrew, 
but  not  to  any  distance.  As  to  Franz,  a 
strange  transformation  had  taken  place 
in  him.  All  the  bodily  fatigue  of  the  day, 
all  the  pre-occupation  of  mind  which  the 
events  of  the  evening  had  brought  on, 
disappeared,  as  they  would  at  that  first 
feeling  of  sleep,  when  we  are  still  suffi- 
ciently conscious  to  be  aware  of  the  com- 
ing of  slumber.  His  body  seemed  to 
acquire  an  air}''  lightness,  his  perception 
brightened  in  a  remarkable  manner,  his 
senses  seemed  to  redouble  their  powder, 
the  horizon  continued  to  expand  ;  but  it 
was  not  that  gloomj^  horizon  over  which 
a  vague  alarm  prevails,  and  which  he  had 
seen  before  lie  slept;  but  a  blue,  trans- 
parent, unbounded  horizon,  with  all  the 
blue  of  the  ocean,  all  the  spangles  of  the 
sun,  all  the  perfumes  of  the  summer 
breeze  ;  tlien,  in  the  midst  of  the  soiigs  of 
his  sailors — songs  so  clear  and  sounding, 
that  they  would  have  made  a  divine  har- 
mony had  their  notes  been  taken  down — 
he  saw  the  isle  of  Monte-Cristo,  no  longer 
as  a  threatening  rock  in  the  midst  of  the 
waves,  but  as  an  oasis  lost  in  the  desert : 
t,hen.  as  the  bark  approached,  the  songs 
became  louder,  for  an  enchanting  and 
mysterious  harmony  rose  to  heaven  from 
this  island,  as  if  some  fay-like  Loreley,  or 
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some  enchanter  like  Amphion,  had  decreed 
to  attract  thither  a  soul  or  build  there  a 

city. 

At  leng-th  the  bark  touched  the  shore, 
but  without  eflFort,  without  shock,  as  lips 
touch  lips ;  and  he  entered  the  grrotto 
amid  continued  strains  of  most  delicious 
melody.  He  descended,  or  rather  seemed 
too  descend,  several  steps,  inspiring-  the 
fresh  and  balm3'  air,  like  that  which  ma^' 
be  supposed  to  reig-n  around  the  g-rolto  of 
Circe,  formed  from  such  perfumes  as  set 
the  mind  a  di'eaming-,  and  such  fires  as 
burn  the  very  senses ;  and  he  saw  ag'ain 
all  he  had  seen  before  his  sleep,  from  Sin- 
bad,  his  singular  host,  to  Ali,  the  mute 
attendant ;  then  all  seemed  to  fade  away 
and  become  confused  before  his  ej^es,  like 
the  last  shadows  of  the  mag-ic  lantern  be- 
fore it  is  extingfuished  ;  and  he  was  ag-ain 
in  the  chamber  of  statues,  lighted  only  by 
one  of  those  pale  and  antique  lamps  which 
watch  in  the  dead  of  the  nig-ht  over  the 
sleep  of  pleasure.  They  were  the  same 
statues,  rich  in  form,  in  attraction,  and 
poesy,  with  eyes  of  fascination,  smiles  of 
love,  and  ''brig-ht  and  flowing-  hair." 
They  were  Phryne,  Cleopatra.  Messalina, 
those  three  celebrated  courtesans.  Then 
amon^  them  g-lided  like  a  pure  ray,  like  a 
Christian  ang-el  in  the  midst  of  Olympus, 
one  of  those  chaste  fig-ures,  those  calm 
shadows,  those  soft  visions,  which  seemed 
to  veil  its  virg-in  brow  before  these  marble 
wantons.  Tlien  these  three  statues  ad- 
vanced toward  him  with  looks  of  love,  and 
approached  the  couch  on  which  he  was 
reposing,  their  feet  hidden  in  their  long- 
tunics,  their  throats  bare,  hair  flowing- 
like  waves,  and  assuming  attitudes  which 
the  gods  could  not  resist,  but  which  saints 
witlistood,  and  looks  inflexible  and  ardent 
like  the  serpent's  on  the  bird  ;  and  then 
he  gave  way  before  these  looks  as  painful 
as  a  powerful  g-rasp  and  as  delightful  as  a 
kiss.  It  seemed  to  Franz  that  he  closed 
his  eyes,  and  thought  that  in  the  last  look 
he  gave  he  saw  the  modest  statue  com- 
pl«Mely  veiled  :  and  then  with  his  eyes 
closed  upon  all  nature  his  senses  awoke  to 
impassable  impressions,  and  he  was  under 
the  painful  yet  delicious  (Mithralment  pro- 
duced by  the  hatchis,  whose  enchantment 


had  broug-ht  up  this  marvelous  and  thrill- 
ing- vision. 


CHAPTER  XXXn. 

THE    WAKING. 

When  Franz  returned  to  himself,  ex- 
terioi,"  objects  seemed  a  second  portion  of 
his  dream.    He  thoug-ht himself  in  a  sepul- 
cher,  into  which  scarcel}^  penetrated  (and 
then  like  a  look  of  pity)  a  ra}'  of  the  sun. 
He  stretched  forth  his  hand,  and  touched 
stone  ;  he  rose  to  his  seat,  and  found  him- 
self lying-  on  his  bournous  in  a  bed  of  drj- 
heather,  very  soft  and  odoriferous.     The 
vision   had   entirel^^  fled  ;   and   as  if  the 
statues   had   been   but    shadows    coming-, 
from  their  tomb  during-  his  dream,  they 
vanished   at  his   waking.     He    advanced 
several  paces  toward  the  point  whence  the 
lig-ht  came,  and  to  all  the  excitement  of 
his  dream  succeeded  the  calmness  of  real- 
ity.    He  found  that  he  was  in  a  g-rotto, 
went  toward  the  opening-,  and  throug-h  a 
kind  of  fanlight  saw  a  blue  sea  and  an 
azure  sk^-.     The  air  and  water  were  shin- 
ing- in  the  beams  of  the  morning-  sun  ;  on 
the  shore  the  sailors  were  sitting:,  chatting- 
and  laughing- ;  and  at  ten  yards  from  them 
the  bark  was  at  anchor,  undulating-  g-i'ace- 
full3'^  on  the  water.     There  for  some  time 
he  enjoyed  the  fresh  breeze  which  played 
on  his  brow,  and  listened  to  the  dash  of 
the  waves  on  the  beach,  leaving:  ag-ainst 
the  rocks  a  lace  of  foam  as  white  as  silver. 
He  was  for  some  time  Avithout  reflection 
or  thought  for  the  divine  charm  which  is 
in  the  things  of  nature,  especially  after  a 
fantastic  dream  :  then  gradually  this  view 
of  outward  matters,  so  calm,  so  pure,  so 
grand,  reminded  him  of  the  illusiveness  of 
a  dream,  and  remembrance  became  busy 
again  in  his  memory.     Ho  recalled  his  ar- 
rival on  the  island,  his  presentation  to  a 
smuggler  chief,  a  subterranean  palace  full 
of  splendor,   an    excellent   supper,  ami  a 
spoonful  of  hatchis.     It  seemed,  however, 
even  in  the  very  face  of  open  day,  that  at 
least  a  year  had  elapsed  since  all  these 
things  had  passed,  so  deep  was  the  im- 
pression made  in  his  mind  by  the  dn\im. 
and  so  strong  a  hold  had  it  taken  of  his 
imagination.     Thus  every  now  and  then 
his  fancy   phu-iul   amid   tlie  sailors,  seated 
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on  a  rock,  or  sa\A-  undulating  in  the  vessel 
one  of  tkose  shadows  which  had  shared  liis 
dreams  wath  their  looks  and  their  kisses. 
Otherwise,  his  head  was  perfectly  clear, 
and  his  limbs  entirely'  reposed ;  he  was 
free  from  the  slightest  headache  ;  on  the 
contrary,  he  felt  a  certain  degree  of  light- 
ness, a  faculty  of  absorbing  the  pure  air, 
and  enjoying  the  bright  sunshine  more 
vividly  than  ever. 

He  went  gayly  up  to  the  sailors,  who 
rose  as  soon  as  the^^  perceived  liim  :  and 
the  patron,  accosting  him,  said,  '"The 
Signor  Sinbadhas  left  his  compliments  for 
your  excellenc3',  and  desires  us  to  express 
the  regret  he  feels  at  not  being  able  to 
take  his  leave  in  person ;  but  he  trusts 
you  wall  excuse  him,  as  very  important 
business  calls  him  to  Malaga." 

'•'  So,  then,  Gaetano,"  said  Franz,  "this 
is,  then,  all  reality  :  there  exists  a  man 
Avho  has  received  me  in  this  isle,  enter- 
tained me  right  roj'ally,  and  has  departed 
while  I  was  asleep?" — "He  exists  as 
.certainly  as  that  you  may  see  his  small 
yacht  with  all  her  sails  spread  ;  and  if  you 
will  use  your  glass,  you  will,  in  all  proba- 
bility, recognize  your  host  in  the  midst  of 
his  crew."  So  saj'ing,  Gaetano  pointed 
in  a  direction  in  which  a  small  vessel  was 
making  sail  toward  the  southern  point  of 
Corsica.  Franz  adjusted  his  telescope, 
and  directed  it  toward  the  bark.  Gaetano 
was  not  mistaken.  At  the  stern  the  mys- 
terious stranger  was  standing  up,  looking 
toward  the  shore,  and  holding  a  spy-glass 
in  his  hand.  He  was  attired  as  he  had 
been  on  the  previous  evening,  and  waved 
his  pocket-liandkercliief  to  his  guest  in  to- 
ken of  adieu.  Franz  returned  the  salute  by 
shaking  his  handkerchief  as  an  exchange 
of  signals.  After  a  second,  a  slight  cloud 
of  smoke  was  seen  at  the  stern  of  the  ves- 
sel, which  rose  gracefully  as  it  expanded 
in  the  air,  and  then  Franz  heard  a  slight 
report.  "  There,  do  you  hear  ?  "  observed 
Gaetano ;  "  Ik;  is  bidding  3'ou  adieu."  The 
young  man  took  his  carbine  and  fired  it  in 
the  air,  but  without  any  idea  that  the  noise 
could  be  heard  at  the  distance  which  sepa- 
rated the  yacht  from  the  shore.  "  "What 
are  j'our  excellency's  orders?"  inquired 
Gaetano. 


'•'  In  the  first  place,  light  me  a  torch." 

"Ah,  yes,  I  understand,"  replied  the 
patron,  "  to  find  the  entrance  to  the  en- 
chanted apartment.  With  much  pleasure, 
your  excellency,  if  it  would  amuse  30U ; 
and  I  will  get  you  the  torch  you  ask  for. 
But  I,  too,  have  had  the  idea  you  have, 
and  two  or  three  times  the  same  fancy  has 
come  over  me  ;  but  I  have  always  given 
it  up.  Giovanni,  light  a  torch,"  he  added, 
"and  give  it  to  his  excellenc}"." 

Giovanni  obeyed.  Franz  took  the  lamp, 
and  entered  the  subterranean  grotto,  fol- 
lowed by  Gaetano.  He  recognized  the 
place  where  he  had  awoke  by  the  bed  of 
heather  that  was  there;  but  it  was  in 
vain  that  he  carried  his  torch  all  round 
the  exterior  surface  of  the  grotto.  He 
saw  nothing,  unless  that,  by  traces  of 
smoke,  others  had  before  him  attempted 
the  same  thing,  and,  like  him,  in  vain. 
Yet  he  did  not  leave  a  foot  of  this  granite 
w^all,  as  impenetrable  as  futurity,  without 
strict  scrutiny  ;  he  did  not  see  a  fissure 
without  introducing  the  blade  of  his  liunt- 
ing  sword  into  it,  nor  a  pi'ojecting  point 
on  which  he  did  not  lean  and  press,  in  the 
hopes  it  w^ould  give  way.  All  was  vain; 
and  he  lost  two  hours  in  his  attempts, 
which  were  at  last  utterly  useless.  At 
the  end  of  this  time  he  gave  up  his  re- 
search, and  Gaetano  smiled. 

When  Franz  appeared  again  on  the 
shore,  the  yacht  onl3'  seemed  like  a  small 
w'hite  speck  on  the  horizon.  He  looked 
again  through  his  glass,  biit  even  then  he 
could  not  distinguish  anything.  Gaetano 
reminded  him  that  he  had  come  for  the 
purpose  of  shooting  goats,  which  lie  had 
utterly  forgotten.  He  took  his  fowling- 
piece,  and  began  to  hunt  over  the  isle  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  is  fulfilling  a  duty, 
i-ather  tlian  enjoying  a  pleasu>-e  ;  and  at 
the  end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  had 
killed  a  goat  and  two  kids.  These  ani- 
mals, though  wild  and  agile  as  chamois, 
were  too  much  like  domestic  goats,  and 
Franz  could  not  consider  them  as  game. 
Moreover,  other  ideas,  much  more  power- 
ful, occupied  his  mind.  Since  the  evening 
before,  he  liad  ically  been  the  hero  of  one 
of  the  tales  of  the  "Thousand  and  One 
Nights,"  and  he  was  irresistil)ly  attracted 
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toward  the  grotto.  Then,  in  spite  of  the 
failure  of  his  first  search,  he  began  a 
second,  after  having-  told  Gaetano  to  roast 
one  of  the  two  l\ids.  The  second  visit  was 
a  long  one,  and  when  he  returned  the  kid 
was  roasted  and  the  repast  ready.  Franz 
was  sitting  on  the  spot  where  he  was  on 
the  previous  evening  when  his  m3'sterious 
host  had  invited  hiui  to  supper;  and  he 
saw  the  little  yacht,  now  like  a  sea-gull  on 
the  wave,  continuing-  her  flight  toward 
Corsica.  "Why,"  he  remarked  to  Gae- 
tano, "  3'ou  told  me  that  Signor  Sinbad 
was  going-  to  Malaga,  while  it  seems  he  is 
in  the  direction  of  Porto- Vecchio.'' 

"  Don't  j'ou  remember,"  said  the  patron, 
'•  I  told  you  that  among  the  crew  there 
were  two  Corsican  brigands  ?  " 

"  True  !  and  he  is  going  to  land  them," 
added  Franz. 

'■'  Precisely  so,"  replied  Gaetano.  ''Ah  ! 
he  is  an  individual  wiio  fears  neither  God 
nor  devil,  t\\Qy  say,  and  would  at  any  time 
run  fifty  leagues  out  of  his  course  to  do  a 
poor  devil  a  service." 

"  But  such  services  as  these  might  in- 
volve hitn  with  the  authorities  of  the 
country  in  which  he  practices  this  kind  of 
philanthropy,"  said  Franz. 

"And  what  cares  he  for  that,"  replied 
Gaetano  with  a  laugh,  "'  or  any  authori- 
ties? He  smiles  at  theui.  Let  them  try 
to  pursue  him  !  why,  in  the  first  place,  his 
yacht  is  not  a  ship,  but  a  bird,  and  he 
would  beat  an^^  frigate  three  knots  in 
every  nine;  and  if  he  were  to  throw  him- 
self on  the  coast,  why,  ain't  he  certain  of 
finding  friends  everywhere  ?  " 

It  was  perfectly  clear  that  the  Signor 
Sinbad,  Franz's  host,  had  the  honor  of 
being  on  excellent  terms  with  the  smug- 
glers and  bandits  along  the  whole  coast  of 
tht'  Mediterranean,  which  placed  him  in  a 
position  singular  enough.  As  to  Franz, 
he  had  no  longer  any  iiulucoment  to  remain 
at  Monte-Cristo.  He  had  lost  all  hope  of 
detecting  the  secret  of  the  grotto  ;  he  con- 
sequently dispatched  his  breakfast,  and, 
his  bark  being  ready,  he  hastened  on 
l>oard,  and  they  were  soon  under  way.  At 
the  moment  the  bark  began  her  course 
tliey  lost  sight  of  the  yacht,  as  it  dis- 
:<ppeared    in    the   gulf  of  Porto- Vecchio. 


AVith  it  was  effaced  the  last  trace  of  the 
preceding  night ;  and  then  supper,  Sinbad, 
hatchis,  statues — all  became  a  dream  for 
Franz.  The  bark  went  on  all  day  and  all 
night,  and  next  morning,  when  the  sun 
rose,  t\\Qy  had  lost  sight  of  Monte-Cristo. 
When  Franz  had  once  again  set  foot  on 
shore,  he  forgot,  for  the  moment  at  least, 
the  events  which  had  just  passed,  while  he 
finished  his  aft'airs  of  pleasure  at  Florence, 
and  then  thought  of  nothing  but  how  he 
should  rejoin  his  companion,  who  was 
awaiting-  him  at  Rome. 

He  set  out,  and  on  the  Saturday  evening 
reached   the  Place  de   la  Douane  by   the 
malle-poste.     An  apart«ient,  as  we  have 
said,  had    been   retained   beforehand,  and 
thus  he  had  but  to  go  to  the  hotel  of  Maitro 
Pastrini.     But   this   was   not  so   easy    a 
matter,  for  the  streets  were  thronged  with 
people,  and  Rome  was  already  a  ^vej  to 
that  low  and  feverish  murmur  which  pre- 
cedes all  gj-eat  events  ;  and  at  Rome  there 
are  four  great  events  in  every  year — the 
Carnival,  the  H0I3'  Week,  the  Fete  Dieu, 
and  the  St.  Peter.     All   the  rest  of  the 
year  the  city  is  in  that  state  of  dull  apathj-, 
between  life  and  death,  which   renders  it 
similar  to  a  kind  of  station  between  this 
world   and   the   next — a   sublime   spot,  a 
resting-place  full  of  poetry  and  character, 
and  at  which  Franz  had   alread3'  halted 
five  or  six  times,  and  at  each  time  found 
it  more  marvelous  and  sti-iking.     At   last 
he  made  his  w%ay  through  this  mob,  which 
was  continually  increasing  and  more  agi- 
tated, and  reached  the  hotel.     On  his  first 
inquiry-  he  was  told,  with  the  impertinence 
peculiar    to   hackney-coachmen   who   are 
hired,  and    innkeepers  with  their  houses 
full,  that  there  was  no  room  for  liini  at  the 
Hotel  de  Londres.     Then  he  sent  his  card 
to  Maitro  Pastrini,  and  demanded  Albert 
de   Morcerf.     This   plan    succeeded  :    and 
^Maitre  Pastrini   himself   ran  to  him,  ex- 
cusing himself  for  having  made  his  excel- 
lency  wait,  scolding  the   waitei's,  taking 
tiie    candlestick    in    his    hand    from    the 
cicerone,  who  was  ready  to  pounce  on  the 
traveler,  and  was   about   to  lead  him   to 
Albert,  when  Morcerf  himself  ap{H\ired. 
The   apartment    consisted  of  two    small 
rooms  and  a  closet.  The  t  wo  rooms  looked 
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on  to  the  street — a  fact  Avhich  Maitre 
Pastrini  commented  upon  as  an  inappre- 
ciable advantage.  The  remainder  of  the 
story  was  hired  by  a  ver3'  rich  gentleman, 
who  was  supposed  to  be  a  SiciUan  or 
Maltese  ;  but  the  host  was  unable  to  decide 
to  which  of  the  two  nations  the  traveler 
belonged.  "  Verj'-  g-ood,  Maitre  Pastrini," 
said  Franz ;  "  but  we  must  have  some 
supper  instantlj^  and  a  carriage  for  to- 
moirow  and  the  following  days." — ''As  to 
supper,"  replied  the  landlord,  "you  shall 
be  sei'ved  immediateh' ;  but  as  for  the 
carriage — " 

'•'  What  as  to  the  carriage  ?  "  exclaimed 
Albert.  "Come,  come,  Maitre  Pastrini, 
no  joking;  we  must  have  a  carriage." 

"  Sir,"  replied  the  host,  "  we  will  do  all 
in  our  power  to  procure  you  one — this  is 
all  I  can  say." 

"And  when  shall  we  know?  "  inquired 
Franz. — "To-morrow  morning,"  answered 
the  innkeeper. 

"Oh,  the  devil !  then  we  shall  pay  the 
more,  that's  all,  I  see  plainly  enough.  At 
Drake  &  Aaron's  one  pays  twenty-five 
francs  for  common  days,  and  thirty  or 
thirty- five  francs  a  day  more  for  Sundays 
and  fetes  ;  add  five  francs  a  day  more  for 
extras,  that  will  make  fort}-,  and  there's 
an  end  of  it." 

"I  am  afraid  if  we  offer  them  double 
that  we  shall  not  procure  a  carriage." 

"Then  they  must  put  horses  to  mine. 
It  is  a  little  \vor.se  for  the  journey,  but 
that's  no  matter."  —  "There  are  no 
horses."  Albert  looked  at  Franz  like  a 
man  who  hears  a  reply  he  does  not  under- 
stand. 

"  Do  you  understand  that,  my  dear 
Franz — no  hoises ?  "  he  said  ;  "  but  can't 
we  liave  post-liorses  ?  " 

"They  have  been  all  hired  this  fort- 
night, and  t  here  are  none  left  but  those 
absolutely  requisite  for  posting." 

"  Wliat  are  we  to  say  to  this?  "  asked 
Franz. 

"  I  say,  that  when  a  thing  completely 
surpasses  my  {•omprehensioii,  I  am  accus- 
tomed not  t<»  dwell  on  that  thing,  liut  to 
pass  to  another.  Is  supper  ready,  Maitre 
Pastrini  ?  " — "  Yes,  your  excellency." 

"Well,  then,  let  us  sup." 


"  But  tlie  carriage  and  horses  ?  "  said 
Franz. 

"Be  easy,  my  dear  bo^' :  they  will  come 
in  due  season  ;  it  is  only  a  question  of  how 
much  shall  be  charged  for  them."  Mor- 
cerf  then,  with  that  delighted  philosophy 
which  believes  that  nothing  is  impossible 
to  a  full  purse  and  well-lined  pocket-book, 
supped,  went  to  bed,  slept  soundl.y,  and 
dreamed  he  was  racing  all  over  Rome  at 
Carnival  time  in  a  coach  with  six  horses. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

ROMAN  BANDITS. 

The  next  morning  Franz  woke  first,  and 
instantly  rang  the  bell.  The  sound  had 
not  yet  died  awaj^  when  Maitre  Pastrini 
himself  entered. 

"Well,  excellency,"  said  the  landlord, 
triumphantly,  and  without  waiting  for, 
Franz  to  question  him,  "I  feared  3-ester-j 
day,  when  I  would  not  promise  30U  anj"-^ 
thing-,  that  you  were  too  late — there  ij 
not  a  single  carriage  to  be  had — that  isj 
for  the  last  three  days." 

"Yes,"  returned  Franz,  "that  is  for 
the  very  three  days  it  is  most  necessary."' 

"Wliat  is  the  matter?"  said  Albert, 
entering ;  "  no  carriage  to  be  had  ?  " 

"Just  so,"  returned  Franz,  "you  have 
guessed  it." 

"  Well  !  your  Eternal  City  is  a  drvilish 
nice  city." 

"  That  is  to  say,  excellency,"  replietl 
Pastrini,  who  was  desirous  to  keep  up  the 
dignity  of  the  capital  of  the  Christian 
world  in  the  eyes  of  his  guest,  "  that  there 
ai-e  no  carriages  to  be  had  from  Sunday 
to  Tuesday  evening,  but  from  now  till 
Sunday  you  can  have  fifty  if  you  ]>lease." 

"  Ah  I  that,  is  sometliing,"  said  Albert : 
"to-day  is  Thui'sday,  and  who  knows 
what;  may  arrive  between  this  and  Sun- 
day ?  " 

"  Ten  or  twelve  thousand  travelers  will 
arrive,"  replied  Franz,  "  which  will  make 
it  still  more  liifiieult." 

"My  friend,"  said  ^lorcerf,  "let  us 
enjoy  the  present  without  gloom}'  fore- 
bodings for  the  future." 

"  At  least  we  can  have  a  window  ?  " 

"Where?" 

"  Looking  on  the  Rue  du  Cours." 
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"Ah  a  window!"  exclaimed  Maitre 
Pastrini — "  utteriy  impossible;  there  was 
only  one  left  on  the  fifth  floor  of  the  Doria 
Palace,  and  that  has  been  let  to.a  Russian 
prince  for  twenty  sequins  a  day." 

The  two  3'oung"  men  looked  at  each  other 
Avith  an  air  of  stupefaction. 

"  Well,"  said  Franz  to  Albert,  ''doyou 
know  what  is  the  best  thing-  we  can  do  ? 
It  is  to  pass  the  Carnival  at  Venice ; 
there  we  are  sure  of  obtaining"  gondolas 
if  we  cannot  have   carriages." 

"  Ah  !  the  devil  !  no,"  cried  Albert ;  "1 
came  to  Rome  to  see  the  Carnival,  and  I 
will,  though  I  see  it  on  stilts." 

"  Bravo  !  an  excellent  idea  !  We  will 
disguise  ourselves  as  monster  punchinellos 
or  shepherds  of  the  Landes,  and  we  shall 
have  complete  success." 

*'Do  3^our  excellencies  still  wish  for  a 
carriage  from  now  to  Sunda}"  morning-?  " 

''  Parbleu !"  said  Albert,  ''do  you 
think  we  are  g'oing  to  run  about  on  foot 
in  the  streets  of  Rome,  like  law^yers' 
clerks  ?  " 

.  "  I  hasten  to  compl}^  with  your  excel- 
lencies' wishes  ;  onl}^  I  tell  you  before- 
hand, the  carriage  wall  cost  you  six  pias- 
tres a  day." 

''  And,  as  I  am  not  a  millionaire,  like 
the  gentleman  in  the  next  apartment," 
said  Franz,  "  I  warn  you,  that  as  I  have 
been  four  times  before  at  Rome,  I  know 
the  prices  of  all  the  carriages  :  we  will 
give  you  twelve  piasti-es  for  to-day,  to- 
morrow, and  the  day  after,  and  then  3'ou 
will  make  a  good  profit." 

"But,  excellenc3' — "  said  Pastrini,  still 
striving  to  gain  his  ponit. 

"  Now  go,"  returned  Franz,  "or  I  shall 
go  myself  and  bargain  with  your  afflita- 
tore,  who  is  mine  also  ;  he  is  an  old  friend 
of  mine,  who  has  plundered  me  pretty 
well  already,  and,  in  the  hope  of  making 
more  out  of  me,  he  will  take  a  less  price 
than  the  one  I  ofTer  you  ;  you  will  lose  tlie 
preference,  and   that   will  be  your  fault." 

'•  Do  not  give  yourselves  the  trouble,  ex- 
cellency," returned  Maitre  Pastrini,  with 
that  smilc^  of  the  Italian  speculator  who 
avows  hunself  defeated ;  "  I  will  do  all 
I  can,  and  I  hope  you  will  be  satisfied." 
"  And  now  we  understand  each  (»th(M\" 
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"  When  do  jow.  wish  the  carriage  to  be 
here  ?  "— "  In  an  hour." 

"  In  an  hour  it  will  be  at  the  door." 

An  hour  after  the  vehicle  was  at  the 
door;  it  was  a  hack  conveyance  which 
was  elevated  to  the  rank  of  a  private 
carriage  in  honor  of  the  occasion  ;  but, 
in  spite  of  its  humble  exterior,  the  young 
men  would  have  thought  themselves  hap- 
py to  have  secured  it  for  the  last  three 
days  of  the  Carnival.  "Excellency," 
cried  the  cicerone,  seeing  Franz  approach 
the  window,  "  shall  I  bring  the  carriage 
nearer  to  the  palace  ?  " 

Accustomed  as  Franz  waste  the  Italian 
phraseolog}',  his  first  impulse  was  to  look 
round  him,  but  these  words  were  ad- 
dressed to  him.  Franz  was  the  "  excel- 
lenc}',"  the  vehicle  was  the  "  carriage," 
and  the  Hotel  de  Londres  was  the  "pal- 
ace." 

Franz  and  Albert  descended  ;  the  car- 
riage approached  the  palace;  their  ex- 
cellencies stretched  their  legs  along  the 
seats :  the  cicerone  sprang-  into  the  seat 
behind.  "Where  do  your  excellencies 
wish  to  g-o  ?  "  asked  he.— "To  St.  Peter's 
first,  and  then  to  the  Colosseum,"  returned 
Albert.  But  Albert  did  not  know  that 
it  takes  a  da}'  to  see  St.  Peter's,  and 
a  month  to  study  it.  The  da\'  was 
passed  at  St.  Peter's  alone.  Suddenly 
the  daylight  began  to  fade  away;  Franz 
took  out  his  watch — it  was  half-past  four. 
They  returned  to  the  hotel;  at  the  door 
Franz  ordered  the  coachman  to  l>e  ready 
at  eight.  He  wished  to  show  AUiert  the 
Colosseum  b^'  moonlight,  as  he  had  shown 
him  St.  Peter's  by  daylight.  When  we 
show  a  friend  a  city  one  has  already  visited, 
we  feel  the  same  priile  as  when  we  point 
out  a  w^oman  Avhose  lover  we  have  been. 
He  was  to  leave  the  city  by  the  Porta  del 
Popolo,  skirt  the  outer  wall,  antl  re-enter 
by  the  Porta  San  Giovanni  :  thus  they 
would  behold  the  Colosseum  without  being 
in  some  measure  prepared  by  the  sight 
of  the  Capitol,  the  Forum,  the  Arch  of 
Septimus  Severus,  the  Ttunpleof  Antonius 
and  Faustina,  and  the  Via  Sacra.  They 
sat  down  to  dinner.  Maitre  Pastrini  had 
promised  them  a  banquet ;  he  gave  tliem 
a   tolerable   rei)ast.      At   the   end  of  the 
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dinner  he  entered  in  person.  Franz  con- 
cluded he  came  to  hear  his  dinner  praised, 
and  beg-an  accordingly,  but  at  the  first 
words  he  interrupted  him.  ''Excel- 
lency," said  he,  ''I  am  delighted  to  have 
your  approbation,  but  it  was  not  for  that 
I  came." — "  Did  you  come  io  tell  us  yon 
have  procured  a  carriag-e  ?  "  asked  Albert, 
lighting-  his  cigar. 

"  No  ;  and  3'our  excellencies  will  do  well 
not  to  think  of  that  an.y  longer  :  at  Rome 
things  can  or  cannot  be  done  ;  when  you 
are  told  anything  cannot  he  done,  tliere 
is  an  end  of  it,'* — *''It  is  much  more  con- 
venient at  Paris — when  anything  cannot 
be  done,  you  pay  double,  and  it  is  done 
directly." 

"That  is  what  all  the  French  say," 
returned  Maitre  Pastrini,  somewhat 
piqued;  ''for  that  reason,  I  do  not  un- 
derstand wh\'  they  travel." 

"  But,"  said  Albert,  emitting  a  volume 
of  smoke  and  balancing  liis  chair  on  its 
hind  legs,  "only  madmen  or  blockheads, 
like  w^e  are,  travel.  Men  in  their  senses 
do  not  quit  their  hotel  in  the  Rue  du 
Helder,  their  walk  on  the  Boulevard  de 
Gand,  and  the  Cafe  de  Paris."  It  is 
of  course  understood  that  Albert  resided 
in  the  aforesaid  rue,  appeared  every  day 
on  the  fashionable  walk,  and  dined  fre- 
quently at  the  only  cafe  where  you  can 
really  dine,  that  is,  if  3'ou  are  on  good 
terms  with  its  frequenters.  Maitre  Pas- 
trini remained  silent  a  short  time ;  it 
was  evident  that  he  was  musing  over 
this  answer,  which  did  not  seem  very 
clear.  "But,"  said  Franz,  in  his  turn 
int(!rrnpting  his  host's  meditations,  "  j'ou 
had  som(;  motive  for  coming  here,  may  I 
beg  to  know  what  it  was  ?  " 

"  Ah,  yes  ;  you  have  ordered  your  car- 
riage at  eight  o'clock  precisely  ?  " 

"  I  have."— "  You  Intend  visiting  II  Co- 
losspo." — "You  mean  the  Colosseum?" 
— "  It  is  the  same  thing.  You  have  told 
your  coachman  to  leave  the  city  by  the 
Porta  d(;l  Popolo,  to  drive  round  the 
walls,  and  re-enter  by  the  Porta  San 
Giovnnni?" — "These  are  my  words  ex- 
actly." 

"  Well,  this  route  is  impossible." 
**  Impossible  !  " 


"  Very   dangerous,  to  say  the  least." 

"Dangerous!  and  why?" — '"On  ac- 
count of  the  famous  Luigi  Vampa." 

"  Pray,  who  may  this  famous  Luigi 
Vampa  be  ?  "  inquired  Albert ;  "  he  may 
be  very  famous  at  Rome,  but  I  can  assure 
you   he   is   quite   unknown    at   Paris." 

"  What !  do  you  not  know  him  ?  " 

"I  have  not  that  honor  " 

"  You  have  never  heard  his  name?  '* 

"Never." 

"Well,  then,  he  is  a  bandit,  compared 
to  whom  the  Decesaris  and  the  Gaspa- 
rones  were  mere  children." 

"Now  then,  Albert,"  ciied  Franz, 
"  here  is  a  bandit  for  you  at  last," 

"  I  forewarn  you,  Maitre  Pastrini,  that 
I  shall  not  believe  one  word  of  what  you 
are  going  to  tell  us  ;  having  told  3'ou  this, 
begin." — "Once  upon  a  time — '' 

"  Well,  go  on."  Maitre  Pastrini  turned 
round  to  Franz,  who  seemed  to  him  the 
more  reasonable  of  the  two;  we  must  do 
him  justice — he  had  had  a  great  many 
Frenchmen  in  his  house,  but  had  never 
been  able  to  comprehend  them.  "  Ex- 
cellenc3',"  said  he,  gravelj^  addressing 
Franz,  "  if  3'ou  look  upon  me  as  a  liar,  it 
is  useless  for  me  to  say  anything;  it  was 
for  your  interest  I — " 

"  Albert  does  not  say  you  are  a  liar, 
Maitre  Pastrini,"  said  Franz,  "but  that 
he  will  not  believe  what  you  are  going  to 
tell  us — but  I  will  believe  all  3'OU  say  ;  so 
proceed." 

"  But  if  your  excellency  doubt  my  ve- 
racity— " 

"Maitre  Pastrini,"  returned  Franz, 
"you  are  more  susceptible  than  Cassan- 
dra, who  was  a  prophetes.s,  and  yet  no 
one  believed  her  ;  while  3'OU,  at  least,  arc 
sure  of  tlie  credence  of  half  your  auditory. 
Come,  sit  down,  and  tell  us  all  about  M. 
Vampa." — "  1  had  told  your  excellency 
he  is  the  most  famous  bandit  we  have  liad 
since  the  days  of  Maslrilla." 

"Well,  what  has  this  bandit  to  do  with 
the  oriler  I  have  given  the  coachman  to 
lcav(!  the  city  by  the  Porta  del  Popolo. 
and  to  re-enter  by  the  Porta  San  Giovan- 
ni?"—"This,"  replied  Maitre  Pastrini, 
"  that  you  will  go  out  by  one,  but  I  vvvy 
much  doubt  vour  returning  by  the  other," 
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"  Why  ?  "  asked  Franz. 

"Because,  after  nig'htfall,  3'OU  are  not 
safe  fifty  yards  from  the  gates." 

•'On  3'our  honor,  is  that  true?"  cried 
Albert. 

'*M.  le  Comte,"  returned  Maitre  Pas- 
trini,  hurt  at  Albert's  i-epeated  doubts  of 
the  truth  of  his  assertions,  •'  I  do  not  say 
this  to  you,  but  to  3^our  companion,  who 
knows  Rome,  and  knows,  too,  that  these 
things  are  not  to  bo  laug-lied  at." — 
''My  dear  fellow,"  said  Albert,  turning 
to  Franz,  "  hei-e  is  an  admirable  advent- 
ure ;  we  will  fill  our  carriage  with  pistols, 
blunderbusses  and  double-barreled  guns. 
Luigi  Vampa  comes  to  take  us,  and  we 
take  him — we  bring  him  back  to  Rome, 
and  present  him  to  his  holiness  the  pope, 
who  asks  how  he  can  repa^^  so  great  a 
service  ;  then  we  merely  ask  for  a  carriage 
and  a  pair  of  horses,  and  we  see  the  Car- 
nival in  the  carriage,  and  doubtless  the 
Roman  people  will  crown  us  at  the  Cap- 
itol, and  proclaim  us,  like  Curtius  and 
Horatius  Codes,  the  preservers  of  the 
country."  While  Albert  proposed  this 
scheme,  Maitre  Pastrini's  face  assumed 
an  expression  impossible  to  describe. 

''And  pray,"  asked  Franz,  "where  are 
these  pistols,  blunderbusses,  and  other 
deadly  weapons  with  which  you  intend 
filling  the  carriage  ?  " 

"  Not  out  of  my  armor}'-,  for  at  Terra- 
cina  I  was  plundered  even  of  m^^  hunting- 
knife." 

"  I  shared  the  same  fate  at  Aquepen- 
dente." 

"Do  you  know,  Maitre  Pastrini,"  said 
Albert,  lighting  a  second  cigar  at  the 
first,  "  that  this  practice  is  very  conven- 
ient for  robbers, "and  that  it  seems  to  have 
been  an  arrangement  between  them." 

Doubtless  Maitre  Pastrini  found  this 
pleasanti-y  compromising,  for  lie  only  an- 
swered half  the  question,  and  then  lie 
spoUe  to  Franz,  as  the  only  one  likely  to 
listen  with  attention.  "  Your  excellency 
knows  that  it  is  not  customary  to  defend 
yourself  when  attacked  by  bandits." 

"  What !  "  cried  Albert,  whose  courage 
revolted  at  the  idea  of  being  plundered 
tamely,    "  not   make  any  resistance  !  " 

"  No,  for   it  would  be  useless.      What 


could  you  do  against  a  dozen  bandits  who 
spring  out  of  some  pit,  ruin,  or  aqueduct, 
and  level  their  pieces  at  you  ?  " 

"  Eh,  parbleu  ! — they  should  kill  me." 

The  innkeeper  turned  to  Franz  with  an 
air  that  seemed  to  say,  "  Your  friend  Is 
decidedly  mad." 

"  M3'  dear  Albert,"  returned  Franz, 
"  your  answer  is  sublime,  and  worthy  the 
'  Let  him  die,'  of  Corneille,  onh',  when 
Horace  made  that  answer,  the  safety  of 
Rome  was  concerned  ;  but,  as  for  us,  it  is 
only  to  gratif}^  a  whim,  and  it  would  be 
ridiculous  to  risk  our  lives  for  so  foolish 
a  motive."  Albert  poured  himself  out  a 
glass  of  lacryma  Christi,  which  he  sipped 
at  intervals,  muttering  some  unintelligi- 
ble Avords. 

"Well,  Maitre  Pastrini,"  said  Franz, 
"  now  that  my  companion  is  quieted,  and 
3"ou  have  seen  how  peaceful  m\'  intentions 
are,  tell  me  who  is  this  Luigi  Vampa.  Is 
he  a  shepherd  or  a  nobleman  ? — young 
or  old  ? — tall  or  short  ?  Describe  him,  in 
order  that,  if  we  meet  him  by  chance, 
like  Jean  Sbogar  or  Lara,  we  ma}^  recog- 
nize him." — "You  could  not  apph'  to  any 
one  better  able  to  inform  3'ou  on  all  these 
points,  for  I  knew  him  when  he  was  a 
child,  and  one  da 3'  that  I  fell  into  his  hands, 
going  from  Ferentino  to  Alatri,  he,  for- 
tunateh'  for  me,  recollected  me,  and  set 
me  free,  not  onlv  without  ransom,  but 
made  me  a  present  of  a  very  splendid 
watch,  and  related  his  histoiw  to  me." 

"  Let  us  see  the  watch,"  said  Albert. 

Maitre  Pastrini  drew  from  his  fob  a 
magnificent  Breguet,  bearing  the  name 
of  its  maker,  of  Parisian  manufacture, 
and  a  count's  coronet. 

"Here  it  is,"  said  \\e.—''Pesfc!"'  re- 
turned Albert,  "  I  compliment  you  on  ii  : 
I  have  its  fellow" — he  took  his  watch 
from  his  waistcoat  pocket — "audit  cost 
me  ;?,000  francs  ($()00)." 

"  Let  us  liear  the  history."  said  Franz, 
motioning  Maitre  Pastrini  to  seat  himself. 

"Your  excellencies  permit  it  ?  "  asUod 
the  host. 

"  Par(//«'j^ /"  cried  Alb«'rt,  "you  are 
not  a  preacher,  to  remain  standing  !  " 

The  host  sat  down,  aftei-  having  made 
each    of   them   a   respectful   bow,    which 
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meant  to  say  he  was  ready  to  tell  them 
all  they  wished  to  know  concerning-  Luigi 
Vampa.  ''You  tell  me,"  said  Franz,  at 
the  moment  Maitre  Pastrini  was  about  to 
open  his  mouth,  "that  yon  knew  Luigi 
Vampa  when  he  was  a  child — he  is  still  a 
young'  man,  then?'* — "A  young"  man! 
he  is  only  two-and-twenty  ; — he  will  g-ain 
himself  a  reputation." 

"What  do  you  think  of  that,  Albert? 
— at  two-and-twent3'  to  be  thus  famous  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  at  his  age,  Alexander,  Ccesar, 
and  Napoleon,  who  have  all  made  some 
noise  in  the  world,  were  not  so  advanced." 

"So,"  continued  Franz,  "the  hero  of 
this  histor\'  is  only  two-and-twenty  ?  " 

"  Scarcely  so  much." 

"  Is  he  tall  or  short  ?  "— "  Of  the  mid- 
dle heig-ht — about  the  same  stature  as 
his  excellenc3%"  returned  the  host,  point- 
ing to  Albert. 

"'  Thanks  for  the  comparison,"  said 
Albert,   with  a  bow. 

"Go  on,  Maitre  Pastrini,"  continued 
Franz,  smiling-  at  his  friend's  suscepti- 
bility. "  To  what  class  of  society'-  does  he 
belong?" 

"'  He  was  a  shepherd-boy  attached  to 
the  farm  of  the-Comte  de  San-Felice,  sit- 
uated between  Palestrina  and  the  lake  of 
Gabri;  he  was  born  at  Pampinara,  and 
entered  the  count's  service  when  he  was 
five  3'ears  old ;  his  father  was  also  a 
shepherd,  who  owned  a  small  flock,  and 
lived  by.  the  wool  and.  the  milk,  which  he 
sold  at  Rome.  Wlien  quite  a  cliild,  the 
little  Vampa  was  of  a  most  extraordinary 
disposition.  One  day,  when  he  was  seven 
yeai's  old,  he  came  to  the  cure  of  Pale.s- 
trina,  and  prayed  liim  to  teach  him  to 
read  ;  it  was  somewhat  difhciilt,  foi-  he 
could  not  quit  his  flock;  but  I  he  good 
cure  went  every  day  to  say  mass  at  a 
little  Uaml«!t  too  poor  to  pay  a  priest,  and 
which,  having  no.  other  name,  was  calh.'d 
Borgo  ;  he  told  Luigi  that  he  might  meet 
him  on  his  return,  and  that  then  he  would 
giv(;  him  a  lesson,  warning  him  that  it 
would  be  short,  and  that  he  must  profit 
as  uuich  as  possible  by  it.  Tlu;  child  ac- 
cepted joyfully.  Ever^'  day  Luigi  led  his 
flock  to  graze  on  the  road  that,  leads  from 
Palestrina  to  Borgo;  every  day,  at   nine 


o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  priest  and  the 
boy  sat  down  on  a  bank  by  the  wayside, 
and  tlie  little  sliepherd  took  his  le.sson  - 
out  of  the  priest's  breviary.  At  the  end 
of  three  months  he  had  learned  to  read. 
This  was  not  enough — he  must  now  learn 
to  write.  The  priest  had  made,  by  a 
teacher  of  writing  at  Rome,  three  alpha- 
bets— one  large,  one  middling,  and  one 
small ;  and  pointed  out  to  him  that  by  the 
help  of  a  sharp  instrument  he  could  trace 
the  letters  on  a  slate,  and  thus  learn  to 
write.  The  same  evening,  when  the  flock 
was  safe  at  the  farm,  the  little  Luigi 
hastened  to  the  smith  at  Palestrina,  took 
a  large  nail,  forged  it,  sharpened  it,  and 
formed  a  sort  of  style.  The  next  morning 
he  had  collected  a  quantit3'  of  slates  and 
commenced.  At  the  end  of  three  months 
he  had  learned  to  write.  The  cure,  as- 
tonished at  his  quickness  and  intelligence, 
made  him  a  present  of  pens,  paper,  and  a 
penknife.  This  was  a  fi-esh  labor,  but 
nothing  compared  to  the  first ;  at  the  end 
of  a  week  he  wrote  as  well  wuth  the  pen 
as  with  the  style.  The  cure  related  this 
anecdote  to  the  Comte  de  San-Felice,  who 
sent  for  the  little  shepherd,  made  him 
read  and  write  before  him,  ordered  his 
attendant  to  let  him  eat  with  the  domes- 
tics, and  to  give  him  two  piastres  a  month. 
With  this,  Luigi  purchased  books  and 
pencils.  He  applied  to  everything  his 
imitative  powers,  and,  like  Giotto,  when 
young,  he  drew  on  his  slate  sheep,  houses, 
and  trees.  Then,  with  his  knife,  he  began 
to  carve  all  sorts  of  objects  in  wood  ;  it 
was  thus  that  Pinelli,  the  famous  sculptor, 
had  commenced. 

"A  girl  of  six  or  seven — that  is,  a  little 
younger  than  Vampa — tended  sheep  on  a 
farm  near  Palestrina  ;  she  was  an  orphan, 
born  at  Valmontone,  and  was  named 
Teresa.  The  two  children  met,  sat  down 
near  each  other,  let  their  flocks  mingle 
togi'ther,  played,  laughed,  and  convci-sed 
together:  in  the  evening  t  hey  sepai'aled 
the  lloclc  of  th«?  Comte  de  San-Fi'lice  from 
those  of  th(!  Baron  do  Cervetri.  and  the 
child  reti  retm-ued  to  their  n'speotive 
farms,  promising  to  meet  the  next  morn- 
ing. The  next  daj'  they  kept  their  word, 
and  thus  grew  uj).     Vampa  was  twelve. 
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and  Teresa  eleven.  And  vet  their  natural 
disposition  revealed  itself.  Besides  his 
taste  for  the  fine  arts,  \vhich  Luig'i  had 
carried  as  far  as  he  could  in  his  solitude, 
he  was  sad  by  fits,  ardent  by  starts, 
angny  by  caprice,  and  al\va3'S  sarcastic. 
None  of  the  lads  of  Pampinara,  of  Pales- 
trina,  or  of  Valmontone,  had  been  able  to 
g-ain  an}'^  influence  over  him,  or  even  to 
become  his  companion.  His  disposition 
(always  inclined  to  exact  concessions 
rather  than  to  make  them)  kept  him  aloof 
from  all  friendships.  Teresa  alone  ruled 
by  a  look,  a  word,  a  g-estiire,  this  impetu- 
ous character,  which  ^^ielded  beneath  the 
hand  of  a  woman,  and  which  beneath  the 
hand  of  a  man  mig'ht  have  broken,  but 
could  never  have  bent  or  jaelded.  Teresa 
was,  on  the  conti'ar3%  lively  and  g"ay,  but 
coquettish  to  excess.  The  two  piastres 
tliat  Luigi  received  every  month  from  the 
Comte  de  San-Felice's  steward,  and  the 
price  of  all  the  little  carvings  in  wood  he 
sold  at  Rome,  were  expended  in  ear-rings^ 
necklaces,  and  g-old  hair-pins.  So  that, 
thanks  to  her  friend's  generosity,  Teresa 
was  the  most  beautiful  and  best-attired 
peasant  near  Rome.  The  two  children 
g-rew  up  tog-ether,  passing-  all  their  time 
with  each  other,  and  griving-  themselves 
up  to  the  wild  ideas  of  their  dilferent 
characters.  Thus,  in  all  their  dreams, 
their  wishes,  and  their  conversations, 
Vampa  saw  himself  the  captain  of  a  ves- 
sel, g'eneral  of  an  army,  or  governor  of  a 
province.  Teresa  saw  herself  rich,  su- 
perbly attired,  and  attended  by  a  ti-ain  of 
liveried  domestics.  Then,  when  they  had 
thus  passed  the  day  in  building-  castles  in 
the  air,  they  separated  their  flocks,  and 
descended  from  the  elevation  of  their 
dreams  to  the  reality  of  their  humble 
position. 

"  One  day  th(>  young  shepherd  told  the 
count's  steward  he  had  seen  a  wolf  come 
out  of  the  Sabine  mountains  and  prowl 
around  his  flock.  The  steward  gave  him 
a  gun  ;  this  was  what  Vampa  longed  for. 
This  gun  had  an  excellent  barrel,  made 
at  Breschia,  and  carrying  a  ball  with  the 
precision  of  an  English  rille  ;  but  out>  day 
the  count  broke  the  slock,  and  had  then 
cast   the   gun  aside.     This,  however,  was 


nothing  to  a  sculptor  like  Vampa  ;  he  ex- 
amined the  ancient  stock,  calculated  what 
change  it  would  lequire  to  adapt  the  gun 
to  his  shoulder,  and  made  a  fresh  stock, 
so  beautifulh^  carved  that  it  would  have 
fetched  fifteen  or  twenty  piastres,  had  he 
chosen  to  sell  it.  But  nothing  could  be 
farther  from  his  thoughts.  For  a  long 
time  a  gun  had  been  the  3'oung  man's 
greatest  ambition.  In  every  countr}- 
where  independence  has  taken  the  place 
of  libert}',  the  first  desire  of  a  manly  heart 
is  to  possess  a  weapon,  which  at  once 
I'enders  him  capable  of  defense  or  attack, 
and,  by  rendering  its  owner  tei-rible, 
makes  him  often  redoubted.  From  tliis 
moment  Vampa  devoted  all  his  leisure 
time  to  perfecting"  himself  in  the  us.*  of 
this  precious  weapon  ;  he  purchased  pow- 
der and  ball,  and  everything  served  him 
for  a  mark — the  trunk  of  some  old  moss- 
gi'own  olive-tree  that  grew  on  the  Sabine 
mountains ;  the  fox,  as  he  quitted  his 
earth  on  some  marauding  excursion  ;  the 
eagle  that  soared  above  their  heads  :  and 
thus  he  soon  became  so  expert,  that 
Teresa  overcame  the  terror  she  at  first 
felt  at  the  report,  and  amused  lierself  by 
watching-  him  direct  the  ball  wherever  he 
pleased,  with  as  much  accuracy  as  if 
placed  by  the  hand. 

"One  evening  a  wolf  emerged  from  a 
pine-wood  near  which  thej-  were  usually 
stationed,  but  the  wolf  had  scarcely  ad- 
vanced ten  yards  ere  he  was  dead.  Proud 
of  this  exploit,  Vampa  took  the  dead 
animal  on  his  shoulders  and  carried  him 
to  the  farm.  All  these  circumstances  had 
gained  Luigi  considerable  reputation.  The 
man  of  superior  abilities  always  finds 
admirers,  go  where  he  will.  He  was 
spoken  of  as  the  most  adroit,  the  stmng- 
est  and  the  most  courageous  contadiuo 
for  ten  leagues  rouuil ;  and  altlioiigli 
Teresa  was  universally  allowed  to  be  ihe 
most  beautiful  girl  of  the  Sabines,  no  one 
had  ever  spoken  to  her  of  love,  becanse  it 
was  known  that  she  was  beloved  by  Vam- 
pa. And  yet  th»'  two  young  people  had 
never  declared  their  affection;  they  had 
grown  togelhtM'  like  two  tre<'s  whose  roots 
are  mingleil.  wliose  branches  intertwine, 
and  whose  perfume  rises  together  to  the 
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heavens.  Only  their  wish  to  see  each 
other  had  become  a  necessity,  and  they 
would  have  preferred  death  to  a  daj^'s 
separation.  Teresa  was  sixteen  and  Vam- 
pa  eighteen.  About  this  time,  a  band  of 
brigands  that  had  establislied  itself  in  the 
Lepini  mountains  began  to  be  mucli  spoken 
of.  The  brigands  have  never  been  really 
extirpated  from  the  neighborhood  of 
Rome.  Sometimes  a  chief  is  wanted,  but 
when  a  chief  presents  himself  lie  rarel^^ 
wants  a  band. 

'''The  celebrated  Cucuraetto,  pursued  in 
the  Abruzzo,  driven  out  of  the  kingdom  of 
Naples,  where  he  had  carried  on  a  regular 
war,  had  crossed  the  Garigliano,  like 
Manfred,  and  had  come  between  Sonnino 
and  Juperno,  to  take  refuge  on  the  banks 
of  the  Amasine.  He  it  was  who  strove  to 
reoi-ganize  a  band,  and  who  followed  the 
footsteps  of  Decesaris  and  Gasperone, 
whotn  he  hoped  to  surpass.  Many  young 
men  of  Palestrina,  Frascati,  and  Pampi- 
nara  disappeared.  Their  disappearance 
iit  first  caused  much  inquietude  ;  but  it 
was  soon  known  that  they  had  joined  the 
band  of  Cucumetto.  After  some  lime  Cu- 
cunietto  became  the  object  of  universal 
attention ;  the  most  extraordinary  traits 
of  ferocious  daring  and  brutality  were  re- 
lated of  him.  One  day  he  carried  off  a 
young  gill,  the  daughter  of  a  surveyor  of 
Frosinone.  The  bandit's  laws  are  positive  : 
a  young  girl  belongs  first  to  him  who 
carries  her  off,  then  the  rest  draw  lots  for 
her,  and  she  is  abandoned  to  their  bru- 
tality until  death  relieves  her  sufferings. 
When  their  parents  are  sufficiently  rich  to 
pa}'  a  ransom,  a  messenger  is  sent  to  treat 
concerning  it ;  the  prisoner  is  hostage  for 
Ihe  security  of  tlie  messenger;  should  the 
ransom  be  refused,  the  prisoner  is  irrevo- 
cably lost.  The  young  girl's  lover  was  i!i 
Cu(Munetto's  troop;  liisname  was  Carlini. 
When  she  recognized  lier  lover,  tlie  poor 
girl  extended  her  arms  to  him,  and  be- 
li(!ved  herself  safe  ;  but  CarUni  felt  his 
heart  sink,  for  he  but  too  well  knew  the 
fate  that  awaited  licr.  However,  as  he 
was  a  favorite  witli  Cucumetto,  as  lie  had 
for  three  years  faitlifnlly  served  liim,  and 
as  he  had  saved  liis  life  by  shooting  a  dra- 
goon who  was  about  to  cut  him  down,  he 


hoped  he  would  have  pity  on  him.  He 
took  him  apart,  while  the  young  girl, 
seated  at  the  foot  of  a  huge  pine  that 
stood  in  the  center  of  the  forest,  formed 
with  her  picturesque  head-dress  a  veil  to 
hide  her  face  from  the  lascivious  gaze  of 
the  bandits.  There  he  told  him  all — his 
affection  for  the  prisoner,  their  promises 
of  mutual  fidelit}',  and  how  ever^'  night, 
since  he  had  been  near,  the^'  had  met  in  a 
ruin. 

'•  It  so  happened  that  night  that  Cucu- 
metto had  sent  Carlini  to  a  neigliboring 
village,  so  that  he  had  been  unable  to  go 
to  the  place  of  meeting,  Cucumetto  had 
been  there,  however,  by  accident,  as  he 
said,  and  had  carried  the  maiden  off.  Car- 
lini besought  his  chief  to  make  an  exception 
in  Rita's  favor,  as  her  father  was  rich,  and 
could  pay  a  large  ransom.  Cucumetto 
seemed  to  yield  to  his  friend's  entreaties, 
and  bade  him  find  a  shepherd  to  send  to 
Rita's  father  at  Frosinone.  Carlini  flew 
joyfully  to  Rita,  telling  her  she  was  saved, 
and  bidding  her  write  to  her  father,  to  in- 
form him  what  had  occurred,  and  that  he!- 
ransom  was  fixed  at  three  hundred  pias- 
tres. Twelve  hours'  dela,y  was  all  that 
was  granted — that  is,  until  nine  the  next 
morning.  The  instant  the  letter  was  writ- 
ten, Carlini  seized  it  and  hastened  to  the 
plain  to  find  a  messenger.  He  found  a 
young  shepherd  watcliing  his  flock.  The 
natui-al  messengers  of  the  bandits  are  the 
shepVierds  who  live  between  the  cit^'  and 
the  mountains,  between  civilized  and  sav- 
age life.  The  bo}'  undertook  the  commis- 
sion, promising  to  be  in  Frosinone  in  less 
than  an  hour.  Carlini  returned,  anxious 
to  see  his  mistress,  and  announce  the  joy- 
ful intellig-ence.  He  found  the  troop  in 
the  glade,  supping  olF  the  provisions  ex- 
acted as  contributions  from  llu?  peasants  : 
but  his  eye  vainly  sought.  Rita  and  Cucu- 
metto among  them.  He  inquired  wliere 
the\'wei-e.  and  was  answered  by  a  burst 
of  laughter.  A  cold  perspiration  burst 
from  every  pore,  and  his  hair  stood  on 
end.  He  repeated  his  question.  One  of 
the  bandits  rose  and  olfered  liim  a  gla.ss 
filled  with  wine  of  Orvietto,  saying — '  To 
the  health  of  the  brave  Cucumetto  and  the 
fair  Rita.'     At  this  moment  Carlini  heard 
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the  cry  of  a  woman  ;  he  divined  the  truth, 
seized  the  g-lass,  broke  it  across  the  face 
of  him  who  presented  it,  and  rushed  to- 
ward the  spot  wlience  the  cr^^  came.  After 
a  hundred  j^ards  he  turned  the  corner  of 
the  thicket ;  he  found  Rita  senseless  in  the 
arms  of  Cucumetto.  At  the  sight  of  Car- 
hni,  Cucumetto  rose,  a  pistol  in  each  hand. 
The  two  brig-ands  looked  at  each  other  for 
a  moment — the  one  with  a  smile  of  lascivi- 
ousness  on  his  lips,  the  other  with  the 
pallor  of  death  on  his  bro.w.  It  seemed 
that  something- terrible  was  about  to  pass 
between  these  two  men ;  but  by  deg-rees 
Carlini's  features  relaxed,  his  hand,  which 
had  grasped  one  of  the  pistols  in  his  belt, 
fell  to  his  side.  Rita  lay  between  them. 
The  moon  lighted  the  group. 

"'Well,'  said  Cucumetto,  'have  you 
executed  your  commission  ?  ' 

"  '  Yes,  captain,'  returned  Carlini.  '  At 
nine  o'clock  to-morrow  Rita's  father  will 
be  here  with  the  mone3^' — 'It  is  well ;  in 
the  meantime,  we  will  have  a  merry  night ; 
this  young  girl  is  charming,  and  does 
credit  to  your  taste.  Now,  as  I  am  not 
egotistical,  we  will  return  to  our  comrades 

tand  draw  lots  for  her.' — 'You  have  de- 
termined, then,  to  abandon  her  to  the 
common  law  ?  '  said  Carlini. 

" '  Wh}^  should  an  exception  be  made  in 
her  favor  ? ' 

"  '  I  thought  that  m.y  entreaties — ' 

"  '  What  right  have  you,  any  more  than 
the  rest,  to  ask  for  an  exception  ?  ' — '  It  is 
true.' — 'But  never  mind,'  continued  Cu- 
cumetto, laughing,  'sooner  or  later  your 
turn  will  come.'  Carlini's  teeth  clenched 
convulsivel.y. 

"  '  Now,  then,'  said  Cucumetto,  advan- 
cing toward  the  other  bandits,  '  are  you 
coming  ?  ' — '  I  follow  you.' 

"  Cucumetto  departed,  without  losing- 
sight  of  Carlini,  for,  doubtless,  he  feared 
lest  he  should  strike  him  unawares ;  but 
nothing  betrayed  a  hostile  design  on  Car- 
lini's part.  He  was  standing,  his  arms 
folded,  near  Rita,  who  was  still  insensible. 
Cucumetto    fancied    for    a   moment    the 

I  young  man  was  about  to  take  her  in  his 
arms  and  fly  ;  but  this  mattered  little  to 
him  now  Rita  had  been  his :  and  as  for  the 


among  the  band  was  so  small  a  sura  that 
he  cared  little  about  it.  He  continued  to 
follow  the  path  to  the  glade;  but,  to  his 
great  surprise,  Carlini  arrived  almost  as 
soon  as  himself.  '  Let  us  draw  lots  ! — let 
us  draw  lots  ! '  cried  all  the  brigands, 
wIkmi  they  saw  the  chief. 

''Their  demand  was  fair,  and  the  chief 
inclined  his  head  in  sign  of  acquiescence. 
The  eyes  of  all  shone  ftercel3'-  as  they 
made  their  demand,  and  the  red  light  of 
the  fire  made  them  look  like  demons. 
The  names  of  all,  including  Carlini,  were 
placed  in  a  hat,  and  the  youngest  of  the 
band  drew  forth  a  ticket ;  the  ticket  bore 
the  name  of  Diavolaccio.  He  was  the  man 
who  had  proposed  to  Carlini  the  health  of 
their  chief,  and  to  whom  Carlini  replied 
by  breaking  the  glass  across  his  face.  A 
large  wound,  extending  from  the  temple 
to  the  mouth,  was  bleeding  profusely. 
Diavolaccio,  seeing  himself  thus  favored 
by  fortune,  burst  into  a  loud  laugh.  '  Cap- 
tain,' said  he,  'just  now  Carlini  would  not 
drink  your  health  when  I  proposed  it  to 
him  ;  propose  mine  to  him,  and  let  us  see 
if  he  will  be  more  condescending  to  you 
than  to  me.'  Every  one  expected  an  ex- 
plosion on  Carlini's  part ;  but,  he  took  a 
glass  in  one  hand  and  a  flask  in  the  other, 
and  filling  it — 'Your  health,  Diavolaccio,* 
said  he  calmlj'-,  and  he  drank  it  off  with- 
out his  hand  trembling  in  the  least. 
Then  sitting  down  by  the  fire,  '  My  sup- 
per,' said  he  ;  '  mj'  expedition  has  given 
me  an  appetite.' — 'Well  done,  Carlini  I ' 
cried  the  brigands  ;  '  that  is  acting  like  a 
good  fellow  ;  '  and  they  all  formed  a  circle 
round  the  fire,  while  Diavolaccio  disap- 
peared. Carlini  ate  and  drank  as  if  noth- 
ing had  happened.  The  bandits  looked  on 
with  astonishment  at  tliis  singular  con- 
duct until  they  heard  footsteps.  They 
turned  round,  and  saw  Diavolaccio  bear- 
ing the  young  girl  in  his  arms.  Her  head 
hung  back,  and  her  long  hair  swept  the 
ground.  As  they  entered  the  circle,  the 
bandits  could  perceive,  by  the  firelight, 
the  unearthly  pallor  of  the  young  girl 
and  of  Diavolaccio.  This  apparition  was 
so  strange  and  so  solemn  that  every  one 
rose,  with  the  exception  of  Carlini.  who 
remained  seated,  and  ate  and  drank  culm- 
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ly.  Diavolaccio  advanced  amid  the  most 
profound  silence,  and  laid  Rita  at  the  cap- 
tain's feet.  Then  every  one  could  under- 
stand the  cause  of  the  unearthly  pallor  of 
the  young"  g"irl  and  the  bandit.  A  knife 
Avas  plunged  up  to  the  hilt  in  Rita's  left 
breast.  Every  one  looked  at  Carlini ;  the 
sheath  at  his  belt  was  empty.  'Ah  I  ah  I ' 
said  the  chief,  *  I  now  understand  why 
Carlini  sta3'ed  behind.'  All  savag-e  nat- 
ures appreciate  a  desperate  deed.  No 
other  of  the  bandits  would,  perhaps,  have 
done  the  same  ;  but  they  all  understood 
what  Carlini  had  done.  'Now,  then,' 
cried  Carlini,  rising-  in  his  turn,  and  ap- 
proaching- the  corpse,  his  hand  on  the 
butt  of  one  of  his  pistols,  *does  anyone 
dispute  the  possession  of  this  woman 
with  me?  ' — '  No,'  returned  the  chief,  'she 
is  thiue.'  Carlini  raised  her  in  his  arms, 
and  carried  her  out  of  the  circle  of  light 
caused  by  the  fire.  Cucumetto  placed  his 
sentinels  for  the  night,  and  the  bandits 
wrapped  themselves  in  their  cloaks,  and 
lay  down  befoi'e  the  fire.  At  midnight 
the  sentinel  gave  the  alarm,  and  in  an 
instant  all  were  on  the  alert.  It  was 
Rita's  father,  who  brought  his  daughter's 
ransom  in  person.  'Here,'  said  he,  to 
Cucumetto,  '  here  are  three  hundred 
piastres;  give  me  back  my  child.'  But 
the  chief,  without  taking  the  money,  made 
a  sign  to  him  to  follow  him.  The  old  m;in 
obeyed.  The}'  both  advanced  beneath  the 
trees,  through  whose  bi-anches  streamed 
the  moonlight.  Cucumetto  stopped  at 
last,  and  pointed  to  two  persons  grouped 
at  the  foot  of  a  tree. 

'"There,'  said  he,  'demand  th}-^  child 
of  Carimi ;  he  will  tell  thee  what  lias  be- 
come of  her ;  '  and  he  returned  to  his 
com[)anions.  The  old  man  remained 
motionless;  lie  felt  that  some  great  and 
unforeseen  misfortune  hung  over  his  head. 
At  length  he  advanced  toward  the  group, 
which  he  could  not  comprehend.  As  he 
approached,  Carlini  raised  his  head,  and 
the  forms  of  two  persons  became  visible 
to  the  old  man's  eyes.  A  female  lay  on 
the  ground,  her  head  resting  on  tho  knees 
of  a  man,  who  was  seated  by  her ;  as  lie 
raised  hisjiead,  the  female's  face  became 
visible.     The  old  man  recognized  his  chikl, 


and  Carlini  recognized  the  old  man.  'I 
expected  thee,'  said  the  bandit  to  Rita's 
father. — '  Wretch  ! '  returned  the  old  man, 
'  what  hast  thou  done  ? '  and  he  gazed 
with  terror  on  Rita,  pale  and  bloodj^  a 
knife  buried  in  her  bosom.  A  raj'  of 
moonlight  poured  through  the  trees  and 
lighted  up  the  face  of  the  dead. — '  Cucu- 
metto had  violated  th\'  daughter,'  said 
the  bandit ;  '  I  loved  her,  therefore  I  slew 
her;  for  she  would  have  served  as  the 
sport  of  the  whole  band.'  The  old  man 
spoke  not,  and  grew  pale  as  death. 
'  Now,'  continued  Carlini,  '  if  I  have  done 
wrongly,  avenge  her';  and  withdrawing 
the  knife  from  the  wound  in  Rita's  bosom, 
he  held  it  out  to  the  old  man  with  one 
hand,  while  with  the  other  he  tore  open 
his  vest. — '  Thou  hast  done  well  I  '  re- 
turned the  old  man,  in  a  hoarse  voice ; 
'embrace  me,  my  son.'  Carlini  threw 
himself,  sobbing  like  a  child,  into  the 
arms  of  his  mistress's  father.  These 
were  the  first  tears  the  man  of  blood  had 
ever  wept.  'Now,'  said  the  old  man, 
'aid  me  to  bury  my  child.'  Carlini 
fetched  two  pickaxes  ;  and  the  father  and 
the  lover  began  to  dig  at  the  foot  of  a 
huge  oak,  beneath  which  the  young  girl 
was  to  repose.  When  the  grave  was 
formed,  the  father  embraced  her  first, 
and  then  the  lover  ;  afterward,  one  tak- 
ing the  head,  the  other  the  feet,  they 
placed  her  in  the  grave.  Then  they  knelt 
on  each  side  of  the  grave,  and  said  the 
prayers  of  the  dead.  Then,  when  they 
had  finished,  they  cast  the  earth  over  the 
corpse,  until  the  grave  was  filled.  Then, 
extending  his  hand,  the  old  nian  said,  '  1 
thank  you,  my  son  ;  and  now  leave  nie 
alone.' — 'Yet — '  replied  Carlini. — 'Leave 
me,  I  command  you.'  Carlini  obeyed, 
rejoined  his  comrades,  foldeil  himself  in 
his  cloak,  ami  soon  appeared  as  de(>p 
asleep  as  the  I'est.  It  had  been  resolved 
the  night  befcn-e  to  change  theii'  encamp- 
ment. An  hour  before  daybreak,  Cucu- 
metto aroused  his  nien,  and  gave  the 
word  to  march.  But  Carlini  would  not 
quit  tin;  forest,  without  knowing  what 
had  become  of  Rita's  father.  He  went 
toward  the  place  where  he  had  left  him. 
He  found  the  old  man  suspended  fi-om  one 
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of  the  branches  of  the  oak  which  shaded 
his  daughter's  g'rave.  He  then  took  an 
oath  of  bitter  vengeance  over  the  dead 
body  of  the  one  and  the  tomb  of  the  other. 
But  he  was  unable  to  complete  this  oath, 
for  two  da.ys  afterward,  in  a  rencontre 
with  the  Roman  carbineers,  CarJini  was 
killed.  There  was  some  surprise,  how- 
ever, that,  as  he  was  with  his  face  to  the 
enemy,  he  should  have  received  a  ball  be- 
tween his  shoulders.  That  astonishment 
ceased  when  one  of  the  brigands  remarked 
to  his  comrades  that  Cucumetto  was  sta- 
tioned ten  paces  in  Carlini's  rear  when  he 
fell. 

*'  On  the  morning  of  the  departure  from 
the  forest  of  Frosinone  he  had  followed 
Carlini  in  the  darkness,  had  heard  his  oath 
of  vengeance,  and,  like  a  wise  man,  antic- 
ipated it.  The3^  told  ten  other  stories  of 
tliis  bandit  chief,  each  more  singular  than 
the  other.  Thus,  from  Fondi  to  Perouse, 
every  one  trembles  at  the  name  of  Cu- 
cumetto. These  narratives  were  frequent- 
ly the  themes  of  conversation  between 
Luigi  and  Teresa.  The  young  girl  trembled 
very  much  at  all  these  tales  ;  but  Vampa 
reassured  her  with  a  smile,  tapping  the 
butt  of  his  good  fowling-piece,  which  threw 
its  ball  so  well ;  and  if  that  diil  not  re- 
store her  courage,  he  pointed  to  a  crow, 
perched  on  some  dead  branch,  took  an 
aim,  touched  the  trigger,  and  the  bird  fell 
dead  at  the  foot  of  the  tree.  Time  passed 
on,  and  the  two  young  people  had  settled 
to  be  married  when  Vampa  should  be 
twenty  and  Teresa  nineteen  years  of  age. 
They  were  both  orphans,  and  had  only 
their  employers'  leave  to  ask,  Avhich  had 
been  already  sought  and  obtained.  One 
day  when  they  were  talking  over  their 
plans  for  the  future,  they  lioard  two  or 
three  reports  of  firearms,  and  then  sud- 
denly a  man  came  out  of  the  wood,  near 
wliich  the  two  young  persons  used  to 
graze  their  flocks,  and  hurried  toward 
them.  When  he  came  within  hearing,  he 
exclaimed,  'I  am  pursued;  can  you  con- 
ceal me  ?  '  They  knew  full  well  that  this 
fugitive  must  be  a  bandit :  but  there  is  an 
innate  sympathy  between  the  Roman  bri- 
gand anil  the  Roman  peasant,  and  the 
latter  is  always  ready  to  aid  the   foi-mer. 


Vampa,  without  saying  a  word,  hastened 
to  the  stone  that  closed  up  the  entrance 
to  theii'  grotto,  drew  it  away,  made  a  sign 
to  the  fugitive  to  take  refuge  there,  in  a 
retreat  unknown  to  every  one,  closed  tht? 
stone  upon  him,  and  then  went  and  re- 
sumed his  seat  by  Teresa.  Instantly  after- 
ward four  carbineers,  on  horseback,  ap- 
peared on  the  edge  of  the  wood ;  three  of 
them  appeared  to  be  looking  for  the  fugi- 
tive, while  the  fourth  dragged  a  brigand 
prisoner  by  the  neck.  The  three  carbineers 
scrutinized  on  all  sides,  saw  the  young 
peasants,  and,  galloping  up,  interrogated 
them.  They  had  seen  no  one.  'That  is 
very  annoying,' said  the  brigadier;  'for 
the  man  we  are  looking  for  is  the  chief.' 

"  Cucumento  ?  "  cried  Luigi  and  Teresa 
at  the  same  moment. 

"  'Yes,'  replied  the  brigadier  :  '  and  as 
his  head  is  valued  at  a  thousand  Roman 
crowns,  there  would  have  been  live  hun- 
dred for  3'ou,  if  you  had  helped  us  to  catch 
him.'  The  two  young  persons  exchanged 
looks.  The  brigadier  had  a  moment's 
hope.  Five  hundred  Roman  crowns  are 
three  thousand  francs,  and  three  thousand 
francs  are  a  fortune  for  two  poor  oi'phans 
who  are  going  to  be  married. 

"  '  Yes,  it  is  very  annoying,'  said  Vam- 
pa ;   *'  but  wy  have  not  seen  him.' 

"  Then  the  carbineers  scoured  the  coun- 
try in  different  directions,  but  in  vain  ; 
then,  after  a  time,  they  disappeared. 
Vampa  then  removed  the  stone,  and  Cu- 
cumetto came  out.  He  had  seen,  through 
the  crevices  in  the  granite,  the  two  young 
peasants  talking  with  the  carbineers,  and 
guessed  the  subject  of  their  parley.  He 
had  read  in  the  countenances  of  Luigi  and 
Teresa  their  steadfast  resolution  not  to 
surrender  him,  and  he  drew  from  his 
pocket  a  puise  full  of  gold,  which  he  of- 
fered to  them.  But  Vanipa  raised  his 
head  proudly  :  as  to  T<Mvsa,  her  eyes 
sparKied  when  she  thought  of  all  the  fine 
gowns  and  gay  jewelry  she  could  buy  with 
this  jiurse  of  gold. 

"Cucumetto  was  a  cunning  fiend,  and 
had  assumed  the  form  of  a  brigand  instead 
of  a  serpent,  and  this  look  of  Teivsa  re- 
vealed to  hin\  that  she  was  a  worthy 
daughter  of  Eve,  and  lie  returned  to  the 
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forest,  pausing-  several  times  on  his  wa^^, 
under  the  pretext  of  saluting"  his  protec- 
tors. Several  days  elapsed,  and  they 
neither  saw  nor  heard  of  Cucuinetto.  The 
time  of  the  Carnival  was  at  hand.  The 
Comte  de  San-Felice  announced  a  grand 
masked  ball,  to  which  all  that  were  dis- 
tinguished in  Rome  were  invited.  Teresa 
had  a  great  desire  to  see  this  ball.  Luigi 
asked  permission  of  his  protector,  the 
steward,  that  she  and  he  mig"ht  be  present 
among-  the  servants  of  the  house.  This 
was  g-ranted.  The  ball  was  given  by  the 
count  for  the  particular  pleasure  of  his 
daughter  Carmela,  whom  he  adored. 
Carmela  was  precisely'  the  ag-e  and  flg-ure 
of  Teresa,  and  Teresa  was  as  handsome 
as  Carmela.  On  the  evening-  of  the  ball 
Teresa  was  attired  in  her  best,  her  most 
brilliant  hair  ornaments  and  g-a^-est  g-lass 
beads — she  was  in  the  costume  of  tlie 
women  of  Frascati.  Luig-i  wore  the  very 
picturesque  g-arb  of  the  Roman  peasant  at 
holiday  time.  They  both  mixed,  as  they 
had  leave  to  do,  with  the  servants  and 
peasants. 

''The  fete  was  magnificent;  not  only 
was  the  villa  brillianth^  illuminated,  but 
thousands  of  colored  lanterns  were  sus- 
pended from  the  trees  in  the  garden  ;  and 
\ery  soon  the  palace  overflowed  to  the 
terraces,  and  the  terraces  to  the  garden- 
walks.  At  each  ci-oss-path  was  an 
orchestra,  and  tables  spread  with  refresh- 
ments ;  the  guests  stopped,  formed  quad- 
rilles, and  danced  in  ever}'  part  of  the 
grounds  they  pleased.  Cai-mela  was  at- 
tired like  a  woman  of  Sonnino.  Her  cap 
•was  embroidered  with  pearls,  the  pins  in 
her  hair  w<'re  of  gold  and  diamonds,  her 
girdle  was  of  Turkey  silk,  with  lai-ge  em- 
broidered f1()wt'i-s,  hci-  bodice  and  skii-t 
were  of  cachemire,  her  apron  of  Indian 
muslin,  and  the  but  tons  of  her  coi-si^t  were 
of  jewels.  Two  of  her  companions  were 
<lressed,  the  one  as  a  woman  of  Nettuno, 
and  the  other  as  a  woman  of  La  Riccia. 
Four  y(iung  men  of  the  richest  and  noblest 
families  of  Rome  accompanied  them  with 
that  Italian  freedom  which  has  not  its 
parallel  in  any  other  country  of  the  world. 
They  wei*e  attired  as  peasants  of  Albano, 
Velletri,  Civita-Castellana,  and  Sora.  We 


need  hardl}^  add  that  these  peasant  cos- 
tumes, like  those  of  the  females,  were 
brilliant  with  gold  and  jewels. 

"■  Carmela  wished  to  make  a  uniform 
quadrille,  but  there  was  one  lady  wanting. 
Carmela  looked  all  around  her,  but  not 
one  of  the  guests  had  a  costume  similar  to 
her  own,  or  those  of  her  companions.  The 
Comte  de  San-Felice  pointed  out  to  her, 
in  the  group  of  peasants,  Teresa,  who  was 
hanging  on  Luigi's  arm.  '  Will  you  allow 
me,  father?'  said  Carmela. — 'Certainly,' 
replied  the  comte,  '  are  we  not  in  Carnival 
time  ?  '  —  Carmela  turned  toward  the 
young  man  who  was  talking  with  her,  and 
saying  a  few  words  to  him,  pointed  with 
her  flnger  to  Teresa.  The  young  man  fol- 
lowed with  his  eyes  the  lovely  hand  which 
made  this  indication,  bowed  in  obedience, 
and  then  went  to  Teresa,  and  invited  her 
to  dance  in  a  quadrille  directed  by  the 
count's  daughter.  Teresa  felt  something 
like  a  flame  pass  over  her  face  :  she  looked 
at  Luigi,  who  could  not  refuse  his  assent. 
Luigi  slowly  relinquished  Teresa's  arm, 
which  he  had  held  beneath  his  own,  and 
Teresa,  accompanied  by  her  elegant  cava- 
lier, took  her  appointed  place  with  much 
agitation  in  the  aristocratic  quadrille. 
Certainly,  in  the  e3'es  of  an  artist,  the 
exact  and  strict  costume  of  Teresa  had  a 
very  diflerent  character  from  that  of  Car- 
mela and  hei-  companions  ;  and  Teresa  was 
frivolous  and  coquettish,  and  thus  the 
embroidery  and  muslins,  the  cachemire 
waist-girdles,  all  dazzled  her,  and  the  re- 
flection of  sapphii-es  and  diamonds  almost, 
turned  her  giddy  brain. 

"Luigi  felt  a  sensation  hithei-lo  un- 
known arising  in  his  mind.  It  Avas  like  an 
acute  pain  which  gnawed  at  his  heait,  and 
then  passed  thrillingly  throughout  his 
frame,  chasing  through  his  veins  and  per- 
vading his  entirt!  body.  H(^  followed  with 
his  eye  each  movement  of  Teresa  and  her 
cavalier  ;  when  their  hands  touched,  he 
felt  as  though  he  should  swoon  ;  every 
puls(»  beat  with  violence',  and  it  seemt'd  as 
though  a  bell  were  ringing  in  his  ears. 
When  they  spoke,  although  Teresa  list- 
ened timidly  and  with  downcast  eyes  to 
the  conversation  of  her  cavalier,  as  Luigi 
could  read  in  the  ardent  looks  of  the  good- 
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looking-  young-  man  that  his  languag-e  was 
that  of  praise,  it  seemed  as  if  tlie  whole 
world  was  turning  round  with  him,  a^nd  all 
the  voices  of  hell  were  whispering  in  his 
ears  ideas  of  murder  and  assassination. 
Then  fearing  that  his  paroxysm  might  get 
the  better  of  him,  he  clutched  with  one 
hand  the  branch  of  a  tree  against  which 
he  was  leaning,  and  with  the  other  con- 
vulsivel}^  g-rasped  the  dagger  with  a 
carved  handle  which  was  in  his  belt,  and 
which,  unwittingly,  he  drew  from  the 
scabbard  from  time  to  time.  Luigi  was 
jealous  !  He  felt  that,  influenced  hj  her 
ambition  and  coquettish  disposition,  Teresa 
might  escape  him. 

"■  The  young  peasant  girl,  at  first  timid 
and  scared,  soon  recovered  herself.  We 
have  said  that  Teresa  was  handsome, 
but  this  is  not  all ;  Teresa  was  replete 
with  all  those  wild  graces  which  are  so 
much  more  potent  than  our  affected  and 
studied  elegances.  She  had  almost  all  the 
honors  of  the  quadrille,  and  if  she  Avere 
envious  of  the  Comte  de  San-Felice's 
daughter,  we  will  not  undertake  to  say 
that  Carmela  was  not  jealous  of  her. 
And  with  overpowering  compliments  her 
handsome  cavalier  led  iun*  back  to  the 
place  whence  he  had  taken  her,  and  where 
Luigi  awaited  her.  Twice  or  thrice  dur- 
ing the  dance  the  young  girl  had  g-lanced 
at  Luigi,  and  each  time  she  saw  he  was 
pale  and  his  features  agitated  ;  once  even 
the  blade  of  his  knife,  half  drawn  from  its 
sheath,  had  dazzled  her  eyes  with  its 
sinister  glare.  Thus,  it  was  almost  trem- 
bling that  she  resumed  her  lover's  arm. 
The  quadrille  had  been  most  perfect,  and 
it  was  evident  there  was  a  great  demand 
for  a  second  edition,  Carmela  alone  ob. 
jecting  to  it,  but  the  Comte  de  San-Felice 
begged  his  daughter  so  earnestly  that  she 
receded  to  it.  One  of  the  cavaliers  then 
hastened  to  invite  Teresa,  without  whom 
it  was  impossible  the  quadrille  could  be 
formed,  but  the  young-  girl  had  disap- 
peared. The  truth  was,  tliat  Luigi  had 
not  felt  the  strength  to  support  anotlier 
such  trial,  and,  half  by  persausion  and 
lialf  by  force,  he  had  removed  Teresa  to- 
ward another  part  of  the  garden.  Teresa 
li;»d  yielded    in  spite  of  herself,  but  when 


she  looked  at  the  agitated  countenance  of 
the  young  man,  she  understood  Xty  his 
silence  and  trembling  voice  that  some- 
thmg  strange  was  passing-  within  him. 
She  herself  was  not  exempt  from  internal 
emotion,  and  without  having  done  an}"-- 
thing  wrong-,  3'et  fully  comprehended  that 
Luigi  was  right  in  reproaching  her.  Whj' 
she  did  not  know,  but  yet  she  did  not  the 
less  feel  that  these  reproaches  were  mer- 
ited. However,  to  Teresa's  great  aston- 
ishment, Luigi  remained  mute,  and  not  a 
word  escaped  his  lips  the  rest  of  the  even- 
ing. When  the  chill  of  the  night  had 
driven  away  the  guests  from  the  gardens, 
and  the  g-ates  of  the  villa  were  closed  on 
them  for  the  fete  indoors,  he  took  Teresa 
quite  away,  and  as  he  left  her  at  her  home, 
he  said  : 

'' '  Teresa,  what  were  you  thinking-  of  as 
you  danced  opposite  the  young  Comtesse 
de  San-Felice?' — 'I  thought,'  replied  the 
young-  girl,  with  all  the  frankness  of  her 
nature,  '  that  I  would  give  half  my  life  for 
a  costume  such  as  she  wore.' 

'•'And  what  said  3'our  cavalier  to 
you  ?  ' — ■  He  said  it  only  depended  on  my- 
self to  have  it,  and  I  had  only  one  word 
to  say.' 

"  '  He  was  right,'  said  Luigi.  '  Do  you 
desire  it  as  ardently'  as  you  say  ?  ' — '  Yes.' 

'•'  'Well,  then,  you  shall  have  it  I ' 

"The  young  girl,  much  astonished, 
raised  her  head  to  look  at  him,  but  his 
face  was  so  gloomy  and  terrible  that  her 
words  froze  to  her  lips.  As  Luigi  spoke 
thus  he  left  her.  Teresa  followed  him 
with  her  eyes  into  the  darkness  as  long 
as  she  could,  and  when  he  had  quite  dis- 
appeared sh(^  enttMvd  her  apartment  with 
a  sigh. 

"  That  night  a  great  accident  happened, 
no  doubt  from  the  imprudence  of  some 
servant  who  had  neglected  to  exting-uish 
the  lights.  The  Villa  de  San-Felice  took 
lire  in  the  rooms  adjoining  the  very  apart- 
ment of  the  lovely  Carmela.  Awoke  in 
the  night  by  the  light  of  the  flames,  she 
hail  sprung  out  of  bed.  wrapped  hersi?lf 
in  a  dressing-gown  and  attempted  to  es- 
cape by  the  door,  but  tlie  corridor  by 
which  she  hoped  to  fly  was  already  a  prey 
to  the  flames.     She  had  tlien  returned  to 
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her  rooiiJ,  calling*  for  help  as  loudly  as  she 
could,  when  suddenly  her  window,  which 
was  twenty  feet  from  the  ground,  was 
opened,  a  young-  peasant  jumped  into  the 
ch;nnber,  seized  her  in  his  arms,  and  with 
superhuman  skill  and  strength  conveyed 
her  to  the  tui-f  of  the  g-rass-plot,  wiiere 
she  fainted.  When  she  recovered  her 
father  was  b}'-  her  side.  All  the  servants 
surrounded  her,  offering-  her  assistance. 
An  entire  wing  of  the  villa  was  burned 
down;  but  what  was  that,  as  Carmela 
was  safe  and  uninjured  ?  Her  preserver 
was  everywhere  soug-ht  for,  but  her  de- 
liverer did  not  appear;  he  was  inquired 
for  ever}^ where,  but  no  one  had  seen  him. 
Carmela  was  greatly  troubled  that  she 
had  not  recog-nized  him.  As  the  count 
w^as  immensely  rich,  excepting-  the  danger 
Carmela  had  run,  and,  as  appeared  to 
him,  the  marvelous  manner  in  which  she 
had  escaped,  which  was  rather  a  favor  of 
Providence  than  a  real  misfortune,  the 
loss  occasioned  by  the  conflagration  "was 
to  him  but  a  trifle. 

"The  next  day,  at  the  usual  hour,  the 
two  young"  peasants  were  on  the  borders 
of  the  forest.  Luig-i  arrived  first.  He 
came  toward  Teresa  in  hig-li  spirits,  and 
seemed  to  have  completely  forg'otten  the 
events  of  the  previous  evening-.  The  yonng 
girl  was  very  pensive,  but  seeing'  Luig-i  so 
cheerful,  she  on  her  part  assumed  a  smil- 
ing air,  which  was  natural  to  her  when 
no  excitement  of  passion  came  to  disturb 
her.  Luig-i  took  her  arm  beneath  his  own 
and  led  her  to  the  door  of  the  g-rotto. 
Then  he  paused.  The  .young-  g-irl,  per- 
ceiving- that  there  was  something*  ex- 
traordinary, looked  at  him  steadfastly. 
'Teresa,'  said  Luigi,  '  3'esterday  eveuing- 
you  told  me  you  would  g"ive  all  the  world 
to  have  a  costume  similar  to  that  of  the 
count's  daughter.' — '  Yes,'  replied  Teresa, 
with  astonishment;  'but  I  was  mad  to 
utter  sucli  a  wish.' — 'And  I  replied, 
"Very  well,  you  shall  have  it."  ' — '  Yes,' 
replied  the  youn.g  girl,  whosc^  astonish- 
ment increased  at  every  word  uttered  by 
Luigi,  '  but  of  course  your  reply  was  only 
to  please  me.' 

"  'I  Imivc  promised  no  mon'  than  I  liave 
given    you,   Teresa,'  said   Luigi,  proudly. 


'Go  into  the  grotto  and  dress  3'ourself.' 
At  these  words  he  drew  away  the  stone, 
and  showed  Teresa  the  g-rotto,  lig'hted  up 
b\'  two  wax  lights,  Avhich  burned  on  each 
side  of  a  splendid  mirror ;  on  a  rustic 
table,  made  b}'  Luigi,  were  spread  out  the 
pearl  necklace  and  the  diamond  pins,  and 
on  a  chair  at  the  side  was  laid  the  rest  of 
the  costume. 

"  Teresa  uttered  a  cry  of  joy,  and,  with- 
out inquii'ing  w'hence  this  attire  came,  or 
even  thanking-  Luigi,  darted  into  the 
g-rotto,  transformed  into  a  dressing-room. 
Luigi  pushed  the  stone  behind  her,  for  he 
saw  on  the  crest  of  a  small  adjacent  hill 
which  prevented  him  from  seeing  Pales- 
trina  from  where  he  was,  a  traveler  on 
horseback,  who  stopped  a  moment,  as  if 
uncertain  of  his  road,  and  thus  presented, 
in  the  blue  sky,  that  perfect  outline  pe- 
culiar to  the  distances  of  southei-n  climes. 
When  he  saw  Luigi  he  put  his  horse  into 
a  gallop  and  advanced  tow^ard  him.  Luigi 
was  not  mistaken.  The  traveler,  who  was 
going  from  Palestrina  to  Tivoli,  had  mis- 
taken his  way  ;  the  young  man  directed 
him  ;  but  as  at  a  quarter  of  a  mile  dis- 
tance the  road  again  divided  into  three 
ways,  and  on  reaching  these  the  traveler 
might  again  stray  from  his  route,  he 
begged  Luigi  to  be  his  guide.  Luigi  threw 
his  cloak  on  the  ground,  placed  his  car- 
bine on  his  shoulder,  and  freed  from  his 
heav}'  covering,  preceded  the  traveler 
with  the  rapid  step  of  a  mountaineer, 
which  a  horse  can  scarcelj'  keep  up  with. 
In  tf'n  minutes  Luigi  and  the  traveler 
reached  the  cross-roads  alluded  to  b^-  the 
young  shepherd.  On  arriving  Ihere,  with 
an  air  as  majestic  as  that  of  an  emperor, 
he  stretched  his  hand  toward  that  one  of 
the  roads  Avhich  the  traveler  was  to  fol- 
low. 'That  is  your  road,  excellency,  and 
now  you  cannot  again  mistake.' — 'And 
here  is  your  n'compense,'  said  the  t  raveler, 
olTering  the  young  herdsman  some  pieces 
of  small  money. 

'•  '  Thank  you,'  said  Luigi,  drawing 
back  his  hand  ;  *  I  render  a  service,  1  do 
not  sell  it.' — 'Well,' replied  the  traveler, 
who  seemed  used  I0  this  difTerence  be- 
tween tiie  .servility  of  a  man  of  the  cities 
and  the  pride  of  the  mountaineer,  '  if  you 
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refuse  pay,  you  Avill,  perhaps,  accept  of 
a  present.' — 'Ah,  yes,  that  is  another 
thino-.' — <Then,'"  said  the  traveler,  'take 
these  two  Venice  sequins  and  give  them 
to  your  bride,  to  make  herself  a  pair  of 
ear-ring's.' 

<■'  'And  then  do  you  take  this  poniard,' 
said  the  young-  herdsman ;  '  you  will  not 
find  one  better  carved  between  Albana 
and  Civita-Castellana.' 

'•'I  accept  it,'  answered  the  traveler, 
*'  but  then  the  obligation  will  be  on  my 
side,  for  this  poniard  is  worth  more  than 
two  sequins.' — 'For  a  dealer,  perhaps; 
but  for  me,  who  engraved  it  mj'self,  it  is 
hardly  worth  a  piastj-e.' 

"  '  What  is  your  name  ?  '  inquired  the 
traveler. — 'Luigi  Vampa,'  replied  the 
shepherd,  with  the  same  air  as  he 
would  have  replied,  Alexander,  king  of 
Macedon. — '  And  yours  ?  ' — '  I,'  said  the 
traveler,  'am  called  Sinbad  the  Sailor.'" 

Franz  d'Epina  started  with  surprise. 
"  Sinbad  the  Sailor,"  he  said. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  narrator;  "that 
was  the  name  which  the  traveler  gave  to 
Vampa  as  his  own." 

"  Well,  and  what  may  you  have  to  say 
against  this  name?"  inquired  Albert; 
"it  is  a  very  pretty  name,  and  the  ad- 
ventures of  the  gentleman  of  that  name 
amused  me  very  much  in  my  youth,  I 
must  confess." — Franz  said  no  more.  The 
name  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor,  as  may  well  be 
supposed,  awakened  in  him  a  world  of  rec- 
ollections, as  had  the  name  of  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo  on  the  previous  evening. — 
'•  Proceed  !  "  said  he  to  the  host. 

"Vampa  put  the  two  sequins  haughtily 
into  his  pocket,  and  slowly  returned  by 
the  way  he  had  gone.  '  As  he  came  wil  bin 
two  or  three  hundred  paces  of  the  grotto 
he  thought  he  heard  a  cry.  He  listened 
to  know  whence  this  sound  could  proceed. 
A  moment  afterward  and  he  heard  his 
own  name  pronounced  distinctly.  The  cry 
proceeded  from  the  grotto.  He  bounded 
liUe  a  chamois,  cocking  his  carbine  as  he 
went,  and  in  a  moment  reached  tlic  sum- 
mit of  a  bill  opposite  to  that  on  which  he 
had  perceived  the  traveler.  Thence  cries 
of  help  came  more  distinctly  on  liis  ear. 
He  cast  his  eves  around  him,  and  saw  a 


man  carr3-ing  off  Teresa,  as  did  the  Cen- 
taur Nessus,  Dejanira.  This  man,  who 
was  hastening  toward  the  wood,  A\as  al- 
readj"  three-quarters  of  the  way  on  the 
road  from  the  grotto  to  the  forest.  Vam- 
pa measured  the  distance  :  the  man  was 
at  least  two  hundred  paces  in  advance  of 
him,  and  there  was  not  a  chance  of  over- 
taking him.  The  young  shepherd  stopped, 
as  if  his  feet  had  been  rooted  to  the  ground  ; 
then  he  put  the  butt  of  his  carbine  to  his 
shoulder,  took  aim  at  the  ravisher,  fol- 
lowed him  for  a  second  in  his  track,  and 
then  fired.  The  ravisher  stopped  sudden- 
ly, his  knees  bent  under  him,  and  he  fell 
with  Teresa  in  his  arms.  The  young  girl 
rose  instantly',  but  the  man  lay  on  the 
earth  struggling  in  the  agonies  of  death. 
Vampa  then  rushed  toward  Teresa ;  for 
at  ten  paces  from  the  d^ing  man  her  legs 
had  failed  her,  and  she  had  dropped  on  her 
knees,  so  that  the  young  man  feared  that 
the  ball  that  had  brought  down  his  enemj* 
had  also  wounded  his  betrothed.  Fort- 
uiiateh',  she  was  unscathed,  and  it  was 
fright  alone  that  had  ovei'come  Teresa. 
When  Luigi  had  assured  himself  that  she 
was  safe  and  unharmed,  he  turned  toward 
the  wounded  man.  He  had  just  expired, 
with  clenched  hands,  his  mouth  in  a  spasm 
of  agony,  and  his  hair  on  end  in  the  sweat 
of  death.  His  eyes  remained  open  and 
menacing.  Vampa  approached  the  car- 
cass, and  recognized  Cucumetto.  From 
the  daj^  on  which  the  bandit  had  been 
saved  by  the  two  young  peasants,  he  had 
been  enamored  of  Teresa,  and  had  sworn 
she  should  be  his.  From  that  time  he  had 
watched  them,  and  profiting  by  the  mo- 
ment when  her  lover  had  left  lier  alone. 
whilt^  he  guided  the  traveler  on  his  way, 
had  carried  her  olf.  and  believed  he  at 
length  had  her  in  his  power,  when  the  ball, 
directed  by  the  unerring  skill  of  the  young 
herdsman,  had  pierced  his  heart.  Vampa 
gazed  on  him  for  a  moment  without  be- 
traying the  slightest  emotion  ;  while, 
on  the  contrary,  Teresa,  shuddering  in 
every  limb,  dared  not  approach  the  slain 
ruflfian  but  by  degrees,  and  threw  a  hesi- 
tating glance  at  the  dead  body  over  the 
shoulder  of  her  lover.  Suddenly  Vamjia 
turned  toward  his  mistress  : — '  Ah  !   ah  I ' 
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said  lie — '  S'ootl,  good  !  3'ou  are  attired  ;  it 
is  now  my  turn  to  dress  myself.' 

' '  Teresa  was  clothed  from  head-  to  foot 
in  the  g-arb  of  the  Comte  de  San-Fehce's 
daugliter.  Vampa  took  Oucumelto's  bod}' 
in  his  arms  and  conve3'ed  it  to  the  g-rotto, 
while  ill  her  turn  Teresa  remained  outside. 
If  a  second  traveler  had  passed,  he  would 
have  seen  a  strange  thing  ;  a  shepherdess 
watching  her  flock,  clad  in  a  cachemire 
gown,  with  ear-rings  and  necklace  of 
pearls,  diamond  pins,  and  buttons  of  sap- 
phires, emeralds,  and  rubies.  He  would, 
no  doubt,  have  believed  that  he  had  re- 
turned to  the  times  of  Florian,  and  would 
have  declared,  on  reaching  Paris,  that  he 
had  met  a  shepherdess  of  the  Alps  seated 
at  the  foot  of  the  Sabine  Hill.  At  the 
end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  Vampa  quitted 
the  g"rotto ;  his  costume  was  no  less  ele- 
g"ant  than  that  of  Teresa.  He  wore  a 
vest  of  garnet-colored  velyet,  with  but- 
tons of  cut  gold  ;  a  silk  waistcoat  covered 
with  embroidery ;  a  Roman  scarf  tied 
round  his  neck ;  a  cartouche-box  worked 
with  gold,  and  red  and  g-reen  silk  ;  sk^*- 
blue  velvet  breeches,  fastened  above  the 
knee  with  diamond  buckles;  garters  of 
deer-skin,  worked  with  a  thousand  ara- 
besques, and  a  hat  whereon  hung-  ribbons 
of  all  colors ;  two  Avatches  hung  from  his 
girdle,  and  a  splendid  poniard  was  in  his 
belt.  Teresa  uttered  a  cry  of  admiration. 
Vampa  in  this  attire  resembled  a  painting 
by  Leopold  Robert  or  Schnetz.  He  had 
assumed  the  entire  costume  of  Cucumetto. 
The  young  man  saw  the  effect  produced  on 
his  betrotlied,  and  a  smile  of  pride  passed 
over  liis  lips. — 'Now,'  lie  said  lo  Teresa, 
'  are  you  read}^  1  o  share  my  fortune,  what- 
ever it  maj'^be?" — 'Oh.  yes  I '  exclaimed 
the  young  girl  enthusiastically.  —  'And  fol- 
low me  wher(!ver  1  go  ?  ' — '  'J'o  1-he  world's 
end.'  — 'Then  take  my  arm,  and  let  us  on, 
we  have  no  time  to  lose.' — The  young  girl 
did  so  without  questioning  hei-  lover  as  to 
where  he  was  conducting  her,  for  he  ap- 
peared to  her  at.  this  moment  as  hand- 
some, proud,  and  powerful  as  a  god.  They 
went  toward  the  forest,  and  soon  entered 
it.  We  need  scarcely  say  that  all  the 
paths  of  the  mountain  were  known  to 
Vampa  :   he  therefore  went  forward  with- 


out a  moment's  hesitation,  although  there 
was  no  beaten  track ;  but  he  knew  his 
path  by  looking  at  the  trees  and  bushes ; 
and  thus  they  kept  on  advancing  for  near- 
l^"-  an  hour  and  a  half.  At  the  end  of  this 
time  they  had  reached  the  thickest  of  the 
forest.  A  torrent,  whose  bed  was  dry,  led 
into  a  deep  gorge.  Vampa  took  this  wild 
road,  whichj  inclosed  between  two  ridges, 
and  shadowed  by  the  tufted. umbrag-e  of 
the  pines,  seemed,  but  for  the  difficulties 
of  its  descent,  that  path  to  Avernus  of 
which  Virgil  speaks.  Teresa  had  become 
alarmed  at  the  wild  and  deserted  look  of 
tlie  plain  around  her,  and  pressed  closely 
ag-ainst  her  g"uide,  not  uttering  a  syllable  ; 
but  as  she  saw  him  advance  wuth  even 
step  and  composed  countenance,  she  en- 
deavored to  repress  her  emotion.  Sud- 
denl3%  about  ten  paces  from  them,  a  man 
advanced  from  behind  a  tree  and  aimeciat 
Vampa. — 'Not  another  step,'  he  said,  'or 
you  are  a  dead  man.' — '  What  then  I '  said 
Vampa,  raising*  his  hand  with  a  gesture  of  1 
disdain,  while  Teresa,  no  longer  able  to 
restrain  her  alarm,  clung  closely  to  him  ; 
'  do  wolves  rend  each  other  ?  ' — '  Who  are 
you  ?  '  inquired  the  sentinel. — •  I  am  Luigi 
Vampa,  shepherd  of  the  farm  of  San- 
Felice.' — '  What  do  you  want  ?  ' — '  I  would  | 
speak  with  your  companions  who  are  in 
the  recess  at  Rocca  Bianca.' — '  Follow  me, 
then,'  said  the  sentinel ;  '  or,  as  you  know 
your  way,  go  first.' — Vampa  smiled  dis- 
dainfully at  this  precaution  of  the  bandit, 
went  before  Teresa,  and  contimied  to  ad- 
vance with  the  same  firm  and  easy  step 
as  before.  At  the  end  of  ten  minutes  the 
bandit  made  them  a  sign  to  stop.  The 
two  young  persons  obeyed.  Then  the  ban- 
dit thrice  imilated  the  cry  of  a  crow;  a 
croak  answered  the  signal. — '  Good  ! '  said 
the  sentry:  'you  may  now  advance.' — 
Ijiiigi  and  Teresa  again  set  forwaixl  ;  as 
they  advaneetl,  Teresa  clung  t  reml^lingl}' 
to  her  lover,  as  she  saw  through  the  trees 
arms  appear  and  the  barrels  of  carbines 
shine.  The  retreat  of  Rocca  Bianca  was 
at  tlie  top  of  a  small  mountain,  which  no 
doubt  in  former  days  had  been  a  volcano 
— an  extinct  volcano  before  tlie  days  when 
Remus  and  Romulus  had  deserted  Alba  to 
come  and  found  the  cit  v  of  Rome.     Teresa 
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:u)d  Luig"i  reached  the  summit,  and  all  at 
once  found  themselves  in  the  presence  of 
twenty  bandits.  'Here  is  a  ^^oung-  man 
who  seeks  and  wishes  to  speak  to  3'ou/ 
said  the  sentinel.—'  What  has  he  to  say  ?  ' 
inquired  the  young-  man  who  was  in  com- 
mand in  the  chief's  absence. — 'I  wish  to 
say  that  I  am  tired  of  a  shepherd's  life/ 
was  Vampa's  reply.— 'Ah,  I  understand,' 
said  the  lieutenant;  'and  you  seek  admit- 
tance into  our  ranks  ? ' — '  Welcome  ! '  cried 
several  bandits  of  Perrusino,  Pampinara, 
and  Anagni,  who  had  recog-nized  Luigi 
Vampa. — 'Yes,  but  I  come  to  ask  some- 
thing- more  than  to  be  yo\iY  companion.' — 
'  And  what  may  that  be  ? '  inquired  the 
bandits,  with  astonishment.— '  I  come  to 
ask  to  be  your  captain,'  said  the  young- 
man.  The  bandits  shouted  with  laug-hter. 
'  And  what  have  .you  done  to  aspire  to  this 
honor  ?  '  demanded  the  lieutenant. — '  I 
have  killed  your  chief,  Cucumetto,  Avhose 
dress  I  now  wear;  and  I  set  fire  to  the 
Villa  San-Felice  to  procure  a  wedding-- 
dress  for  my  betrothed.'  An  hour  after- 
ward Luigi  Vampa  was  chosen  captain, 
vice  Cucumetto  deceased." 

"  Well,  my  dear  Albert,"  said  Franz, 
turning-  toward  his  friend,  "  what  think 
you  of  citizen  Luigi  Vampa  ?  " 

"I  say  he  is  a  myth,"  replied  Albert, 
'•and  never  had  an  existence." 

"  And  what  may  a  m.yth  be  ?  "  inquired 
Pastrini. — "  The  explanation  would  be  too 
long,  my  dear  landlord,"  replied  Franz. 

"  And  you  say  that  Maitre  Vampa  exer- 
cises his  profession  at  this  moment  in  the 
environs  of  Rome  ?  " — "  And  with  a  bold- 
ness of  which  no  bandit  before  him  ever 
gave  an  example." 

"Then  the  police  have  vainly  tried  to 
lay  hands  on  him  ?  " — "  Why,  you  see,  ho 
has  a  good  understanding  with  the  shep- 
herds in  the  plains,  the  fishermen  of  the 
Tiber,  and  the  smuga-lers  of  the  coast. 
They  seek  for  hitn  in  the  mountains,  and 
he  is  on  the  waters  ;  Ihey  follow  him  on 
the  waters,  and  he  is  on  tlie  open  sea  ; 
then  they  pursue  him,  and  he  has  sud- 
denly taken  refuge  in  the  isle  of  Gigli(\  of 
Guanouti,  or  Monte-Cristo  ;  and  wlien 
they  hunfr^for  him  there,  he  nvippears 
suddenly  at  Albano,  Tivoh,  or  La  Riccia." 


"And  how  does  he  behave  tow^ard 
travelers?" — "Alas!  his  plan  is  very 
simple.  It  depends  on  the  distance  he 
may  be  from  the  city,  whether  he  gives 
eight  hours,  twelve  hours,  or  a  day  where- 
in to  pay  their  ransom  ;  and  when  that 
time  has  elapsed  he  allows  another  hour's 
grace.  At  the  sixtieth  minute  of  this  hour, 
if  the  money  is  not  forthcoming,  he  blows 
out  the  prisoner's  brains  with  a  pistol- 
shot,  or  plants  his  dagger  in  his  heart, 
and  that  settles  the  account." 

"Well,  Albert,"  inquired  Franz  of  his 
companion,  "  are  you  still  disposed  to  go 
to  the  Colosseum  hy  the  outer  Boule- 
vards ?"—' Perfectly,"  said  Albert,  "if 
the  \\i\y  be  picturesque."  The  clock  struck 
nine  as  the  door  opened,  and  a  coachman 
appeared. — "  Excellencies,"  said  he,  "  the 
coach  is  ready." 

"Well,  then,"  said  Franz,  "let  us  to 
the  Colosseum." 

"By  the  Porta  del  Popolo  or  by  the 
streets,  your  excellencies  ?  " 

"  By  the  streets,  morblen !  by  the 
streets  !  "  cried  Franz. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Albert,  ris- 
ing, and  lighting  his  third  cigar,  "  really, 
I  thought  you  had  more  courage."  So 
saying,  the  two  young  men  went  down  the 
staircase  and  got  into  the  carriage. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE    COLOSSEUM. 

Franz  had  so  managed  his  route  that 
during  the  ride  to  the  Colosseum  they 
passed  not  a  single  ancient  ruin,  so  that 
no  gradual  preparation  was  made  on  tlie 
mind  for  the  colossal  proportions  of  the 
gigantic  building  they  came  to  admire. 
The  road  selected  was  a  continuation  of 
the  Via  Sistina  ;  then,  by  cutting  off  the 
right  angle  of  the  street  in  wliich  stands 
Santa  Maria  Maggiore.  and  proceeding  by 
the  Via  Urbana  and  San  Pietro  in  Vin- 
coli,  the  travelers  would  find  themselvos 
directly  opposite  the  Colosseum.  This 
itinerary  possesscil  another  great  advan- 
tage— that  of  leaving  Fi-anz  at  full  liberty 
to  indulge  his  deep  reverie  upon  the  sub- 
ject of  the  story  recounted  by  Maitre  Pas- 
trini, in  which  his  mysterious  host  of  thf' 
isle    of    IMonte-Cristo   was    so   strangely 
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mixed  up.  Seated  with  folded  arms  in  a 
corner  of  the  cariiage,  he  continued  to 
ponder  over  the  sing"ular  history  he  had  so 
lately  listened  to,  and  to  ask  himself  an 
interminable  number  of  questions  touching 
its  various  circumstances,  without,  how- 
ever, arriving-  at  a  satisfactory'  reply  to 
any  of  them.  One  fact  more  than  the  rest 
brought  his  friend  "Sinbad  the  Sailor" 
back  to  his  recollection,  and  that  was  the 
mj'sterious  sort  of  intimacy  that  seemed 
to  exist  between  tlie  brigands  and  the 
sailors ;  and  Pastnni's  account  of  "Vam- 
pa's  having  found  refuge  on  board  the 
vessels  of  smugglers  and  fishermen,  re- 
minded Franz  of  the  two  Corsican  bandits 
he  had  found  supping  so  amicably  with 
the  crew  of  the  little  yacht,  which  had 
even  deviated  from  its  course  and  touched 
at  Porto-Vecchio  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
landing  them.  The  very  name  assumed 
by  his  host  of  Monte-Cristo,  and  again  re- 
peated by  the  landlord  of  the  Hotel  de 
Lend  res,  abundantly  proved  to  him  that 
his  island  fiiend  was  playing  his  philan- 
thropic part  equally  on  the  shores  of 
Piombino,  Civita  Yecchia,  Ostia,  and 
Gaeta,  as  on  those  of  Corsica,  Tuscany, 
and  Spain  ;  and  further,  Franz  bethought 
him  of  having  heard  his  singular  enter- 
tainer speak  both  of  Tunis  and  Palermo, 
proving  thereb\'  how  largel}'  his  circle  of 
acquaintances  extended. 

But  however  the  mind  of  the  young  man 
might  be  absorbed  in  these  reflections, 
1  licy  were  at  once  dispersed  at  the  sight  of 
the  dark  frowning  ruins  of  the  stupendous 
Colosseum,  through  the  various  openings 
of  which  the  pale  moonlight  played  and 
flickered  like  the  unearthly  gleam  from 
the  eyes  of  the  wandering  dead.  The  car- 
riage slopped  near  tlie  Meta  Sudans,  Ihe 
door  was  opened,  and  the  young  men, 
eagerly  alighting,  found  themselves  op- 
posite a  cicerone,  who  aj)peared  to  have 
sprung  up  from  the  ground,  so  unexpected 
was  his  appearance. 

The  usual  guide  from  the  hotel  having 
followed  them,  they  had  paid  two  conduc- 
tors ;  nor  is  it  possible,  at  Rome,  to  avoid 
this  abimdant  supply  of  guides  ;  besides 
the  ordi'.iT\ry  cicerone  who  seizes  upon  you 
directly  you  set  foot  in  your  hotel,  and 


never  quits  you  while  you  remain  in  the 
cit3'',  there  is  also  a  special  cicerone  be- 
longing to  each  monument — nay,  almost  i 
to  each  part  of  a  monument.  It  may, 
therefore,  be  easily  imagined  there  is  no 
scarcity  of  guides  at  the  Colosseum,  that 
wonder  of  all  ages,  which  Martial  thus 
eulogizes  :  ''  Let  Memphis  cease  to  boast 
the  barbarous  miracles  of  her  pj-ramids, 
nor  the  wonders  of  Bab^^lon  be  talked  of 
among  us  ;  all  must  bow  to  the  superior- 
ity of  the  gigantic  labor  of  the  CiEsars, 
and  the  many  voices  of  Fame  spread  far 
and  wide  the  surpassing  merits  of  this  in- 
comparable monument." 

As  for  Albert  and  Franz,  they  essayed 
not  to  escape  from  their  Ciceronian  ty- 
rants ;  and,  indeed,  it  would  have  been  so 
much  the  more  difiicult  to  break  their 
bondage,  as  the  guides  alone  are  permit- 
ted to  visit  these  monuments  with  torches 
in  their  hands.  Thus,  then,  the  young  fl 
men  made  no  attempt  at  resistance,  but 
blindly  and  confidingly  suri-endered  them- 
selves into  the  care  and  custody  of  their 
conductors.  Albert  had  already  made 
seven  or  eight  similar  excursions  to  the 
Colosseum,  while  his  less  favored  compan- 
ion trod  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  the 
classic  ground  forming  the  monument  of 
Flavins  Vespasian,  and,  to  his  credit  be  il 
spoken,  his  mind,  even  amid  the  glib  lo- 
quacity of  the  guides,  was  dulj'  and  deep- 
I3'  touched  with  awe  and  enthusiastic  ad- 
miration of  all  he  saw;  and  certainly  no 
adequate  notion  of  these  stupendous  ruins 
can  be  formed  save  by  such  as  have  vis- 
ited them,  and  more  especially  by  moon- 
light, at  which  time  the  vast  proportions 
of  the  building  appear  twice  as  large 
when  viewed  by  the  mysterious  beams  of 
a  southern  moonlit  sX^y,  wliose  rays  are 
sufficiently  clear  and  vivid  to  gild  the 
horizon  with  a  glow  equal  to  the  soft  twi- 
light of  an  eastern  clime.  Scarcely,  there- 
fore, had  the  reflective  Fi'anz  walked  a 
hundred  steps  beneath  the  interior  por- 
ticoes of  the  ruin,  than,  abandoning  Albert 
to  the  guides,  who  would  hy  no  means 
yield  their  prescriptive  right  of  carrying 
their  victims  through  the  routine  regular- 
ly laid  down,  and  as  regularly  followed 
by   them,   but    dragged    the   unconscious 
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visitor  to  the  various  objects  with  a  per 
tinacitj'- that  admitted  of  no  appeal;  be- 
g-inning",  as  a  matter  of  course,  with  the 
"  Fosse  des  Lions,"  and  fiiushing-  with 
the  "Podium  des  Cesars,"  to  escape  a 
jargon  and  mechanical  survey  of  the  won- 
ders hy  which  he  was  surrounded,  Franz 
ascended  a  half-dilapidated  staircase,  and, 
leaving  them  to  follow  their  monotonous 
round,  seated  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  col- 
umn, and  immediately  opposite  a  large 
chasm,  which  permitted  him  to  enjo^^  a 
full  and  undisturbed  view  of  the  g-ig-antic 
dimensions  of  this  majestic  ruin. 

Franz  had  remained  for  nearlj^  a  quai-- 
ter  of  an  hour  perfectly  hidden  \)y  the 
shadow  of  the  vast  column  at  whose  base 
he  had  found  a  resting-place,  and  from 
whence  his  eyes  followed  the  motions  of 
Albert  and  his  g-uides,  who,  holding 
torches  in  theii;  hands,  had  emerged  from 
a  vomitarium  placed  at  the  opposite  ex- 
tremity of  the  Colosseum,  and  then  ag"ain 
disappeared  down  the  steps  conducting-  to 
the  seats  reserved  for  the  Vestal  virgins, 
resembling,  as  the.y  glided  along,  some 
restless  shades  following-  the  flickering 
glare  of  so  many  ignes-fatui,  when  all  at 
once  his  ear  caught  a  sound  resembling- 
that  of  a  stone  rolling-  down  the  staircase 
opposite  the  one  by  which  he  had  himself 
ascended.  There  was  nothing  remarkable 
in  the  circumstance  of  a  morsel  of  granite 
giving  way  and  falling  heavily  below ; 
but  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  substance 
that  fell  gave  way  beneath  the  pressure 
of  a  foot,  and  also  that  some  one,  who  en- 
deavored as  much  as  possible  to  prevent 
his  footsteps  from  being  heard,  was  ap- 
proaching- the  spot,  where  he  sat.  Con- 
jecture soon  became  certaintj'^,  for  the  fig- 
ure of  a  man  was  distinctly  visible  to 
Franz,  gradually  emerguig  from  the  stair- 
case opposite^  upon  which  the  moon  was 
at  that  moment  pouring  a  full  tide  of  sil- 
very brightness. 

The  stranger  thus  presenting  himself 
was  probably  a  pei-son  who,  like  Franz, 
preferred  the  enjoyment  of  solitude  and 
his  own  thoughts  to  the  frivolous  gabble 
of  the  guides.  And  his  appearance  had 
nothing  extraordinaa-y  in  it ;  but  the  hesi- 
tation with  which   he  proceeded   onward. 


stopping-  and  listening-  with  anxious  at- 
tention at  every  step  he  took,  convinced 
Franz  he  expected  the  arrival  of  some 
person.  By  a  sort  of  instinctive  impulse. 
Franz  withdrew  as  much  as  possible  be- 
hind his  pillar.  About  ten  feet  from  the 
spot  where  himself  and  the  stranger  were 
placed,  the  roof  had  given  wa\',  leaving 
a  large  round  aperture,  through  which 
might  be  seen  the  blue  vault  of  heaven 
thickly  studded  with  stars.  Around  this 
opening,  which  had,  possibly,  for  ages 
permitted  a  free  entrance  to  the  brilliant 
moonbeams  that  now  illumined  the  vast 
pile,  grew  a  quantitj'  of  creeping  plants, 
whose  delicate  green  branches  stood  out 
in  bold  relief  ag-ainst  the  clear  azure  of 
the  firmament,  while  large  masses  of 
thick,  strong-  fibrous  shoots  forced  their 
way  through  the  chasm,  and  hung-  float- 
ing to  and  fro  like  so  many  waving 
strings.  The  person  whose  mysterious 
arrival  had  attracted  the  attention  of 
Franz  stood  jn  a  kind  of  half-light,  that 
rendered  it  impossible  to  distinguish  his 
features,  although  his  dress  was  easily 
made  out.  He  wore  a  larg-e  brown  man- 
tle, one  fold  of  which,  thrown  over  his 
left  shoulder,  served  likewise  to  mask  the 
lower  part  of  his  countenance,  while  the 
upper  part  was  completely  liidden  by  his 
broad-brimmed  hat.  The  lower  part  of 
his  dress  was  more  distinctly  visible  by 
the  bright  rays  of  the  moon,  which,  en- 
tering through  the  broken  ceiling,  shed 
their  refulgent  beams  on  feet  cased  in  ele- 
gantly made  boots  of  polished  leather, 
over  which  descended  fashionably  cut 
trousers  of  black  cloth. 

From  the  imperfect  means  Franz  liad 
of  judging-,  he  could  only  come  \o  one  con- 
clusion— that  the  individual  whom  he  was 
thus  watching  certainly  belonged  to  no 
inferior  station  of  life.  Some  few  minutes 
had  elapsed,  and  the  stranger  began  to 
show  manifest  signs  of  impatience,  when 
a  slight  noise  was  heard  outside  the  aper- 
ture in  the  roof,  and  almost  immediately 
a  dark  shadow  seemed  to  obstruct  the 
flood  of  light  that  had  entered  it,  and  the 
figure  of  a  man  was  clearly  seen  grazing 
with  eag^r  scrutiny  on  the  immense  space 
b«Mieath    him  :    then,    as    his   eve   caug-hl 
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si.i;ht  of  the  individual  in  the  mantle,  he 
grasped  a  floating-  mass  of  thickly-matted 
boughs,  and  glided  down  by  their  help  to 
within  three  or  four  feet  of  the  ground, 
and  then  leaped  lightly  on  his  feet.  The 
man  who  had  performed  this  daring  act 
with  so  much  indifference  wore  the  cos- 
tume of  Transtevere.  "  I  beg  your  ex- 
cellenc3^'s  pardon  for  keeping  you  wait- 
ing," said  the  man,  in  the  Roman  dialect, 
'^but  I  don't  think  I'm  man^-  minutes 
after  my  time  ;  ten  o'clock  has  just  struck 
b3"  the  clock  of  Saint- Jean-de-Latran." 

'•'  Say  not  a  word  about  being  late,"  re- 
plied the  stranger,  in  purest  Tuscan ; 
'■'■  'tis  I  who  am  too  soon.  But  even  if  you 
had  caused  me  to  wait  a  little  while,  I 
should  have  felt  quite  sure  that  the  delay 
was  not  occasioned  by  any  fault  of  yours." 

"  Your  excellency  is  perfectly  right  in 
so  thinking,"  said  the  man;  "1  came 
here  direct  from  the  Chateau  Saint- Ange, 
and  I  had  an  immense  deal  of  trouble  be- 
fore I  could  get  to  speak  to  Beppo." 

''And  who  is  Beppo?" — ''Oh,  Beppo 
is  employed  in  the  prison,  and  I  give  him 
so  much  a  3'ear  to  let  me  know  what  is 
going  on  within  his  holiness's  chateau." 

"  Indeed  !  You  are  a  provident  per- 
son, I  see." — "Why,  you  see,  no  one 
knows  what  may  happen.  Perhaps  some 
of  these  days  I  ma}-  be  entrapped,  like 
poor  Peppino,  and  maj'  be  ver^-^  glad  to 
have  some  little  nibbling  mouse  to  gnaw 
the  meshes  of  my  net,  and  so  lielp  me  out 
of  prison." 

"  Briefly,  what  did  you  glean  ?"— ''  That 
two  executions  of  considerable  interest 
will  take  place  the  day  after  to-morrow 
at  two  o'clock,  as  is  customar}'  at  Rome 
at  the  commencement  of  all  great  festi- 
vals. One  of  the  culprits  will  be  viazzo- 
laio  ;  he  is  an  atrocious  villain,  who  mur- 
dered the  priest  who  brought  him  up. 
and  deserves  not  Ww  smallest  pity.  The 
other  sufferer  is  sentenced  to  be  decapi- 
tain ;  and  he,  your  excellency,  is  poor 
Peppino." 

"The  fact  is,  that  yon  hnvc  inspired 
not  onl}'  the  pontifical  government,  but 
also  the  neighboring  states,  with  such  ex- 
treme feiHvtliat  tliey  are  glad  of  an  op- 
portunity of  making  an  example." — *'  But 


Peppino  did  not  even  belong  to  m}-  band ; 
he  was  merely  a  poor  shepherd,  whose 
onh'  crime  consisted  in  furnishing  us  with 
provisions." 

"  Which  makes  him  your  accomplice  to 
all  intents  and  purposes ;  but  mark  the 
distinction  with  which  he  is  treated  ;  in- 
stead of  being  knocked  on  the  head,  as 
you  would  be  if  once  XA^ey  caught  hold  of 
you,  he  is  simpl\^  sentenced  to  be  guillo- 
tined, by  w'hich  means,  too,  the  amuse- 
ments of  the  day  are  diversified,  and  there 
is  a  spectacle  to  please  every  spectator." 

"Without  reckoning  the  wholly  unex- 
pected one  I  am  preparing  to  surprise 
them  with." 

"My  good  friend,"  said  the  man  in  the 
cloak,  "  excuse  me  for  sajang  that  you 
seem  to  me  precisely  in  the  mood  to  com- 
mit some  wild  or  extravagant  act." — 
"  Perhaps  I  am  ;  but  one  thing  I  have  re- 
solved on,  and  that  is,  to  stop. at  nothing 
to  restore  a  poor  devil  to  liberty,  w'ho  has 
got  into  this  scrape  solely  from  having 
served  me.  I  should  hate  and  despise 
myself  as  a  coward  did  I  desert  the  brave 
fellow  in  his  present  extremitj'." 

"And  what  do  30u  mean  to  do?" — 
"  To  surround  the  scaffold  with  twenty'  of 
my  best  men,  who,  at  a  signal  from  me, 
will  rush  forward  directl3^  Peppino  is 
brought  for  execution,  and,  by  the  assist- 
ance of  their  stilettos,  drive  back  the 
guard,  and  carr}'  off  the  prisoner." 

"That  seems  to  me  as  hazardous  as 
uncertain,  and  convinces  me  my  scheme  is 
far  better  than  yours." 

"And  what  is  your  excellency's  pro- 
ject?"— "Just  tliis !  I  will  so  advan- 
tageously bestow  2,000  piastres,  that  the 
person  receiving  them  shall  obtain  a  re- 
spite till  next  year  for  Peppino  ;  and 
(.luring  that  ^ear  another  skillfully  placed 
1,000  piastres  shall  afford  him  the  means 
of  escaping  from  his  prison." 

"  And  do  30U  feel  sure  of  succeeding  ?" 

"  Pardieu  .' "  exclaimed  tlie  map.  in  the 
cloak,  sudilcnly  exprcssim,'-  liimsclf  in 
French. 

"  Wliat  did  your  exccdleucy  sa^*  ?"  ui- 
quired  tlie  other. —  "I  said,  my  good 
fellow,  that  I  would  dn  more  single-hand- 
ed 1)3'  the  means  of  gold,  than  30U  and  all 
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3'our  troupe  could  effect,  with  stilettos, 
pistols,  carbines,  and  blunderbusses  in- 
cluded. Leave  me,  then,  to  act,  and  have 
no  fears  for  the  result." 

"  At  least,  there  can  be  no  harm  in  my- 
self and  party  being-  in  readiness,  in  case 
your  excellenc}"  should  fail."  —  ''None 
whatever.  Take  what  precautions  you 
please,  if  it  is  any  satisfaction  to  you  to 
do  so  ;  but  rely  upon  my  obtaining-  the  re- 
prieve I  seek." 

"Remember,  the  execution  is  fixed  for 
the  day  after  to-morrow,  and  that  3'ou 
have  but  one  day  to  work  in." — "And 
what  then  ?  Is  not  a  day  divided  into 
twenty-four  hours,  each  hour  into  sixty 
minutes,  and  every  minute  sub-divided 
into  sixty  seconds  ?  Now  in  8G,400  seconds 
very  many  things  can  be  done." 

"And  how  shall  I  know  whether  your 
excellency  has  succeeded  or  not?" 

"Oh!  that  is  very  easily  arranged;  I 
have  engaged  the  three  lower  windows  at 
the  Cafe  Rospoli ;  should  I  have  obtained 
the  requisite  pardon  for  Peppino,  the  two 
L  outside  windows  will  be  hung-  with  yellow 
damasks,  and  the  center  with  white,  hav- 
ing- a  large  cross  in  red  marked  on  it." 

"And  whom  will  you  employ  to  carry 
the  reprieve  to  the  officer  directing-  the 
execution  ?" — "  Send  one  of  3'our  men  dis- 
g-uised  as  a  penitent  friar,  and  I  will  give 
it  to  him  :  his  dress  will  procure  him  the 
i  means  of  approaching-  the  scaffold  itself, 
and  will  deliver  the  official  order  to  the 
officer,  who,  in  his  turn,  will  hand  it  to  the 
executioner:  in  the  meantime,  it  will  be  as 

Pwell  to  acquaint  Peppino  with  what  Ave 
have  determined  on,  if  it  be  only  to  pre- 
vent his  dying  of  fear  or  losing  his  senses, 
because  in  either  case  a  yevy  useless  ex- 
pense; will  have  been  incurred." 

"  Your  excellency,"  said  the  man,  "  you 
are  fully  persuaded  of  my  entire  devotion 
to  3'^ou,  are  you  not?" — "Nay,  I  flatter 
myself  that  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  it," 
replied  the  cavalier  in  the  cloak. 

"  Well,  then,  only  fulfill  your  promise  of 
rescuing  Peppino,  and  henceforward  you 
shall  receive  not  only  de voted ness,  but  the 
most  absolute  obedience  from  myself  and 
those  under  me  that  one  human  being  can 
render  to  another." 


"  Have  a  care  how  far  j'ou  pledge  3'our- 
self,  my  good  friend,  for  I  may  remind 
3'ou  of  your  promise  at  some,  perhaps,  nut 
ver^^  distant  period,  when  I,  in  my  turn, 
may   require  3^our  aid  and  influence." 

"  Let  that  day  come  sooner  or  later, 
your  excellency  will  fmd  me  what  I  have 
found  you  in  this  my  heavy  trouble ;  and 
if  from  the  other  end  of  the  world  you  but 
write  me  word  to  do  such  or  such  a  thing-, 
conclude  it  done,  for  done  it  shall  be,  on 
the  word  and  faith  of — " 

"  Hush  !"  interrupted  the  stranger  ;  "  I 
hear  a  noise." 

"  'Tis  some  travelers  who  are  visiting 
the  Colosseum  by  torchlight." 

"'  'Twere  better  we  should  not  be  seen 
tog-ether ;  those  guides  are  nothing  but 
spies,  and  might  possibly  recognize  you : 
and,  however  I  ma}^  be  honored  by  j-our 
friendship,  my  worth}^  friend,  if  once  the 
extent  of  our  intiraac}'  were  known,  I  am 
sadly  afraid  both  my  reputation  and 
credit  would  suffer  thereby." 

"Well,  then,  if  you  obtain  the  re- 
prieve ?" 

"  The  middle  window^  at  the  Cafe  Ros- 
poli will  be  hung-  with  white  damask,  bear- 
ing on   it  a  red   cross." 

"And  if  j^ou  fail?" 

"  Then,  all  three  windows  will  have 
yellow  draperies." — "And  then  ?" 

"  And  then,  m}^  good  fellow,  use  your 
daggers  in  any  way  you  please,  and  I 
further  promise  yow  to  be  there  as  a  spec- 
tator of  your  prowess." 

"All  is  then  understood  between  us. 
Adieu,  your  excellency,  depend  upon  nif 
as  firml}'^  as  I  do  upon  you." 

Saying  these  words,  the  Transtevore 
disappeared  down  the  staircase,  while  liis 
companion,  muffling-  liis  features  more 
closely  than  before  in  the  folds  of  his 
mantle,  passed  almost  close  to  Franz,  and 
descended  to  the  arena  by  an  outward 
flight  of  steps.  The  next  minute  Fi-anz 
heard  himself  called  by  Albert,  who  made 
the  lofty  building  re-echo  with  the  sound 
of  his  friend's  name.  Franz,  however, 
did  not  obey  the  summons  till  he  had  sat- 
isfied himself  the  two  individuals,  whose 
conversatio!!  he  had  thus  surprised,  were 
at  a  sufficient  distance  to  prevent  his  en- 
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countering-  them  in  his  descent,  not  wish- 
ing- tliat  they  should  suspect  liaving-  had 
a  witness  to  their  discourse,  who,  if  unable 
to  recognize  their  faces,  had  at  least  heard 
every  word  that  passed.  In  ten  minutes 
from  the  parting-  of  the  strang-ers,  Franz 
was  on  the  road  to  the  Hotel  d'Espang-e, 
listening-  with  mortified  indifference  to  the 
learned  dissertation  delivered  hy  Albert, 
after  the  manner  of  Pliny  and  Calpurnius, 
touching-  the  iron-pointed  nets  used  to  pre- 
vent the  ferocious  beasts  from  springing- 
on  the  spectators.  Franz  let  him  proceed 
without  interruption;  in  fact,  he  heard 
not  what  he  said  ;  he  long-ed  to  be  alone, 
and  able,  undisturbedly,  to  ponder  over 
all  that  had  occurred.  One  of  the  two 
men,  wliose  mysterious  rendezvous  in  the 
Colosseum  he  had  so  unintentional!}'  wit- 
nessed, was  an  entire  strang-er  to  him,  but 
not  so  the  other  :  and  though  Franz  had 
been  unable  to  distinguish  his  features, 
from  his  being  eitlier  wrapped  in  his 
mantle  or  obscured  by  the  shadow,  the 
tones  of  his  voice  had  made  too  powerful 
an  impression  on  him  the  first  time  he 
heard  them  for  him  ever  ag'ain  to  forg-et 
them,  hear  them  when  or  where  he  might. 
.It  was  more  especiallj^  when  speaking-  in 
a  manner  half-jesting-,  half-bitter,  that 
Franz's  ear  recalled  most  vividly  the 
deep,  sonorous,  yet  Avell-pitched  voice, 
that  had  spoken  to  him  in  the  g-rotto  of 
Monte-Cristo,  and  which  he  heard  for  the 
second  time  amid  the  darkness  and  ruined 
■g-raiideur  of  the  Colosseum  !  And  tlie 
more  he  thoug-ht,  the  more  entire  was  his 
conviction,  that  the  individual  in  the 
mantle  was  no  other  than  his  former  host 
at)d  entertainer,  "  Sinbad  the  Sailor." 

Under  any  otlier  circumstances,  Franz 
would  have  found  it  impossible  to  resist 
his  extreme  curiosity  to  know  more  of  so 
singular  a  personage,  and  with  that  intent 
have  sought'to  renew  their  short  acquaint- 
ance ;  but  in  the  present  instance,  tln^  con- 
fidential nature  of  the  convei'sation  lie  had 
overheard  made  him,  with  propriety,  judg-e 
that  his  appearance  at.  such  a  time  would 
be  anything  but  ag-i-eeable.  As  w(;  have 
seen,  therefore,  he  permitted  his  former 
host  to  retire  without  at tenipt ing  a  recog-- 
nition  ;  but  fully  promising-  himself  a  rich 


indemnity  for  his  present  forbearance 
should  chance  afford  him  another  oppor- 
tunity. In  vain  did  Franz  endeavor  to  for- 
g-et the  man}'  perplexing-  thoug-hts  which 
assailed  him;  in  vain  did  he  court  the  re- 
freshment of  sleep.  Slumber  refused  to 
visit  his  eyelids,  and  his  night  was  passed 
in  feverish  contemplation  of  the  chain  of 
circumstances  tending-  to  prove  the  indi- 
viduality of  the  nn-sterious  visitant  to  the 
Colosseum  and  the  inhabitant  of  the  g-rottc 
of  Monte-Cristo ;  and  the  more  he  thought, 
the  firmer  g:rew  his  opinion  on  the  subject. 
Worn  out  at  lengrth,  he  fell  asleep  at  day- 
break, and  did  not  awake  till  late.  Like  a 
geimine  Frenchman,  Albeit  had  employed 
his  time  In  arranging-  for  the  evening-'s 
diversion  ;  he  had  sent  to  eng-ag-e  a  box  at 
the  Teatro  Arg-entino,  and  Franz,  having- 
a  number  of  letters  to  write,  relinquished 
the  carriag-e  to  Albert  for  the  whole  of 
the  day.  At  five  o'clock  Albert  returneil, 
delighted  with  his  da3''s  woi-k ;  he  had 
been  occupied  in  leaving-  his  letters  of  in- 
troduction, and  had  received  in  return 
moi-e  invitations  to  balls  and  soirees  than 
it  would  be  possible  for  him  to  fulfill ;  be- 
sides this,  he  had  seen  (as  he  called  it)  all 
the  remarkable  sights  at  Rome.  Yes,  in 
a  sing-le  da.y  he  had  accomplished  what 
his  more  reflective  companion  would  have 
taken  weeks  to  effect.  Neither  had  he 
neglected  to  ascertain  the  name  of  the 
piece  to  be  pla^'ed  that  night  at  the  Teatro 
Arg-entino,  and  also  what  performers  ap- 
peared in  it. 

The  opera  of  ''  Parisina  ''  was  announced 
for  representation,  and  the  principal  actors 
were  Coselli,  Moriani,  and  La  Spech.  The 
3oung:  men,  therefore,  had  reason  to  con- 
sider themselves  fortunate  in  having-  the 
opportunity  of  hearing-  one  of  the  best 
works  by  tlie  composer  of  '*  Lucia  di  Lam- 
mermoor,"  sup[)orted  by  three  of  t  he  most 
renowned  vocalists  of  Italy.  Albert  had 
never  been  al)le  to  endui-e  the  It  a  linn  the- 
aters, with  their  orchest I'as  from  which  it 
is  impo.ssible  to  see,  and  the  absence  of 
balconies,  or  open  boxes:  all  these  ilefects 
pressed  hard  on  a  man  who  had  had  his 
stall  at  the  Opera  Bulfa,  and  his  share  in 
tlie  omnibus-box  at  the  Italian  Opera. 
Still,  in  despite  of  this,  Albert  displayed 


THE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


\m 


Ills  most  dazzling"  and  effective  costume 
each  time  he  visited  the  theaters ;  but, 
alas !  his  recherchee  toilette  was  wholly 
thrown  away  ;  and  one  of  the  most  worth^y 
representatives  of  Parisian  fashion  had  to 
carry  with  him  the  mortifjaiig-  reflection 
of  havin<;-  nearl,y  overrun  Italj'-  without 
meeting  with  a  single  adventure. 

Sometimes  Albert  would  affect  to  make 
a  joke  of  his  want  of  success,  but  inter- 
nally he  was  deeply'-  wounded,  and  his  self- 
love  immensely  piqued,  to  think  that  Al- 
bert de  Morcerf,  the  most  admired  and 
most  sought  after  of  any  ^''oung  person  of 
his  day,  should  thus  be  passed  over,  and 
merely  have  his  labor  for  his  pains.  And 
the  thing  was  so  much  the  more  anno,y- 
ing,  as,  according  to  the  characteristic 
modesty  of  a  Frenchman,  Albert  had 
quitted  Paris  with  the  full  conviction  that 
he  had  on\y  to  show  himself  in  Ital3^  to 
carry  all  before  him,  and  that  upon  his 
return  he  should  astonish  the  Parisian 
world  with  the  recital  of  his  numerous 
love-affairs.  Alas  I  poor  Albert,  none  of 
those  interesting"  adventures  fell  in  his 
way ;  the  lovely  Genoese,  Florentine,  and 
Neapolitan  females  were  all  faithful,  if 
not  to  their  husbands,  at  least  to  their 
lovers,  and  thoug-ht  not  of  changing  even 
for  the  splendid  appearance  of  Albert  de 
Morcerf  ;  and  all  he  gained  w^as  the  pain- 
ful conviction  that  the  ladies  of  Italy  have 
this  advantage  over  those  of  France,  that 
they  ai^e  faithful  even  in  their  infidelity. 
Yet  he  could  not  restrain  a  hope,  that  in 
Italy,  as  elsewhere,  there  might  be  an 
exception  to  the  general  rule.  Albert, 
besides  being  an  elegant,  well-looking 
young-  man,  was  also  possessed  of  con- 
siderable talent  and  ability ;  moreover, 
he  was  a  viscount — a  recently-created  one, 
certainly — but  in  the  present  day  it  is  not 
necessary  to  go  as  far  back  as  Noah  in 
tracing  a  descent,  and  a  genealog-ical  tree 
is  equally  estimated,  whether  dated  from 
1399  or  merely  1815 ;  but  to  crown  all 
these  advantages,  Albert  de  Morcerf  com- 
manded an  income  of  50,000  livres($10, 000), 
a  more  tlian  sufficient  sum  to  render  him 
a  personage  of  considerable  importance 
in  Paris.  It  was  therefore  no  small  nmr- 
tification  to  him  to  have  visited  most  of 


the  principal  cities  in  Ital^'  without  having 
excited  the  most  trifling  observation.  Al- 
bert, however,  hoped  to  indemnify  himself 
for  all  these  slights  and  indifferences  dur- 
ing the.  Carnival,  knowing-  full  well  that 
among  the  different  states  and  kingdoms 
in  which  this  festivit}'  is  celebrated,  Rome 
is  the  spot  where  even  the  wisest  and 
g-ravest  throw  ofl'  the  usual  rigidity  of 
their  lives,  and  deign  to  mingle  in  the  fol- 
lies of  this  time  of  libert}^  and  relaxation. 
The  Carnival  was  to  commence  on  the 
morrow  ;  therefore  Albert  had  not  an  in- 
stant to  lose  in  setting  forth  the  pro- 
g-ramme  of  his  hopes,  expectations,  and 
claims  to  notice.  With  this  desig-n  he  had 
engaged  a  box  in  the  most  conspicuous 
part  of  the  theater,  and  exerted  himself 
to  set  off  his  personal  attractions  by  the 
aid  of  the  most  recherchee  and  elaborate 
toilet.  The  box  taken  by  Albert  was  in 
the  fii-st  circle  :  although  each  of  the  three 
tiers  of  boxes  is  deemed  equally  aristo- 
cratic, and  is,  for  this  reason,  generally 
styled  the  "'  nobility's  boxes,"  and,  al- 
though the  box  engfaged  for  the  two 
friends  was  sufficiently  capacious  to  con- 
tain at  least  a  dozen  persons,  it  had  cost 
less  than  would  be  paid  at  some  of  the 
French  theaters  for  one  admitting-  merely 
four  occupants.  Another  motive  had  in- 
fluenced Albert's  selection  of  his  seat : — 
who  knew  but  that,  thus  advantageously' 
placed,  he  could  not  fail  to  attract  the 
notice  of  some  fair  Roman  ;  and  an  intro- 
duction might  ensue  tliat  would  procure 
him  the  offer  of  a  seat  in  a  carriag-e.  or  a 
place  in  a  pi-incely  balcony,  fi-om  which 
he  might  behold  the  g-ayeties  of  the  Car- 
nival ?  Tliese  united  considerations  madi' 
Albert  more  lively  and  anxious  to  plcasf 
than  he  had  hitherto  been.  Totally  dis- 
regai'ding  the  business  of  the  stage,  he 
leaned  fi'om  his  box  and  began  attentively 
scrutinizing  the  beauty  (^f  each  pretty 
woman,  aided  by  a  powerful  lorgnette; 
but,  alas  !  this  attempt  to  attract  siniil:ir 
notice  wholly  failed  :  not  even  curiosity 
had  been  excited  ;  and  it  was  but  too  ap- 
parent, that  the  lovely  creatures,  into 
whose  good  graces  h»^  was  desirous  of 
stealing,  were  all  so  much  engrossed  with 
themselves,    their    lovers,    or    their    own 
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thoug"hts,  that  thej^  had  not  so  much  as 
remarkecl  him  or  the  pointing-  of  his  glass. 

The  truth  was,  that  the  anticipated 
pleasures  of  the  Carnival,  with  the  "  hol^'- 
week  "  that  was  to  succeed  it,  so  filled 
every  fair  beast,  as  to  prevent  the  least 
attention  being-  bestowed  even  on  the  busi- 
ness of  the  stage ;  the  actors  made  their 
entries  and  exits  unobserved  or  unthought 
of ;  at  certain  conventional  moments,  the 
spectators  would  suddenl}'  cease  their  con- 
versation, or  rouse  themselves  from  their 
musings  to  listen  to  some  brilliant  effort 
of  Moriani's,  a  well-executed  recitative  by 
Coselli,  or  to  join  in  loud  applause  at  the 
wonderful  powers  of  La  Spech ;  but  that 
momentary  excitement  over,  they  quickly 
relapsed  into  their  former  state  of  pre- 
occupation or  interesting  conversation. 
Toward  the  close  of  the  first  act,  the  door 
of  a  box  which  had  been  hitherto  vacant 
was  opened  ;  a  lady  entered  to  whom 
Franz  had  been  introduced  in  Paris, 
where,  indeed,  he  had  imagined  she  still 
was.  The  quick  eye  of  Albert  caught  the 
involuntary  start  with  which  his  friend 
beheld  the  new  arrival,  and  turning  to 
him,  he  said  hastily — "Do  you  know  the 
female  who  has  just  entered  the  box  ?" 

"Yes;  what  do  you  think  of  her?" — 
"Oh,  she  is  perfectly'  lovely — what  a  com- 
plexion !  And  such  magnificent  hair  !  Is 
she  French  ?"  —  "No ;  a  Venetian."  — 
"  And  her  name  is —  " — "  Countess  G — " 

"  Ah  !  I  know  her  b}'^  name,"  exclaimed 
Albert ;  "she  is  said  to  possess  as  much 
wit  and  cleverness  as  beauty  !  I  was  to 
have  been  presented  to  her  when  I  met  her 
at  Madame  Villefort's  ball." 

"Shall  I  assist  3'ou  in  repairing-  your 
negligence?"  asked  Franz. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  are  you  really  on  such 
good  terms  with  her  as  to  vent.in-(!  to  t.ake 
me  to  her  box  ?" — "  Why,  I  have  only  had 
the  honor  of  being  in  her  society  and  con- 
versing with  her  tliree  or  four  times  in  my 
life;  but  you  know  that  even  such  an  ac- 
quaintance as  that  might  warrant  my 
doing  what  you  ask."  At  this  instant, 
the  countess  perceived  Fi-anz,  and  gra- 
ciously waved  her  hand  to  liim,  to  which 
he  replied  by  a  respectful  inclination  of 
the  head.    ""Upon  my  word,"  said  Albert, 


"you  seem  to  be  on  excellent  terms  with 
the  beautiful  countess !" 

"  You  are  mistaken  in  thinking  so,"  re- 
turned Franz,  calmly;  "but  you  merely 
fall  into  the  same  error  which  leads  so 
many  of  our  countrymen  to  commit  the 
most  egregious  blunders,  I  mean  that  of 
judging  the  habits  and  customs  of  Italj" 
and  Spain  by  our  Parisian  notions ;  believe 
me,  nothing  is  more  fallacious  than  to 
form  any  estimate  of  the  degree  of  in- 
timacy you  ma}'  suppose  existing-  among- 
persons  b}''  the  familiar  terms  the^'  seem 
upon ;  there  is  a  similarity  of  feeling  at 
this  instant  between  ourselves  and  the 
countess — nothing  more." 

"  Is  there  indeed,  mj^  g-ood  fellow  ?  Pray 
tell  me  is  it  sj'^mpath}'  of  heart  ?" 

"No;  of  taste!"  continued  Franz, 
gravel3^ 

"  And  in  what  manner  has  this  con- 
geniality of  mind  been  evinced  ?" 

"  By  the  countess's  visiting  the  Colos- 
seum, as  we  did  last  night,  by  moonlight, 
and  nearly  alone." 

"You  were  with  her,  then?" — "I  was." 

"And  what  did  you  say  to  her?" 

"Oh  !  we  talked  mutually  of  the  illus- 
trious dead  of  Avhom  that  magnificent  ruin 
is  a  glorious  monument !" 

"Upon  m}^  word  !"  cried  Albert,  "you 
must  have  been  a  very  entertaining-  com- 
panion alone,  or  all  but  alone,  witli  a 
beautiful  woman  in  such  a  place  of  senti- 
ment as  the  Colosseum,  and  j'et  to  find 
nothing-  better  to  talk  about  than  the 
dead  !  All  I  can  say  is,  if  ever  I  should 
get  such  a  chance,  the  living-  should  be  my 
tlieme." — "  And  you  will  probabl}'  find 
3'our  theme  ill-chosen," 

"  But,"  said  Albert,  breaking  in  upon 
his  discourse,  "  never  mind  the  past,  let 
us  only  i-emember  the  i)i'esent  !  Are  you 
not  g-oing  to  keep  your  promise  of  intro- 
ducing me  to  the  fair  subject  of  our  re- 
marks ?" — "Certainly,  directly  the  curtain 
falls  on  the  stage  !" 

"  What  a  confounded  time  this  first  act 
is  about !  I  believe,  on  my  soul,  that  they 
never  mean  to  finish  it!" — "Oh,  yes! 
they  will!  only  listen  to  that  charming 
finale  !  How  exquisitely  Coselli  sings  his 
pan  !" 
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"But  what  an  awkward,  ineleg^ant  fel- 
low he  is  !" 

''Well,  then,  what  do  you  say  to  La 
Spech  ?  did  3^011  ever  see  anything-  more 
perfect  than  her  acting-?" — ''Why,  you 
know,  ray  dear  fellow,  when  one  has  been 
accustomed  to  Malibran  aiid  Sontag-,  these- 
kind  of  singers  don't  make  the  same  im- 
pression on  you  they  perhaps  do  on 
others." 

"At  least,  you  must  admire  Moriani's 
style  and  execution." — '"'I  never  fancied 
men  of  his  dark,  ponderous  appearance 
singing-  with  a  voice  like  a  woman's." 

"My  g-ood  friend,"  said  Franz,  turning- 
to  him,  while  Albert  continued  to  point  his 
glass  at  every  box  in  the  theater,  "  j^ou 
seem  determined  not  to  approve ;  j'ou  are 
really  too  difficult  to  please."  The  cur- 
tain at  leng-tli  fell  on  the  performances,  to 
the  infinite  satisfaction  of  the  Viscount  de 
Morcerf,  who  seized  his  hat,  rapidly  passed 
his  fingers  throug-h  his  hair,  arrang-ed  his 
cravat  and  wristbands,  and  sig-nifled  to 
Franz  that  he  was  waiting  for  him  to  lead 
the  way.  Franz,  who  had  mutely  inter- 
rogated the  countess,  and  received  from 
her  a  g-racious  smile  in  token  that  he  would 
be  Avelcome,  soug-ht  not  to  retard  the 
gratification  of  Albert's  eag-er  impatience, 
but  commenced  at  once  the  tour  of  the 
house,  closely  followed  by  Albert,  who 
availed  himself  of  the  few  minutes  it  oc- 
cupied to  reach  the  opposite  side  of  the 
theater  to  settle  the  heig-ht  and  smooth- 
ness of  his  collar  and  to  arrange  the  lappets 
of  his  coat ;  this  important  task  was  just 
completed  as  the}'^  arrived  at  the  coun- 
tess's box ;  at  the  knock,  the  door  was 
imniediatel,y  opened,  and  the  young-  man, 
who  was  seated  beside  the  countess  in  the 
front  of  the  loge,  in  obedience  to  tlie 
Italian  custom,  instantly  rose  and  sur- 
rendered his  place  to  the  strangers,  who, 
in  turn,  would  be  expected  to  ret  ire  upon 
the  arrival  of  other  visitors. 

Franz  presented  Albert  as  one  of  (lie 
most  dist  inguislied  young  men  of  the  day, 
both  as  regarded  his  position  in  societ}' 
and  extraordinary  talents  :  nor  did  he  say 
more  than  the  trurh,  for  in  Paris  and  tlie 
circle  in  which  the  viscount  moved,  he 
was  looked  upon  and  cited  as  a  model- of 


perfection.  Franz  added  that  his  com- 
panion, deepl}^  grieved  at  having-  been 
prevented  the  honor  of  being-  presented  to 
the  countess  during-  her  sojourn  in  Paris, 
was  most  anxious  to  make  up  for  it,  and 
had  requested  him  (Franz)  to  remedy  the 
past  misfortune  by  conducting-  him  to  her 
box,  and  concluded  by  asking-  pardon  for 
his  presumption  in  having-  taken  upon 
himself  to  do  so.  The  countess,  in  reply, 
bowed  g-racefully  to  Albert,  and  extended 
her  hand  with  cordial  kindness  to  Franz  ; 
then,  inviting-  Albert  to  take  the  vacant 
seat  beside  her,  she  recommended  Franz 
to  take  the  next  best,  if  he  wished  to  view 
the  ballet,  and  pointed  to  the  one  behind 
her  own  chair.  Albert  was  soon  deeph- 
eng-rossed  in  discoursing  upon  Paris  and 
Paris  matters,  speaking  to  the  countess 
of  the  various  persons  they  both  knew 
there,  Franz  perceived  how  completely 
he  was  in  his  element;  and,  unwilling-  to 
interfere  with  the  pleasure  he  so  evidently 
felt,  took  up  Albert's  lorgnette,  and  be- 
g-an  in  his  turn  to  survey  the  audience. 
Sitting-  alone,  in  the  front  of  a  box  im- 
mediatei}'  opposite,  but  situated  on  the 
third  row,  was  a  female  of  exquisite 
beaut}'-,  dressed  in  a  Greek  costume,  which 
it  was  evident,  from  the  ease  and  g-race 
with  which  she  wo^e  it,  was  her  national 
attire.  Behind  her,  but  in  deep  shadow, 
was  the  outline  of  a  male  fig-ure :  but 
the  features  of  this  latter  personag-e  it 
was  not  possible  to  disting-uish.  Franz 
could  not  forbear  breaking-  in  upon  the  ap- 
parently interesting-  conversation  passing: 
between  the  countess  and  Albert,  to  in- 
quire of  the  former  if  she  knew  who  was 
the  fair  Albanaise  opposite,  since  beauty 
such  as  hers  was  well  worthy  of  being-  re- 
marked by  either  sex.  "All  I  can  toll 
you  about  her,"  replied  the  countess,  "is. 
that  she  has  been  at  Rome  since  the  be- 
g-inning-  of  the  season  ;  for  I  saw  lier  where 
she  now  sits  the  very  first  night  of  the 
theater's  opening-,  and  sine*'  then  she  has 
never  missed  a  performance.  Sometimes 
accompanied  by  the  individual  who  is  with 
her,  and  at  others  merely  attended  by  a 
black  servant." 

"And  what  do  you  think  of  her  per- 
sonal  appearance?"  —  '*  Oli,   I    consider 
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her  perfectlj^  lovely — she  is  just  1113-  idea 
of  what  Medora  must  have  been." 

Franz  and  the  countess  exchanged  a 
smile,  and  then  the  latter  resumed  her 
conversation  with  Albert,  while  Frtinz 
returned  to  his  previous  survey  of  the 
house  and  company.  The  curtain  rose  on 
the  ballet,  which  Avas  one  of  those  excel- 
lent specimens  of  the  Italian  school,  ad- 
niirabh'  arrang-ed  and  put  on  the  stage  by 
Henri,  who  has  established  for  himself  a 
great  reputation  thr-oug-hout  Italy  foi-  his 
taste  and  skill  in  the  chorog-raphic  art — 
one  of  those  masterly  productions  of  gface, 
method,  and  elegance  in  which  the  whole 
corps  de  ballet,  from  the  principal  dancers 
to  the  humblest  supernumerary,  are  all 
eng-ag-ed  on  the  stag-e  at  the  same  time ; 
and  a  hundred  and  fifty  persons  may  be 
seen  exhibiting-  the  same  attitude,  or  ele- 
vating- the  same  arm  or  leg-  with  a  simul- 
taneous movement  that  would  lead  3^ou 
to  suppose  but  one  mind,  one  act  of  voli- 
tion, influenced  the  moving-  mass :  the 
ballet  was  called  "  PoHska."  However 
much  the  ballet  mig-ht  have  claimed  his 
attention,  Franz  was  too  deeply  occupied 
with  the  beautiful  Greek  to  take  any  note 
of  it,  while  she  seemed  to  experience  an 
almost  chiklUke  delight  in  watching-  it; 
her  eager,  animated  ^looks,  contrasting- 
strongl\'  with  the  utter  indifference  of  her 
companion,  who,  during-  the  whole  time 
the  piece  lasted,  never  even  moved,  spite 
of  the  furious  crashing  din  produced  by 
the  tnimpets,  cymbals,  and  Chinese  bells, 
made  to  produce  their  loudest  sound  from 
the  orcliestra.  The  apathetic  companion 
of  the  fair  Greek  took  no  heed  of  the  deaf- 
ening- sounds  that  prevailed,  but  was,  as 
far  as  appearances  might  be  trusted,  en- 
joying soft  repose  and  bi-ight  celestial 
dreams.  The  ballet  at  length  came  to  a 
close,  and  the  curtain  fell  amid  Iholoud, 
unanimous  plaudits  of  an  enthusiastic  and 
delighted  a ud iencc. 

Owing  to  the  very  judicious  plan  of 
dividing  the  two  acts  of  the  opera  with  a 
ballet,  the  pauses  between  the  perform- 
ances are  very  short;  the  singers  in  the 
opera  having  lime  to  repose  themselves 
and  change  their  costume,  when  necessary, 
while    the    dancers   are   executing-    their 


pirouettes,  and  exhibiting  their  graceful 
steps.  The  overtuie  to  the  second  act 
began ;  and  at  the  first  sound  of  the 
leader's  bow  across  his  violin,  Franz 
observed  the  sleeper  slowly  arise  and 
approach  the  Greek  girl,  who  turned 
round  to  sa\'^  a  •  few  words  to  him,  and 
then,  leaning  forward  again  on  her  box, 
she  became  as  absorbed  as  before  in  what 
was  going-  on.  The  countenance  of  the 
person  who  had  addressed  her  remained 
so  completely  in  the  shade,  that,  though 
Franz  tried  his  utmost,  he  could  not  dis- 
tinguish a  single  feature.  The  curtain 
drew  up,  and  the  attention  of  Franz  was 
attracted  b3'  the  actoi's ;  and  his  eyes 
quitted  their  gaze  at  the  box  containing 
the  Greek  girl  and  her  strange  companion 
to  watch  the  business  of  the  stage. 

Most  of  my  readers  are  aware  that  the 
second  act  of  "  Parisina  "  opens  with  the 
celebrated  and  effective  duet  in  which 
Parisina,  while  sleeping,  betra^'s  to  Azzo 
the  secret  of  her  love  for  Ugo.  The  injured 
husband  goes  through  all  the  workings  of 
jealousy,  until  conviction  seizes  on  his 
mind,  and  then,  in  a  frenzy-  of  rage  and 
indignation,  he  awakens  his  guilty  wife  to 
tell  her  he  knows  her  guilt  and  to  threaten 
her  with  his  vengeance.  This  duet  is  one 
of  the  finest  conceptions  that  has  ever 
emanated  from  the  fruitful  pen  of  Doni- 
zetti. Franz  now  listened  to  it  for  the 
third  time ;  yet  its  notes,  so  tenderlj'  ex- 
pressive and  fearfully  grand,  as  the 
wretched  husband  and  wife  give  vent  to 
thei!"  different  griefs  and  passions,  thrilled 
through  the  soul  of  Fi'anz  with  an  effect 
equal  to  his  first  emotions  upon  hearing- 
it.  Excited  beyond  his  usual  calm  de- 
meanor, Franz  rose  with  the  audience,  and 
was  about  to  join  the  loud  enthusiastic 
applause  that  followed  ;  but.  suddenly  his 
purpose  was  arrestetl,  his  hands  fi'll  by  his 
sides,  and  t  he  half-ulteretl  "  bravos  "  ex- 
pired on  his  lips.  The  occupant  of  the  box 
ill  which  the  Greek  gii-l  sat.  appeared  to 
share  the  universal  ailiniration  that  pre- 
vailed, for  he  left  his  .seat  to  stand  up  in 
the  front,  so  that,  his  countenance  being 
fully  revealed,  Franz  had  no  difficulty  in 
recognizing  him  as  the  mysterious  inhabi- 
tant of  Monte-Cristo,  and  the  very  same 
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individual  he  had  encountered  the  preced- 
ing- eveniiii?"  in  the  ruins  of  the  Colosseum, 
and  whose  voice  and  fig'ure  had  seemed  so 
familiar  to  him.  All  doubt  of  his  identity- 
was  now  at  an  end  :  his  sing-ular  hostevi- 
dentl.y  resided  at  Rome.  The  surprise  and 
ag"itation  occasioned  by  this  full  confirma- 
tion of  Franz's  former  suspicion  had  no 
doubt  imparted  a  corresponding"  expres- 
sion to  his  features  ;  for  the  countess,  after 
gazing-  with  a  puzzled  look  on  his  speaking- 
countenance,  burst  into  a  fit  of  laug-hter, 
and  begg-ed  to  know  what  had  happened. 
''Madame  la  Comtesse,"  returned  Franz, 
totally  unheeding-  her  raillery,  "  I  asked 
3'ou  a  short  time  since  if  you  knew  an^^ 
particulars  respecting-  the  Albanian  lad^^ 
opposite ;  I  must  now  beseech  you  to  in- 
form me  who  and  what  is  her  husband  ?  " 

"Nay,"  answered  the  countess,  ''I 
Ixiiow  no  more  of  him  than  yourself." 

"  Perhaps  you  never  before  remarked 
him?" 

''What  a  question  I — so  trul}-  French  I 
Do  you  not  know  that  we  Italians  have 
e,yes  only  for  the  man  we  love?  " 

"True,"  replied  Franz.— "  All  I  can 
say,"  continued  the  countess,  taking-  up 
the  lorgnette,  and  directing-  it  to  the  box 
in  question,  "  is,  that  the  g-entleman, 
whose  history  I  am  unable  to  furnish, 
seems  to  me  as  though  he  had  just  been 
dug-  up  ;  he  looks  more  like  a  corpse  per- 
mitted by  some  friendh^  g-ravedig-g-er  to 
quit  his  tomb  foi-  a  while,  and  revisit  this 
earth  of  ours,  than  anything-  human. 
How  ghastly  pale  he  is  !  " 

"  Oh,  he  is  always  as  colorless  as  3^ou 
now  see  him,"  said  Franz. 
.  "Then  you  know  him?"  almost 
screamed  the  countess.  "  Oh  !  pray  do, 
for  Heaven's  sake,  toll  us  all  about — is  he 
a  vampire,  or  a  resuscitated  coi-pse.  or 
what?" 

"I  fancy  I  have  seeti  liini  before  ;  and  I 
even  think  he  recognizes  me." 

"And  lean  well  understand,"  said  the 
countess,  shrugging  up  her  beautiful 
shoulders,  as  though  an  involuntary  shud- 
der passed  through  her  veins,  "tliat  those 
who  have  once  seen  that  man  will  never 
be  likely  to  forget  him."  The  sensation 
experienced  by  Fran/  wns   evident Iv  not 


peculiar  to  himself:  another,  and  wholly 
uninterested  person,  felt  the  same  un- 
accountable awe  and  misgiving.  "'  Well," 
inquired  Franz,  after  the  countess  had  a 
second  time  directed  her  lorgnette  at  the 
loge  of  their  mysterious  vis-a-vis,  "  what 
do  you  think  of  our  opposite  neighbor  ?  " 

"  Wh3%  that  he  is  no  other  than  Lord 
Ruthven  himself  in  a  living  form."  This 
fresh  allusion  to  Byron  drew  a  smile  to 
Franz's  countenance ;  although  he  could 
but  allow  that  if  an3'thing  was  likeh-  to 
induce  belief  in  the  existence  of  vampires 
it  would  be  the  presence  of  such  a  man  as 
the  mysterious  personage  before  him. — 
"  I  must  positively  find  out  who  and  what 
he  is,''  said  Franz,  rising  from  his  seat. — 
"No,  no  !  "  cried  the  countess,  "  you  must 
not  leave  me.  I  depend  upon  you  to  escort 
me  home.  Oh,  indeed,  I  cannot  permit 
you  to  go." 

"  Isit  possible,"  \vhispered  Franz,"  that 
you  entertain  any  fear  ?  " 

"I'll  tell\'ou,"  answered  the  countess. 
"  Byron  had  the  most  perfect  belief  in  the 
existence  of  vampires,  and  even  assured 
me  he  had  seen  some.     The  description  he 
gave  me   perfectl\^  corresponds  with  the 
features  and  character  of  the  man  before 
us.     Oh  !  it  is  tlie  exact  personification  of 
Avhat  I  have  been  led  to  expect.     The  coal 
black  hair,   large  bright  glittering  eyes, 
in   which   a    wild,   unearthly    fire    seems 
burning  —  the     same    ghastly     paleness. 
Then  observe,  too,  that  the  very  female 
he  has  with   him  is  altogether  unlike  all 
others  of  her  sex.     She  is  a  foreigner — a 
stranger.     Nobody  knows  who  she  is,  or 
where   she   comes   from.      No   doubt  she 
belongs  to  tho.  same  horrible  race  he  does, 
and  is,  like  himself,  a  dealer  in  magical 
arts.     I  entreat  of  you  not  to  go  near  him 
— at  least  to-night ;  and  if  to-morrow  your 
curiosity  still  continues  as  great,  pursue 
your  researches  if  you  will  :  but   to-night 
you  neither  can  nor  shall.     For  that  piu'- 
pose  I  mean  to  keep  you  all   to  myself." 
Fi-anz    protested    he   could  not   defer  his 
pursuit  till  the  following  day,  for  many 
reasons.     "Listen  to  me,"  said  the  coun- 
»tess,  "and  do  not  be  so  very  headstrong. 
I  am  going  home.     I  have  a  party  at  my 
house  to-night,  and  therefore  cannot  |>os- 
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sibly  remain  till  the  conclusion  of  the 
opera.  Now,  I  cannot  f.or  one  instant 
believe  3'ou  so  devoid  of  g'allantrj''  as  to 
refuse  a  lad^'^  your  escort  when  she  even 
condescends  to  ask  3'ou  for  it." 

There  was  nothing  else  left  for  Franz 
to  do  but  to  take  up  his  hat,  open  the 
door  of  the  loge,  and  offer  the  couhtess 
his  arm.  It  was  quite  evident,  by  the 
countess's  manner,  that  her  uneasiness 
was  not  feigned  ;  and  Franz  himself  could 
not  resist  a  species  of  superstitious  dread 
— so  much  the  stronger  in  him,  as  it  arose 
from  a  variet\"  of  corroborating  recollec- 
tions, while  the  terror  of  the  countess 
sprang  from  an  instinctive  feeling,  origi- 
nally created  in  her  mind  by  the  wild 
tales  she  had  listened  to  till  she  believed 
them  truths.  Franz  could  even  feel  her 
arm  tremble  as  he  assisted  her  into  the 
carriage.  Upon  arriving  at  her  hotel, 
Franz  perceived  that  she  had  deceived  him 
when  she  spoke  of  expecting  company  ;  on 
the  contrary,  her  own  return  before  the 
appointed  hour  seemed  greatly  to  astonish 
the  domestics.  "'  Excuse  m3'  little  subter- 
fuge," said  the  countess,  in  reply  to  her 
companion's  half-reproachful  observation 
on  the  subject ;  ''  but  that  horrid  man 
had  made  me  feel  quite  uncomfortable, 
and  I  longed  to  be  alone,  that  I  might 
compose  m3'  startled  mind."  Franz  es- 
sa.ved  to  smile.  "  Na}',"  said  she,  '•  smile 
not ;  it  ill  accords  with  the  expression  of 
3'our  countenance,  and  I  am  sure  it 
springs  not  from  your  heart.  However, 
promise  me  one  thing." 

"  What  is  it  ?  "— "  Promise  me,  I  say." 

"I  will  do  anylliing  you  desire,  except 
relinquish  my  dclerinination  of  finding  out 
who  this  man  is,  I  have  more  reasons 
than  you  can  imagine  foi* desiring  I0  know 
who  he  is,  from  whence  he  came,  and 
whither  he  is  going," 

"Where  he  comes  from  I  am  ignorant; 
but  lean  readily  tell  you  wlicrehe  is  going 
to,  and  that  is  down  below,  without  the 
least  doubt," 

"Let  us  only  speak  of  the  pi'omise  j'ou 
wished  me  to  make,"  said   Fi'anz. 

"  Well,  then,  yon  must  givn  nie  your 
word  to  return  immediately  to  your  hotel, 
and  make  no  attempt  to   follow  Ibis  man 


to-night.  There  are  certain  afBnities  be- 
tween the  persons  we  quit  and  those  we 
meet  afterward.  For  Heaven's  sake,  do 
not  serve  as  a  conductor  between  that 
man  and  me.  T^ursue  your  chase  after 
him  to-morrow  as  eagerly  as  3'ou  please; 
but  never  bring  him  near  me,  if  \'ou  would 
not  see  me  die  of  terror.  And  now,  good- 
night ;  retire  to  your  apartments,  and  tiy 
to  sleep  awa}'  all  recollections  of  this  even- 
ing. For  my  own  part,  I  am  quite  sure  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  close  my  eyes."  So 
sajung,  the  countess  quitted  Franz,  leav- 
ing him  unable  to  decide  whether  she  were 
merely'  amusing  herself  at  his  expense,  or 
that  her  fears  and  agitations  were  genuine. 

Upon  his  return  to  the  hotel,  Franz 
found  Albert  in  his  dressing-gown  and 
slippers,  listlessly  extended  on  a  sofa, 
smoking  a  cigar.  "My  dear  fellow!" 
cried  he,  springing  up,  '•  is  it  really  30U  ? 
Wh3%  I  did  not  expect  to  see  you  before 
to-morrow." — "My  dear  Albert!"  re- 
plied Franz,  "  I  am  glad  of  this  opportu- 
nity to  tell  3'ou,  once  and  forever,  that 
you  entertain  a  most  erroneous  notion 
concerning  Italian  females.  I  should  have 
thought  the  continual  failures  you  have 
met  with  in  all  your  own  love  affairs 
might  have  taught  you  better  by  this 
time," 

"  Upon  m}"  soul !  these  women  would 
puzzle  the  very  devil  to  read  them  aright. 
Why,  here — they  give  you  their  hand — 
they  press  j^ours  in  return — they  keep  up 
a  whispering  conversation — permit  you  to 
accompany  them  home  !  Why,  if  a  Paris- 
ian were  to  indulge  in  a  quarter  of  these 
marks  of  flattering  attention,  her  repu- 
tation would  be  gone  forever." — "And 
the  very  reason  why  the  females  of  this 
fine  country  put  so  little  lestraint  on 
their  words  and  actions  is  because  they 
live  so  much  in  public,  and  have  really 
nothing  to  conceal.  Besides,  you  must 
have  perceived  that  the  countess  was 
really  alarmed." 

"At  wliat?  at  the  sight  of  that  respec- 
table gentleman  sitting  opposite  to  us  in 
the  same  Inge  as  the  lovely  (rreek  girl  '' 
Now,  for  my  part.  I  met  them  in  the  lobby 
after  the  conclusion  of  the  piece  ;  and  hang 
me  if  I  can  guess  where  you   took  your 
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notions  of  the  other  world  from  !  I  can 
assure  3'ou  that  this  hobg-obhn  of  jours 
is  a  deuced  fine-looking-  fellow — admirabl^^ 
dressed.  Indeed,  I  feel  quite  sure,  from 
the  cut  of  his  clothes,  thej'  are  made  by  a 
first-rate  Paris  tailor — probably  Blin  or 
Humann.  He  was  rather  too  pale,  cer- 
tainly;  but  then,  3^ou  knot\%  paleness  is 
always  looked  upon  as  a  strong-  proof  of 
aristocratical  descent  and  disting-uished 
breeding-,"  Franz  smiled;  for  he  well 
remembered  that  Albert  particularly 
prided  himself  on  the  entire  absence  of 
color  in  his  own  complexion. 

"  Well,  that  tends  to  confirm  my  own 
ideas,"  said  Franz,  "that  the  countess's 
suspicions  were  destitute  alike  of  sense 
and  reason.  Did  he  speak  in  your  hear- 
ing- ?  and  did  3'^ou  catch  any  of  his  words  ? 

"  I  did  ;  but  they  were  uttered  in  the 
Romaic  dialect.  I  knew  that  from  the 
mixture  of  Greek  words.  I  don't  know 
whether  I  ever  told  you  that  when  I  was 
at  college  I  was  rather — rather  strong-  in 
Greek." — "  He  spoke  the  Romaic  lan- 
g-uag-e,  did  he?" — "  I  think  so." 

''That  settles  it."  murmured  Franz. 
"  'Tishe,  past  all  doubt." 

"What  do  you  say  ?"  —  "  Nothing-, 
nothing.  But  tell  me,  what  were  j^ou 
thinking-  about  when  I  came  in  ?" 

"Oh,  I  was  arranging  a  little  surprise 
for  you." — "  Indeed  !     Of  what  nature?" 

"  Whj'^,  jo\x  know,  it  is  quite  impossible 
to  procure  a  carriage." 

"  Certainl}'' ;  and  I  also  know  that  we 
have  done  all  that  human  means  afforded 
to  endeavor  to  get  one." 

"Now,  tii^en,  in  this  difficulty,  a  bright 
idea  has  flashed  across  m.y  brain."  Franz 
looked  at  Albert  as  though  he  had  not 
much  confidence  in  the  suggestions  of 
his  imagination.  "I  tell  you  what,  M. 
Franz!"  cried  Albert;  "you  deserve  to 
be  called  out  for  such  a  misgiving  and  in- 
credulous glance  as  that  you  were  pleased 
to  bestow  on  me  just  now.'' — "And  I 
promise  to  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  a 
gentleman  if  your  scheme  turns  out  as 
ingenious  as  you  assert." 

"  Well,  then,  hearken  to  me." 

"I  listen." 

"  You  agree,  do  vou  not .  that  obtaining 


a  carriage  is  out  of  the  question  ?  " — "  I 
do."  —  "  Neither  can  we  procure  horses  ?  " 

"'  True;  we  have  offered  any  sums,  but 
have  failed." 

"  Well,  now,  what  do  you  say  to  a  cart  ? 
I  dare  sa^^  such  a  thing  might  be  had." 

"Very  possibly." 

"  And  a  pair  of  oxen  ?  " 

"  As  easily  found  as  the  cart." — "  Then 
you  see,  my  good  fellow,  with  a  cart  and 
a  couple  of  oxen  our  business  can  be  man- 
aged. The  cart  must  be  tastefully  orna- 
mented ;  and  if  jon  and  I  dress  ourselves 
as  Neapolitan  reapers,  we  may  get  up  a 
striking  tableau,  after  the  manner  of  that 
splendid  picture  hy  Leopold  Robert.  It 
would  add  greatly'  to  the  effect  if  the 
countess  would  join  us  in  the  costume  of 
a  peasant  from  Puzzoli  or  Sorento.  Our 
group  would  then  be  quite  complete,  more 
especiall.y  as  the  countess  is  quite  beauti- 
ful enough  to  represent  the  '  Mother  with 
Child.'  " 

"  Well,"  said  Franz,  "  this  time,  M.  Al- 
bert, I  am  bound  to  give  you  credit  for 
having  hit  upon  a  most  capital  idea." 

"  And  quite  a  national  one,  too,"  replied 
Albert  with  gratified  pride.  "  A  mere 
mask  borrowed  from  our  own  festivities. 
Ha !  ha !  Messieurs  les  Romains ;  you 
thought  to  make  us,  unhappy  strangers, 
trot  at  the  heels  of  your  processions,  like 
so  man}'^  lazzaroni,  because  no  carriages 
or  horses  are  to  be  had  in  your  beggarly 
city.  But  you  don't  know  us  ;  when  we 
can't  have  one  thing  we  invent  another."* 

"  And  have  you  comnuinicated  your 
triumphant  idea  to  any  person  ?  '' 

"Only  to  our  host.  Upon  my  return 
home  I  sent  to  desire  he  would  come  to 
me,  and  I  then  explained  to  him  what  I 
wished  to  procure.  Ho  assured  me  that 
nothing  would  be  easier  than  to  furnish 
all  I  desired.  One  thing  I  was  sorry  for  : 
when  I  bade  him  liave  the  horns  of  the 
oxen  gilded,  he  told  me  there  would  not 
be  time,  as  it  wouKl  require  tiiree  days  to 
effect  that:  so  you  see  we  must  do  with- 
out this  little  superfluity." 

"  And  where  is  he  now  ?  " 

"Who?  "—"Our  host." 

"^  Gotie  out  in  search  of  our  equipage; 
bv  to-morrow  it  miirht  be  too  late." 
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"  Then  he  will  be  able  to  g-ive  us  an  an- 
swer to-night," 

"Oh,  I  expect  him  every  minute."  At 
this  instant  the  door  opened,  and  the  head 
of  Maitre  Pastrini  appeared.  "  Permes- 
so  ?  "  inquired  he. 

"Certainly  —  certainly,"  cried  Franz. 
"  Come  in,  mine  host." — "  Now,  then," 
asked  Albert,  eagerly  ;  "  have  you  found 
the  desired  cart  and  oxen  ?  " 

"  Better  than  that  !  "  repUed  tlie  Maitre 
Pastrini,  with  the  air  of  a  man  perfectly 
well  satisfied  with  himself. 

"  Take  care,  mj'  worthy  host,"  said 
Albert,  "better  is  a  sure  enemy  to  ivell." 

"Let  your  excellencies  onh'  leave  the 
matter  to  me,"  returned  Maitre  Pastrini, 
in  a  tone  indicative  of  unbounded  self-con- 
fidence. 

"But  what  have  3'ou  done?  "asked 
Franz.  "Speak  out,  there's  a  worthy 
fellow." — "Your  excellencies  are  aware," 
responded  the  landlord,  swelling  with  im- 
portance, "  that  the  Count  of  Monte-Cris- 
to  is  living  on  the  same  floo>  with  your- 
selves !  " 

"  I  should  think  we  did  know  it,"  ex- 
claimed Albert,  "  since  it  is  owing  to  that 
circumstance  that  we  are  packed  into 
these  small  rooms,  like  two  poor  students 
in  the  back  streets  of  Paris." — "Well, 
then,  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  hearing 
of  the  dilemma  in  which  3'ou  are  placed, 
has  sent  to  offer  you  seats  in  his  carriage 
and  two  places  at  his  windows  in  the 
Palace  Rospoli."  The  friends  looked  at 
each  other  wiili  unutterable  surprise. 

"  But  do  3'ou  think,"  asked  Franz,  "that 
we  ouglit  to  accept  such  offers  from  a  per- 
fect strangcM-?" — "  What  sort  of  peison 
is  this  Count,  of  Monte-Cristo?"  asked 
Franz  of  his  host,. — "  A  very  great  noble- 
man, but  whether  Maltese  or  Sicilian  I 
cannot  exactly  say  ;  but  Ibis  I  know,  that 
lie  is  noble  as  a  Borghese  and  rich  as 
a  gold-mine." — "It  seems  to  me,"  said 
Franz,  speaking  in  an  und(>rtone  to  Albert, 
*'  that  if  this  individual  merited  tht;  high 
panegyiics  of  our  landlord,  he  would  have 
conveyed  iiis  invitation  Ihroiigb  another 
channel,  and  not  permitted  it  to  Ix;  brought 
to  us  in  this  unceremonious  way.  He 
would  have  written — or — " 


At  this  instant  some  one  knocked  at 
the  door.  "  Come  in  !  "  said  Franz.  A 
servant,  Avearing-  a  livery  of  considerable 
style  and  richness,  appeared  at  the  threshr 
hold,  and  placing-  two  cards  in  the  land- 
lord's hands,  who  forthwith  presented 
them  to  the  two  young-  men,  he  said, 
"  Please  to  deliver  these,  from  M.  le  Comte 
de  Monte-Cristo,  to  M.  le  Vicomte  Albert 
de  Morcerf  and  M.  Franz  Epina3^  M. 
le  Comte  de  Monte-Cristo,"  continued  the 
servant,  "begs  these  gentlemen's  permis- 
sion to  wait  upon  them  as  their  neighbor, 
and  he  will  be  honored  by  an  intimation 
of  what  time  thej'  will  please  to  receive 
him." 

"Faith,  Franz,"  whispered  Albert, 
"  there  is  not  much  to  find  fault  with 
here." — "  Tell  the  count,"  replied  Franz, 
"  that  we  will  do  ourselves  the  pleasure 
of  calling-  on  him."  The  servant  bowed 
and  retired. 

"  That  is  Avhat  I  call  an  eleg-ant  mode 
of  attack,"  said  Albert.  "You  were 
quite  correct  in  what  you  stated,  Maitre 
Pastrini.  The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  is 
unquestionably  a  man  of  first-rate  breed- 
ing and  knowledge  of  the  world." 

"Then  30U  accept  his  offer?"  said  the 
host. 

"  Of  course  we  do,"  replied  Albert. 
"  Still,  I  must  own  I  am  sorry  to  be 
obliged  to  give  up  the  cart  and  the  group 
of  reapers — it  would  have  produced  such 
an  effect  !  And  were  it  not  for  the  win- 
dows at  the  Palace  Rospoli.  by  way  of 
recompense  foi'  the  loss  of  our  beautiful 
scheme,  I  don't  know  but  what  I  shouUI 
have  held  on  by  my  original  plan.  What 
say  you,  Fi-anz  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  agree  with  you  ;  the  windows 
in  the  Palace  Rospoli  alone  decided  me." 
The  truth  was,  that  the  mention  of  two 
places  in  the  Palace  Rospoli  had  recalled 
to  Franz's  mind  the  conversation  he  liad 
overheard  tlie  preceding  evening  in  the 
luins  of  the  Colosseum  between  the  mys- 
terious unknown  and  the  Transtevere,  in 
which  the  stranger  in  the  cloak  had  under- 
taken to  obtain  the  Ireedom  of  a  con- 
demned criminal  ;  and  if  this  muttleil-up 
individual  proved  (as  Franz  felt  sure  he 
would)  the  same  as  the  person  he  had  just 
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soen  ill  the  Teatro  Arg-entino,  then  he 
should  be  able  to  establish  his  identit3% 
and  also  to  prosecute  his  researches  re- 
specting" him  with  perfect  facilitj'^  and 
freedom.  Franz  passed  the  night  in  con- 
fused dreams  respecting  the  two  meetings 
he  had  already  had  with  his  mysterious 
tormentor,  and  in  waking  speculations  as 
to  what  the  morrow  would  produce.  •  The 
next  day  must  clear  up  every  doubt,  and 
unless  his  near  neighbor  and  would-be 
friend,  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  pos- 
sessed the  ring  of  Gyges,  and  bj-  its  power 
were  able  to  render  himself  invisible,  it  was 
very  certain  he  could  not  escape  this  time. 
Eight  o'clock  found  Franz  up  and  dressed, 
while  Albert,  who  had  not  the  same  ino- 
tives  for  earl 3^  rising,  was  still  profound l.v 
asleep.  The  first  act  of  Franz  was  to 
summon  his  landlord,  wlio  presented  liim- 
self  with  his  accustomed  obsequiousness. 

*^Pray,  Maitre  Pastrini,"  asked  Franz. 
''is  not  some  execution  appointed  to  take 
place  to-day  ?  " — ''  Yes,  3'our  excellenc3^  : 
but  if  3'our  reason  for  inquir3'  is  that  3^011 
ma3'  procure  a  window^  to  view  it  from, 
3'^ou  are  much  too  late." 

"  Oh,  no !  "  answered  Franz,  "I  had  no 
such  intention  ;  and  even  if  I  had  felt  a 
wish  to  witness  the  spectacle,  I  might 
have  done  so  from  Monte  Pincio — could  I 
not?" 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  mine  host,  '•'!  did 
not  think  it  likel3"  3^our  excellence  Avould 
have  chosen  to  mingle  with  such  a  rabble 
as  are  always  collected  on  that  hill,  which, 
indeed,  they  consider  as  exclusivel3'  he- 
longing  to  themselves." 

•' Verv  possibU'  I  may  not  go,"  an- 
swered Franz  ;  "  but  in  case  I  feel  dis- 
posed, give  in(^  some  particulars  of  to-day's 
executions." 

'*  What  particulars  would  your  excel- 
lency like  to  hear?  " — ••  Wh3-,  the  num- 
ber of  persons  condemned  to  suffer,  their 
names,  and  description  of  the  death  tlun' 
are  to  die." 

•*'  That  happens  just  lucky,  your  excel- 
lence I  (^iily  ;i  f(Mv  minutes  ago  tlu^v 
brought  ine  the   tavoJettas/' 

"What  are  they?  " 

"  Sort  of  wooden  tablets  hung  up  at  the 
corners   of  streets  the  evening  before  an 


execution,  on  which  is  pasted  up  a  paper 
containing-  the  names  of  tiie  condemned 
persons,  their  crimes,  and  mode  of  punish- 
ment. The  reason  for  so  publicl3'  announc- 
ing all  this  is,  that  all  good  and  faithful 
Catholics  ma3'  offer  up  their  pra3'ers  foi- 
the  unfortunate  culprits,  and,  above  all, 
beseech  of  Heaven  to  grant  them  a  sin- 
cere repentance."^ — '•  And  these  tablets 
are  brought  to 3'ou  that  30U  ma3'  add  3'our 
prayers  to  those  of  the  faithful,  are  they  ?" 
asked  Franz,  somewhat  incredulousl3'. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  3'our  excellence  ;  I  have 
not  time  for  an3'bod3''s  affairs  but  m3'  own 
and  those  of  m^'^  honorable  guests ;  but  I 
make  an  agreement  with  the  man  who 
pastes  up  the  papers,  and  he  brings  theiu 
to  nie  as  he  would  the  pla3'bills,  that  in 
case  ain-  person  staying  at  1113-  hotel  should 
like  to  witness  an  execution,  he  ma3-  ob- 
tain eveiy  requisite  information  concern- 
ing the  time  and  place,  etc." — '•  Upon  m^' 
word,  that  is  most  delicate  attention  o\^ 
3'our  part,  Maitre  Pastrini,"  cried  Franz. 

"  Wh3^,  your  excellence,"  returned  the 
landlord,  chuckling  and  rubbing  his  hands 
with  infinite  complacency.  "  I  think  I  ma\- 
take  upon  myself  to  saA-  I  neglect  nothing 
to  deserve  the  support  and  patronage  of 
the  noble  visitors  to  this  poor  hotel." — '•  I 
see  tiiat  plainl3'  enough.  m3'  most  excellent 
host,  and  3^ou  mav  relv  upon  m3-  repeat- 
ing so  striking  a  proof  of  3-our  attention 
to  3^our  guests  wherever  I  go.  Meanwhile, 
oblige  me  bv  a  sight  of  one  of  these  tavo- 
lettas." 

"'Nothing  can  be  easier  than  to  comply* 
with  your  excellenc3''s  wish."  said  the 
landlord,  opening  the  door  of  the  chamber: 
'•  I  have  caused  one  to  be  placed  on  Ihe 
landing,  close  by  vourapartment."  Then, 
taking  the  tablet  from  tlu^  wall,  he  handed 
it  to  Franz,  who  read  as  follows: — 

" '  The  public  is  informed  that  on  Wed- 
nesda3',  Februaiy  *^3d.  being  the  (li-st  tluy 
of  the  Carnival,  two  executions  will  take 
place  in  the  Place  del  Popolo,  b3-  order  of 
the  Tribunal  de  la  Rota,  of  two  individuals, 
named  Andrea  Rondola,  and  Peppino. 
otiierwise  called  Rtn-ca  Priori  :  tlu^  former 
found  guilt \-  of  the  murder  of  a  veneratilo 
and  exemplarv  priest,  named  Don  Ce.s;ir 
Tiu'lini.  canon  of  thechurcli  of  Saint-^Tcaii- 
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de-Latran ;  and  the  latter  convicted  of 
being-  an  accomplice  of  the  atrocious  and 
sanguinary-  bandit,  Luig-i  Vampa,  and  his 
troupe.  The  first-named  malefactor  will 
be  mazzolato,  the  second  culprit,  decapi- 
tato.  The  prayers  of  all  g-ood  Cliristians 
are  entreated  for  these  unfortunate  men, 
that  it  may  please  God  to  awaken  them  to 
a  sense  of  their  g^uilt,  and  to  g-rant  them  a 
hearty  and  sincere  repentance  for  their 
crimes.'  " 

Tliis  was  precisely  what  Franz  had 
heard  the  evening  before  in  the  ruins  of 
the  Colosseum.  No  part  of  the  pro- 
g-ram me  differed — the  names  of  the  con- 
demned persons — their  ciimes  and  mode  of 
punishment — all  ag-reed  with  his  previous 
information.  In  all  probability,  therefore, 
the  Trknstevere  was  no  other  than  the 
bandit  Luig-i  Vampa  himself,  and  the  man 
shrouded  in  the  mantle  the  same  he  had 
known  as  ''Sinbad  the  Sailor,"'  but  who, 
no  doubt,  was  still  pursuing-  his  philan- 
thropic expedition  in  Rome  as  he  had  al- 
ready done  at  Porto- Vecchio  and  Tunis. 
Time  was  getting  on,  however,  and  Franz 
deemed  it  advisable  to  awaken  Albert; 
but  at  the  moment  he  prepared  to  proceed 
to  his  chamber,  his  friend  entered  the 
saloon  in  perfect  costume  for  the  day.  The 
anticipated  delights  of  the  Carnival  had 
so  run  in  his  head  as  to  make  him  leave 
his  pillow  long  before  his  usual  hour. 
"Now,  m}^  excellent  Maitre  Pastrini," 
said  Franz,  addressing  his  landlord,  "since 
we  are  both  ready,  do  \o\i  think  avc  may 
proceed  at  once  to  visit  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo?" — "Most  assuredly,"  replied  he. 
•'The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  is  always  an 
eai'ly  riser ;  and  I  can  answer  for  his  hav- 
ing been  up  these  two  hours." 

"Then  you  really  consider  we  shall  not 
b(;  intruding  if  we  paj'  our  respects  to  him 
directly  ?  "— *'  Oh,  I  am  quite  sure.  I  will 
take  all  the  blame  on  myself  if  you  find  I 
have  led  you  into  an  error." 

"Well,  then,  if  it  be  so;  are  you  ready, 
Albert  ?"—"  Perfectly." 

"  Let  US  go  and  return  our  best  thanks 
for  his  courtesj'." — "Yes,  let  us  do  so." 
The  landlord  preceded  the  friends  across 
the  landing,  which  was  all  that  separated 
them  from  the  apartments  of  the  count. 


rang  at  the  bell,  and  upon  the  door  being 
opened  by  a  servant,  said — '-  /  Signori 
Francesi." 

The  domestic  bowed  respectfully,  and 
invited  them  to  enter.  They  passed 
through  two  rooms,  furnislied  with  a  style 
and  luxury  they  had  not  calculated  on 
finding  under  the  roof  of  Maitre  Pastrini, 
and  were  shov.-n  into  an  elegantly  fitted- 
up  saloon.  The  richest  Turkey  carpets 
covered  the  floor,  and  the  softest  and  most 
inviting  couches,  hergeres,  and  sofas,  of- 
fered their  high-piled  and  yielding  cushions 
to  such  as  desired  repose  or  refreshment. 
Splendid  paintings  by  the  first  masters 
were  ranged  against  the  walls,  inter- 
mingled with  magnificent  trophies  of  war, 
while  heav}'  curtains  of  costly  tapestry 
were  suspended  before  the  diff'erent  doors 
of  the  room.  "  If  your  excellencies  will 
please  to  be  seated,"  said  the  man,  "  I  will 
let  M.  le  Comte  know  \o\i  are  here." 

And  with  these  words  he  disappeared 
behind  one  of  the  tapestried  portieres. 
As  the  door  opened,  the  sound  of  a  guzla 
reached  the  ears  of  the  j'oung  men,  but 
was  almost  immediately- lost,  for  the  rapid 
closing  of  the  door  merely  allowed  one 
rich  swell  of  harmon}'  to  enter  the  saloon. 
Franz  and  Albert  looked  inquiringl}'  at 
each  other,  then  at  the  gorgeous  fittings- 
up  of  the  apartment.  All  seemed  even 
more  splendid  at  a  second  view  than  it  had 
done  at  their  first  rapid  survey. 

"  Well,"  said  Franz  to  his  friend,  "what 
think  you  of  all  this?  " 

"  Why  upon  my  soul,  my  dear  fellow, 
it  strikes  me  our  elegant  and  attentive 
neighbor  must  either  be  some  successful 
stock-jobber  who  has  speculated  in  the  fall 
of  the  Spanish  funds  or  some  prince  travel- 
ing incog  X 

"Hush!  hush!"  replied  Franz,  "we 
shall  ascertain  who  and  what  he  is — he 
comes  !  "  As  Franz  spoke,  he  heard  the 
sound  of  a  door  turning  on  its  hinges,  and 
almost  immediatel}'  afterward  the  ta{)- 
estry  was  drawn  aside,  and  the  owner  of 
all  these  riches  stood  before  the  two  j'oung 
men.  Albert  instantly  rose  to  meet  him, 
but  Fi-an/.  remained,  in  a  mannei*,  spell- 
bound on  his  chair,  for  in  the  person  of 
him  who  had  just    ent(>n'd  lie  recognized 


THE     COUNT    OF    MoyTE-CRlSTO. 


209 


not  only  the  mj'sterious  visitant  to  the 
Colosseum,  and  the  occupant  of  the  loge 
at  the  Salle  Arg-entino,  but  also  his  singu- 
lar host  of  Monte-Cristo. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

LA    MAZZOLATA. 

"  Gentlemen, " said  the  Countof  Monte_ 
Cristo  as  he  entered,  "  I  pray  you  excuse 
tne  for  suffering-  my  visit  to  be  anticipated  ; 
but  I  feared  to  disturb  you  by  presenting 
myself  earlier  at  your  apartments  ;  be- 
sides, you  sent  me  word  you  would  come 
to  me,  and  I  have  held  myself  at  3^our 
disposal."" 

''Franz  and  I  have  to  thank  joxx  a 
thousand  times,  M.  le  Comte,"  returned 
Albert :  '"you  extricated  us  from  a  great 
dilemma,  and  we  were  on  the  point  of  in- 
venting some  ver^'  fantastic  vehicle  when 
your  friendly  invitation  reached  us." 

''  Indeed  !  "  returned  the  count,  motion- 
ing the  two  young  men  to  sit  down.  "It 
was  the  fault  of  that  blockhead  Pastrini 
that  I  did  not  sooner  assist  you  in  your 
distress.  He  did  not  mention  a  syllable 
of  your  embarrassment  to  me,  when  he 
knows  that,  alone  and  isolated  as  I  am, 
I  seek  evavy  opportunity  of  making  the 
acquaintance  of  my  neighbors.  As  soon 
as  I  learned  I  could  in  anj^  way  assist  3'ou, 
I  most-  eagerl}'  seized  the  opportunity^  of 
offering  my  services."  The  two  Aoung 
men  bowed.  Franz  had,  as  yet,  found 
nothing  to.  say  ;  he  had  adopted  no  de- 
termination ;  and  as  nothing  in  the  count's 
manner  manifested  the  wish  that  he  should 
recognize  him,  he  did  not  know  whether 
to  make  any  allusion  to  the  past,  or  wait 
until  he  had  more  proof ;  besides,  although 
sure  it  was  he  who  had  been  in  the  box 
the  previous  evening,  he  could  not  be 
equally  positive  that  he  was  the  man  he 
had  seen  at  the  Colosseum.  He  resolved, 
therefore,  to  let  things  take  their  course 
without  making  any  direct  overture  to 
the  count.  Besides,  he  had  this  advan- 
tage over  him,  he  was  master  of  his  secret, 
whiltj  he  had  no  hold  on  Franz,  who  had 
nothing  to  conceal.    However,  he  resolved 

I  to   lead    the    conversation    to    a  subjtH^t 
which  might  possibly  clear  up  his  doubts. 
*'M.    le  Comte,"  said   lu«,    "von   have 
i 


offered  us  places  in  your  carriage,  and  at 
3'our  windows  of  the  Rospoli  Palace.  Can 
you  tell  us  where  we  can  obtain  a  sight 
of  the  Place  del  Popolo  ?  '"— "  Ah  !  "  said 
the  count,  negligently,  looking  attentively 
at  Morcerf,  "  iJ>  there  not  something  like 
an  execution  upon  the  Place  del  Popolo  ?  " 

'-  Yes,"  returned  Franz,  finding  that 
the  count  was  coming  to  the  point  he 
wished. — "  Sta\',  I  think  I  told  my  stew- 
ard yesterday  to  attend  to  this  ;  perhaps 
I  can  render  you  this  slight  service  also." 
He  extended  his  hand,  and  rang  the  bell 
thrice.  '•  Did  you  ever  occupy  yourself," 
said  he  to  Franz,  "'  with  the  employment 
of  time  and  the  means  of  simplifying  the 
summoning  ^our  servants  ?  I  have  :  when 
I  ring  once,  it  is  for  my  valet ;  twice,  for 
my  maitre  d'hotel ;  thrice,  for  ray  stew- 
ard :  thus  I  do  not  waste  a  minute  or  a 
word.  Here  he  is  !  "  A  man  of  about  five- 
and-forty  to  fifty  entered,  exactly  resem- 
bling the  smuggler  who  had  introduced 
Franz  into  the  cavern  ;  but  he  did  not 
appear  to  recognize  him.  It  was  evident 
he  had  his  orders.  "  M.  Bertuccio,"  said 
the  count,  '*  have  you  procured  me  win- 
dows looldng  on  the  Place  del  Popolo,  as 
I.  ordered  j-ou  yesterday?" 

"  Yes,  excellency,"  returned  the  stew- 
ard :    "but  it  was  ver3'  late." 

'•'  Did  I  not  tell  3'ou  I  wished  for  one  ?  ** 
replied  the  count,  frowning. 

"And  your  excellency  has  one,  which 
was  let  to  Prince  LobanielT;  but  I  was 
obliged  to  pay  a  hundred — " 

"■That  will  do — that  will  do,  Monsieur 
Bertuccio  ;  spare  these  gentlemen  all  such 
domestic  arrangements.  You  have  the 
window,  that  is  sufficient.  Give  orders 
to  the  coachman  :  and  be  in  readiness 
on  the  stairs  to  conduct  us  to  it."  The 
steward  bowed  and  was  about  to  quit  the 
room.  "Ah!"  continued  the  count,  "be 
good  enough  to  ask  Pastrini  if  he  has  re- 
ceived the  favoleffa,  and  if  he  can  semi 
us  an  account  of  the  execution." 

"There  is  no  need  to  do  that,"  said 
Franz,  taking  out  his  tablets  ;  "  for  I  saw 
the  account,  and  copied  it  down." 

"Very  well,  you  can  retire,  ^raiire 
Bertuccio;  let  us  know  when  breakfast 
is  read}'.     These  gentlemen."  added    he, 
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turning'  to  the  two  friends,  "  will,  I  trvist, 
do  me  the  honor  to  breakfast  ?  '' 

''But,  M.  le  Comte,"  said  Albert,  "we 
shall  abuse  your  kindness."' 

"Not  at  all;  on  the  contrar}',  you  will 
give  me  g-reat  pleasure.  You  Avill,  one 
or  other  of  you,  perhaps  both,  return  it 
to  me  at  Paris.  Maitre  Bertuccio,  lay 
covers  for  three."  He  took  Franz's  tab- 
lets out  of  his  hand.  "'We  announce,' 
he  read,  in  the  same  tone  with  which  he 
would  have  read  a  newspaper,  '  that  to- 
day, the  23d  of  February,  will  be  exe- 
cuted Andrea  Rondolo,  guilty  of  murder 
on  the  pei'son  of  the  respected  and  ven- 
erated Don  Cesar  Torlini,  canon  of  the 
church  of  Saint-Jean-de-Latran,  and  Pep- 
pino,  called  Rocca  Priori,  convicted  of 
complicity  with  the  detestable  bandit 
Luigi  Varapa,  and  the  men  of  his  troop.' 
Hum  I  *'  The  first  will  be  mazzolato,  the 
second  decapitato.'  Yes,"  continued  the 
count,  "it  was  at  first  arranged  in  this 
way;  but  I  think  since  yesterday  some 
change  has  taken  place  in  the  order  of  the 
ceremon3\" — "Really  I"  said  Franz. 

"Yes,  1  passed  the  evening  at  the 
Cardinal  Rospigliosi's,  and  there  mention 
was  made  of  something  like  a  pardon  for 
one  of  the  two  men." 

"  For  Andrea  Rondolo  ?  "  asked  Franz. 

"No,"  replied  the  count,  carelessly; 
"  for  the  other  (he  glanced  at  the  tablets 
as  if  to  recall  the  name),  for  Peppino, 
called  Rocca  Priori.  You  are  thus  de- 
prived of  .seeing  a  man  guillotined ;  but 
the  mazzolato  still  remains,  wliich  is  a 
very  curious  punishment  when  seen  for 
the  first  time,  and  even  the  second,  while 
the  other,  as  3'ou  must  know,  is  very 
simple.  The  maiuhua  never  fails,  never 
trembles,  never  strikes  thirty  times  iii- 
ofTectually.  like  the  soldier  who  beheaded 
the  Comte  d(!  Chalais,  and  to  whose  ten- 
der mercy  Rich<'lieu  had  doubtless  rec- 
ommended the  sufferer.  Ah  !  "  a(Uled  the 
count,  in  a  contemptuous  tone,  "do  not 
tell  mo  of  European  punishm(>nts.  they 
are  in  the  infancy,  or  rather  the  old  age, 
of  cruelty."— "  Really,  M.  le  Comte."  re- 
plied Fi'anz,  "one  would  thiid<  that  you 
had  studied  the  ditfercnt,  toilures  of  all 
the  nations  of  the  world." 


■"■'  There  are,  at  least,  few  that  I  have 
not  seen,"  said  the  count,  coldly. 

"And  3^ou  took  pleasure  in  beholding 
these  dreadful  spectacles  ?  '* 

"  My  first  sentiment  was  horror,  the 
second   indifference,  the  third   curiosity." 

"  Curiosity  I  that  is  a  terrible  word," 

"  Wh}^  so?  In  life,  our  greatest  pre- 
occupation is  death ;  is  it  not,  then,  curi- 
ous to  stud}'  the  different  wa\-s  b}^  which 
the  soul  and  body  can  part;  and  how, 
according  to  their  different  characters, 
temperaments,  and  even  the  different 
customs  of  their  countries,  individuals 
bear  the  transition  from  life  to  death, 
from  existence  to  annihilation  ?  As  for 
myself,  I  can  assure  you  of  one  thing,  the 
more  men  3'ou  see  die,  the  easier  it  be- 
comes to  die  ;  and  in  my  opinion,  death 
may  be  a  torture,  but  it  is  not  an  expia- 
tion." 

"I  do  not  quite  understand  you,"  re- 
plied Franz;  "  pray  explain  your  mean- 
ing, for  you  excite  ni}"  curiosity  to  the 
highest  pitch." 

"Listen,"  said  the  count,  and  deep 
hatred  mounted  to  his  face,  as  the  blood 
would  to  the  face  of  any  other.  "  If  a 
man  had  hy  unheard-of  and  excruciating 
tortures  destroyed  your  father,  your 
mother,  your  mistress;  in  a  word,  one  of 
those  beings  who,  when  they  are  torn  from 
you,  leave  a  desolation,  a  wound  that  never 
closes,  in  j'our  breast,  do  \ou  think  the 
reparation  that  society  gives  you  suffi- 
cient by  causing  the  knife  of  the  griillot  ine 
to  pass  between  the  base  of  the  occiput 
and  the  trapezal  nuiscles  of  the  murderer, 
because  he  who  has  caused  us  years  of 
moral  sulferings  undergoes  a-  few  mo- 
ments of  physical  pain  ?  " 

"'  Yes,  I  know,"  said  Fi"inz.  "  tliat,  lui- 
man  justice  is  insuflleient  to  console  us; 
she  can  give  blood  in  return  for  blood, 
that  is  all :  but  you  must  demand  from 
hei"  only  what  it  is  in  ljerpow<'rto  grant." 

"  I  will  put  another  case  to  you,"  con- 
tinued tlie  count:  "that  where  society, 
attacked  by  the  death  of  a  person,  aveng«*R 
death  by  death.  But  arc  there  not  a 
thousand  tortures  by  which  a  man  may 
be  made  to  suffer  without  society  taking^ 
the  least  cognizance  of  them,  oi-  offering' 
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him  even  the  insufllcient  means  of  ven- 
g-eance,  of  which  we  have  just  spoken  ? 
Are  there  not  crimes  for  whicli  the  impale- 
ment of  the  Turks,  the  au^-ers  of  the  Per- 
sians, the  stake  and  the  bi-and  of  tlie  Iro- 
quois Indians,  are  inadequate  tortures, 
and  which  are  unpunished  by  society? 
Answer  me,  do  not  these  crimes  exist  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Franz  ;  "'and  it  is  to 
punish -them  that  duehng-  is  tolerated." 

"Ah,  dueling- 1"  cried  the  count;  ''a 
pleasant  manner,  upon  my  soul,  of  arriv- 
ing" at  3'our  end  when  that  end  is  ven- 
geance !  A  man  has  carried  off  your  mis- 
tress, a  man  has  seduced  your  wife,  a  man 
has  dishonored  your  daughter ;  he  has 
rendered  the  whole  life  of  one  who  had  the 
right  to  expect  from  Heaven  that  portion 
of  happiness  God  has  promised  to  ever^" 
one  of  his  creatures,  an  existence  of  mis- 
er^^  and  infamy  ;  and  you  think  you  are 
avenged  because  you  send  a  ball  through 
the  head,  or  pass  a  sword  through  the 
breast,  of  that  man  who  has  planted  mad- 
ness in  your  brain  and  despair  in  3'our 
heart.  Without  recollecting  that  it  is 
often  he  who  comes  off  victoi'ious  from  the 
strife,  absolved  of  all  crime  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world  !  No,  no,"  continued  the  count ; 
"had  I  to  avenge  m^^self,  it  is  not  thus  I 
would  take  revenge," 

"  Then  you  disapprove  of  dueling  !  you 
would  not  fight  a  duel?  "  asked  Albert  in 
his  turn,  astonished  at  this  strange  theor}', 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  the  count ;  '•'  under- 
stand me,  I  would  fight  a  duel  for  a  trifle, 
for  an  insult,  for  a  blow  ;  and  the  more  so 
that,  thanks  to  my  skill  in  all  bodih' exer- 
cises, and  the  indifference  to  danger  I  have 
gradually  acquired,    I  should   be  almost 
certain   to   kill    my    man.     Oh!    I   would 
fight  for  such  a  cause  ;   but  in  return  for 
a  slow,  profound,  eternal  torture  I  would 
give  back  the  same,  were  it  possible  :  an  I 
e,ye  for  an  eye,  a  tooth  for  a  tooth,  as  the  ' 
Orientalists  say — our   masters    in  every-  ! 
thing  ;  those  favored  creatures  who  liave 
formed  for  themselves  a  life  of  dreams  and 
a  paradise  of  realities." 

"  But,"  said  Franz  to  the  count,  "  with 
this  theory,  which  renders  you  at  once 
judge  and  executioner  of  youi-  own  caus(\ 
it  would  be  difficult  to  adopt  a  course  that 


would  forever  prevent  your  falling  under 
the  power  of  the  law.  Hatred  is  blind  : 
rage  carries  you  awa}^ ;  and  he  who  poui-s 
out  vengeance  runs  the  risk  of  tasting  a 
bitter  draught." 

"Yes,  if  he  be  poor  and  inexperienced  ; 
not  if  he  b6  rich  and  skillful ;  besides,  the 
worst  that  could  happen  to  him  would  be 
the  punishment  of  which  we  have  already 
spoken,  and  which  the  philanthropic 
French  Revolution  has  substituted  for 
being  torn  to  laieces  hx  horses  or  broken 
on  the  wheel.  What  matters  this  punish- 
ment, as  long  as  he  is  avenged  ?  On  my 
word,  I  almost  regret  that  in  all  proba- 
bility this  miserable  Peppiuo  will  not  be 
decapitato,  as  you  might  have  had  an  op- 
portunit}'  then  of  seeing  how  short  a  time 
the  punishment  lasts,  and  whether  it  is 
worth  even  mentioning;  but,  really,  this 
is  a  most  singular  conversation  for  the 
Carnival,  gentlemen;  how  did  it  arise? 
Ah  !  I  recollect,  you  asked  for  a  place  at 
m^'  window  ;  you  shall  have  it ;  but  let  us 
first  sit  down  to  table,  for  here  comes  the 
servant  to  inform  us  breakfast  is  ready."" 
As  he  spoke  a  servant  opened  one  of  the 
four  doors  of  the  saloon,  saying — ''Al  suo 
commodo  J  "  The  two  young  men  rose 
and  entered  the  breakfast-room. 

During  the  meal,  which  was  excellent, 
and  admirably  served,  Franz  looked  re- 
peatedly at  Albert,  in  order  to  remark  the 
impi'ession  which  he  doubted  not  had  been 
made  on  him  by  the  words  of  their  enter- 
tainer ;  but  whether  with  his  usual  care- 
lessness he  had  paid  but  little  attention  to 
him.  whether  the  explanation  of  the  Count 
ofMonte-Cristo  with  regard  to  dueling  had 
satisfied  him,  or  whether  the  events  which 
Franz  knew  of  had  a  double  effect  on  him 
alone,  he  remarked  that  his  companion  did 
not  pay  the  least  regard  to  them,  but  on 
the  contrary  ate  like  a  man  who  for  tlie 
last  Umr  or  five  months  had  been  con- 
demned to  partake  of  Italian  cookery — 
that  is,  the  worst  in  the  world.  As  for 
the  count,  lie  just  touched  the  dishes;  he 
seenu'd  as  if  he  fulfilled  the  duties  of  an 
entertainer  b\'  sitting  down  with  hisg-uests 
and  awaited  their  departure  to  bo  .served 
witli  some  strange  or  more  delicito  foot!. 
This   brought  back  to  Franz,  in  spito   of 


:i2 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


himself,  the  recollection  of  the  terror  with 
which  the  count  had  inspired  the  Countess 

G ,  and  her  firm  conviction  that  the 

man  in  the  opposite  box  was  ar  vampire. 
At  the  end  of  the  breakfast  Franz  took 
out  his  watch.  "Well,"  said  the  count, 
"  what  are  you  doing"  ?  '' — "  You  must  ex- 
cuse us,  M.  le  Comte,"  returned  Franz, 
"  but  we  have  still  much  to  do." 

"V/hat  may  that  be  ?  " 

"We  have  no  disg-uises,  and  it  is  abso- 
lutely^ necessary  to  procure  them." 

"  Do  not  concern  j'ourself  about  that ; 
we  have,  I  think,  a  private  room  in  the 
Place  del  Popolo ;  I  will  have  whatever 
costumes  you  choose  broug-ht  to  us,  and 
you  can  dress  there." 

"After  the  execution  ?  "  cried  Franz. 

"Before  or  after,  which  you  please." 

"  Opposite  the  scaffold  ?  " 

"  The  scaffold  forms  part  of  the  fete." 

"  M.  le  Comte,  I  have  reflected  on  the 
matter,"  said  Franz;  "I  thank  you  for 
your  courtesj',  but  I  shall  content  myself 
with  accepting  a  place  in  3'^our  carriag-e 
and  at  your  window  at  the  Rospoli  Palace, 
and  Heave  you  at  liberty'  to  dispose  of  my 
place  at  the  Place  del  Popolo." 

"  But  I  warn  you,  3'ou  will  lose  a  very 
curious  sight,"  returned  the  count. 

"You  will  relate  it  to  me,"  replied 
Franz,  "  and  the  recital  from  your  lips 
will  make  as  great  an  impression  on  me 
as  if  I  had  witnessed  it.  I  have  more  than 
once  intended  witnessing*  an  execution,  but 
I  have  never  been  able  to  make  up  my 
mind  :  and  3-ou,  Albert  ?  " 

"  I,"  replied  the  viscount — "  I  saw  Cas- 
taing  executed,  but  I^  think  I  was  rather 
intoxicated  that  day,  for  I  had  quitted 
colleg-e  the  same  morning,  and  we  had 
passed  the  previous  nig"ht  at  a  tavern." 

"Besides,  it  is  no  reason  because  you 
have  not  seen  an  execution  at  Paris  that 
you  should  not  see  one  anywhere  else  ; 
when  you  travel,  it  is  to  see  cver^'thing. 
Think  what  a  figure  you  will  make  when 
you  are  asked,  'How  do  they  execute 
at  Rome?'  and  you  reply,  'I  do  not. 
know  ! '  And,  besides,  they  say  that  the 
culpiit  is  an  infamous  scoundrel,  who 
killed  with  a  log  of  wood  a.  woiMliy  canon 
wlio  had  l)rought  him  up  like  liis  own  son. 


Daible !  when  a  churchmnnis  killed,  it 
should  be  with  a  different  weapon  than  a 
log-,  especially  when  he  has  behaved  like  a 
father.  If  you  went  to  Spain,  would  you 
not  see  the  buU-fig-hts  ?  Well,  suppose  it 
is  a  biill-fig-ht  you  are  g"oing  to  see  ? 
Recollect  the  ancient  Romans  of  the  Cif- 
cus,  and  the  sports  where  the\'  killed  three 
hundred  lions  and  a  hundred  men.  Think 
of  the  eighty  thousand  applauding-  spec- 
tators, the  sag-e  matrons  who  took  their 
daughters,  and  the  charming- Vestals  who 
made  with  the  thumb  of  their  white  hands 
the  fatal  sigrn  that  said  'Come,  dispatch 
this  man,  already  nearly  dead.'  " — "  Shall 
3'ou  g-o,  then,  Albert  ?  *'  asked  Franz. 

^^  Ma  foi!  j-es  :  like  you,  I  hesitated, 
but  the  count's  eloquence  decides  me  I  " 

"Let  us  go,  then,"  said  Franz,  "since 
3'ou  wish  it ;  but  on  our  way  to  the  Piazza 
del  Popolo,  I  wish  to  pass  through  the 
Rue  du  Cours.  Is  this  possible,  M.  le 
Comte  ?  " 

"On  foot,  yes  !  in  a  carriage,  no  !  " 

"  I  will  go  on  foot,  then  !  " 

"  Is  it  important  that  you  should  pass 
through  this  street  ?" 

"  Yes,  there  is  something  I  wish  to  seel" 

"  Well,  we  will  pass  by  the  Rue  du 
Cours.  We  will  send  the  carriage  to  w'ait 
for  us  on  the  Piazzo  del  Popolo,  by  the 
Strada  del  Babuino,  for  I  shall  be  glad  to 
pass,  myself,  through  the  Rue  du  Cours, 
to  see  if  some  orders  I  have  given  have 
been  executed." 

"Excellency,"  said  a  servant,  opening 
the  door,  "a  man  in  the  dress  of  a  peni- 
tent wishes  to  speak  to  3'ou." — "  Ah  I 
yes  !  "  returned  the  count,  "I  know  who 
he  is;  gentlemen,  will  you  return  to  the 
salon?  you  will  find  on  the  center  table 
some  excellent  Havanna  cigars.  I  will 
be  with  you  directly."  The  young  men 
rose  and  returned  into  the  salon,  while 
the  count,  again  apologizing,  left  by  an- 
other door.  Albei'l,  who  was  a  great 
smoker,  :iii(l  who  liad  considered  it  no 
small  saciilii-e  to  be  dcprivcil  of  the  cigars 
of  the  Cafe  de  Paris,  approached  the 
table,  and  uttered  a  cry  of  joy  at  perceiv- 
ing some  veritable  punts. 

"Well,"    asked    Fiaiiz,    *•  what    think 
\u\\  of  the  Count  of  Monte-Crislo  ?  " 
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"What  do  I  think  ?  "  said  Albert,  evi- 
dently surprised  at  suoh  a  question  from 
his  companion  ;  '•  I  think  that  he  is  a 
delig"htful  fellow,  who  does  the  honors  of 
his  table  adniirabl}'  ;  who  has  traveled 
much,  read  much,  is,  like  Brutus,  of  the 
Stoic  school,  and  moreover,"  added  he, 
sending-  a  volume  of  smoke  up  toward  the 
ceiling-,  "that  he  has  excellent  cigars.'' 
Such  was  Albert's  opinion  of  the  count, 
and  as  Franz  well  knew  that  Albert  pro- 
fessed never  to  form  an  opinion  except 
upon  long-  reflection,  he  made  no  attempt 
to  chang-e  it.  "But,"  said  he,  "did  you 
remark  one  ver3^  singular  thing  ?  " 

"What?" — "  How  attentively  he  looked 
at  you."—"  At  me?" 

"Yes."  — Albert  reflected.  "Ah!" 
replied  he,  sighing,  "  that  is  not  ver^'  sur- 
prising ;  I  have  been  more  than  a  ^'■ear 
absent  from  Paris,  and  my  clothes  are  of 
a  most  antiquated  cut  ;  the  count  takes 
me  for  a  provincial.  The  first  opportu- 
nity 3^ou  have,  undeceive  him,  I  beg,  and 
tell  him  I  am  nothing-  of  the  kind."  Franz 
smiled  :  an  instant  after,  the  count  en- 
tered.^ — "  I  am  now  quite  at  3'our  service, 
g-entleraen,"  said  he.  "The  carriage  is 
going-  one  way  to  the  Place  del  Popolo, 
and  we  will  g-o  another ;  and  if  3'ou  please, 
by  the  Rue  du  Cours.  Take  some  more 
of  these  cig'ars,  M.  de  Morcerf." — "  With 
11  my  heart,"  returned  Albert;  "these 
Italian  cigars  are  horrible.  When  you 
come  to  Paris,  I  will  return  all  this." 

"  I  will  not  refuse  ;  I  intend  g"oing  there 
soon,  and  since  3'OU  allow  me,  I  will  pay 
you  a  visit.  Come  !  Ave  have  not  anytime 
to  lose,  it  is  half  past  twelve — let  us  set 
off  !  "  All  three  descended  :  the  coach- 
man received  his  master's  orders,  and 
drove  down  the  Via  del  Babuino.  While 
the  three  g-entlemen  walked  toward  the 
Place  d'Espag-ne  and  the  Via  Frattina, 
which  led  dircctl,y  between  the  Fiano  and 
Rospoli  Palaces,  all  Franz's  attention 
was  directed  toward  the  windows  of  that 
last  palace,  for  he  had  not  forg-otten  the 
signal  agreed  upon  between  the  man  in 
the  mantle  and  the  Transtevere  peasant. 

"  Which  are  your  windows  ?  "  asked  he 
of  the  count,  with  as  nmcli  indilTerence  as 
he  could  assume.     "The  three  last,"  re- 


turned he,  with  a  neg-hg-ence  evidentl}' 
unaffected,  for  he  could  not  imagine  with 
what  intention  the  question  was  put. 
Franz  g-lanced  rapidly  toward  the  three 
windows.  The  side  windows  were  hung 
with  3'ellow  damask,  and  the  center  one 
with  white  damask  and  a  red  cross.  The 
man  in  the  mantle  had  kept  his  promise 
to  the  Transtevere,  and  there  could  now 
be  no  doubt  that  he  was  the  count.  The 
three  windows  were  still  untenanted. 
Preparations  were  making  on  ever\'  side  ; 
chains  were  placed,  scaffolds  were  raised, 
and  windows  were  hung  with  flags.  The 
masks  could  not  appear;  the  carriages 
could  not  move  about ;  but  the  masks 
were  visible  behind  the  windows,  the  car- 
riages, and  the  doors. 

Franz,  Albert,  and  the  count  continued 
to  descend  the  Rue  du  Cours :  as  they  ap- 
proached the  Place  del  Popolo  the  crowd 
became  more  dense,  and  above  the  heads 
of  the  multitude  two  objects  were  visible  ; 
the  obelisk,  surmounted  by  a  cross,  which 
marks  the  center  of  the  place,  and  before 
the  obelisk,  at  the  pomt  where  the  three 
streets,  del  Babuino,  del  Corso,  and  di 
Ripetta,  meet,  the  two  uprights  of  the 
scaffold,  between  which  glittered  the 
curved  knife  of  the  mandaia.  At  the 
corner  of  the  street  the\"  met  the  count's 
steward,  who  was  awaiting  his  master. 
The  window,  let  at  an  exorbitant  price, 
which  the  count  had  doubtless  wished  to 
conceal  from  his  guests,  was  on  the  second 
floor  of  the  great  palace,  situated  between 
the  Rue  del  Babuino  and  the  Monte  Pincio. 
It  consisted,  as  we  have  said,  of  a  small 
dressing-room,  opening  into  a  bedroom, 
and  when  the  door  of  communication  was 
shut,  the  inmates  were  quite  alone.  On 
two  chairs  were  laid  as  many  elegant  cos- 
tumes of  paillasse,  in  blue  and  while 
satin.  "As  you  left  the  choice  of  your 
costumes  to  me,"  said  the  count  to  the 
two  friends;  "' I  liave  liad  these  brought, 
as  they  will  be  the  most  worn  this  year; 
and  they  ai-e  most  suitable,  on  account  of 
the  coufeffi  (sweetmeats),  as  they  do  not 
show  the  flour." 

Franz  heard  the  words  of  the  count  but 
impeifectly,  and  he  perhaps  did  not  fully 
appreciate    this    new   attention    to   their 


214 


WORKS     OF    ALEXAyDllE    DUMAS. 


wishes ;  for  he  was  wholly  absorbed  \>y 
the  spectacle  that  the  Piazza  del  Popolo 
presented,  and  by  the  terrible  instrument 
that  was  in  the  center.  It  was  the  first 
time  Franz  had  ever  seen  a  guillotine — we 
say  g'uillotine,  because  the  Roman  man- 
data  is  formed  on  almost  the  same  model 
as  the  French  instrument  :  the  knife, 
wliich  is  shaped  like  a  crescent,  that  cuts 
with  the  convex  side,  falls  from  a  less 
heig-ht,  and  that  is  all  the  difference. 
Two  men,  seated  on  the  movable  plank 
on  wliich  the  culprit  is  laid,  were  eating- 
their  breakfasts,  while  waiting  for  the 
criminal.  Their  repast  consisted,  appar- 
ently, of  bread  and  sausages.  One  of 
them  lifted  the  plank,  took  thence  a  flask 
of  wine,  drank  some,  and  then  passed  it 
to  his  companion.  These  two  men  were 
the  executioner's  assistants.  At  this  sight 
Franz  felt  the  perspiration  start  forth 
upon  his  brow.  The  prisoners,  trans- 
ported the  previous  evening  from  the  Car- 
cere  Nuovo  to  the  little  church  of  Santa 
Maria  del  Popolo,  had  passed  the  night, 
each  accompanied  by  two  priests,  in  a 
chapel  closed  b}'-  a  grating,  before  which 
were  two  sentinels,  relieved  at  intervals. 
A  double  line  of  carbineers,  placed  on  each 
side  of  the  door  of  the  church,  reached 
to  the  scaffold,  and  formed  a  circle  round 
it,  leaving  a  path  about  ten  feet  wide,  and 
around  the  guillotine  a  space  of  nearly 
a  hundred  feet.  All  the  rest  of  the  place 
was  paved  with  heads.  Many  women 
held  their  infants  on  their  shoulders,  and 
thus  the  childrcMi  had  the  best  view.  The 
Monte  Pincio  seemed  a  vast  amphithea- 
ter filled  with  spectators ;  the  balconies 
of  the  two  churches  at  the  corner  of  the 
Rue  del  Babuino  and  the  Rue  di  Ript^tta 
were  crammed  :  the  steps  even  seemed 
a  party-colored  sea,  that  Avas  impelled 
toward  the  portico;  every  niche  in  the 
wall  held  its  living  statue.  What  the 
count  said  was  true — the  most  curious 
spectacle  in  life  is  that  of  death.  And  yet, 
instead  of  th(5  silence  and  the  solemnity 
demanded  by  the  occasion,  a  noise  of 
laugliter  and  je.st  arose  from  the  ciowd  : 
it  was  evident  that  tliis  execution  was, 
in  the  eyes  of  the  people,  only  the  com- 
mencement  of    the    Carnival.     Suddenly 


the  tumult  ceased,  as  if  by  magic  :  the 
doors  of  the  church  opened.  A  brother- 
hood of  penitents,  clothed  from  head  to 
foot  in  robes  of  gray  sackcloth,  with  holes 
for  the  e^'es  alone,  and  holding  in  their 
hand  a  lighted  taper,  appeared  first;  the 
chief  marched  at  the  head.  Behind  the 
penitents  came  a  man  of  vast  stature  and 
proportions.  He  was  naked,  with  the 
exception  of  cloth  drawers,  at  the  left 
side  of  which  hung  a  large  knife  in  a 
sheath,  and  he  bore  on  his  right  shoulder 
a  heav}'  mace.  This  man  was  the  execu- 
tioner. He  had,  moreover,  sandals  bound 
on  his  feet  by  cords.  Behind  the  execu- 
tioner came,  in  the  order  in  which  they 
were  to  die,  first  Peppino  and  then  An- 
drea. Each  was  accompanied  by  two 
priests.  Neither  had  their  e,yes  bandaged. 
Peppino  walked  with  a  firm  step,  doubt- 
less aware  of  what  awaited  him.  Andrea 
was  supported  by  two  priests.  Each  of 
them  kissed,  from  time  to  time,  the  cru- 
cifix a  confessor  held  out  to  them.  At 
this  sight  alone  Franz  felt  his  legs  tremble 
under  him.  He  looked  at  Albert — he  was 
white  as  his  shirt,  and  mechanically  cast 
away  his  cig*ar,  although  he  had  not  half 
smoked  it.  The  count  alone  seemed  un- 
moved^nay,  more,  a  slight  color  seemed 
striving  to  rise  in  his  pale  cheeks.  His 
nostril  dilated  like  a  wild  beast  that  scents 
its  prey,  and  his  lips,  half  opened,  dis- 
closed his  white  teeth,  small  and  sharp 
like  those  of  a  jackal.  And  yet  his  feat- 
ures wore  an  expression  of  smiling  ten- 
derness, such  as  Franz  had  never  before 
witnessed  in  them  :  his  black  cA'es  espe- 
cially' were  full  of  kindness  and  pity. 
However,  the  two  culprits  advanced,  and 
as  they  approached  their  faces  became 
visible.  Peppino  was  a  handsome  young 
man  of  four  or  five  and  twenty,  bronzed 
by  tlie  sun  ;  In?  carried  his  head  erect  and 
seemed  to  look  on  which  si\le  his  liberator 
would  appear.  Andrea  was  short  an<l 
fat ;  his  visage,  marked  with  brutal  cru- 
elty, did  not  indicate  age  :  he  might  be 
t  hirty.  In  prison  he  iiad  siilfered  his  beard 
to  gi'ow  :  his  liead  fell  on  his  shoulder, 
his  leg>;  bent  Ix'neath  him,  and  lie  seemed 
to  ol>ey  a  mechanical  movement  of  which 
he  was   uneonseiims. 


THE    COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


215 


I 


"  I  thoug"lit, ' "  said  Franz  to  the  count, 
"  that  3'ou  told  me  there  would  be  but  one 
execution  !  " 

"  I  told  you  true,"'  replied  he,  coldly. 

"  However,  here  are  two  culprits.'' 

"  Yes ;  but  only  one  of  these  two  is 
about  to  die ;  the  other  has  long-  years 
to  live!-' — '"If  the  pardon  is  to  come, 
tliere  is  no  time  to  lose." 

'•And,  see,  here  it  is,"  said  the  count. 
At  the  moment  when  Peppnio  arrived  at 
the  foot  of  the  mandaia,  a  penitent,  who 
seemed  to  arrive  late,  forced  his  way 
throug-li  the  soldiers,  and,  advancing-  to 
the  chief  of  the  brotherhood,  g'ave  him 
a  folded  paper.  The  piercing  eye  of  Pep- 
pino  had  noticed  all.  The  chief  took  the 
paper,  unfolded  it,  and,  raising  his  hand, 
'•Heaven  be  praised!  and  his  Holiness 
also!"  said  he,  in  a  loud  voice;  "here 
is  a  pardon  for  one  of  the  prisoners  !  " 

'*  A  pardon  !  "  cried  the  people  with  one 
voice — "  a  pardon  !  "  At  this  cry  Andrea 
raised  his  head.  ''Pardon  for  whom?", 
cried  he. 

Peppino  remained  breathless.  "  A  par- 
don for  Peppino,  called  Rocca  Priori," 
said  the  principal  friar.  And  he  passed 
the  paper  to  the  officer  commanding-  the 
carbineers,  who  read  and  returned  it  to 
him. 

"For  Peppino!"  cried  Andrea,  who 
seemed  aroused  from  the  torpor  in  which 
he  had  been  plunged.  "Why  for  him 
and  not  for  me  ?  We  ought  to  die  to- 
gethdV".  I  was  promised  he  should  die 
with  me.  You  have  no  right  to  put  me 
to  death  alone.  I  will  not  die  alone — I 
will  not  I"  And  he  broke  from  tlie  priests, 
sti'uggling  and  raving  like  a  wild  beast, 
and  striving  desperately  to  break  the 
cords  that  bound  his  hands.  The  execu- 
tioner made  a  sign,  and  iiis  assistants 
leaped  from  the  scaffold  and  seized  him. 
"  What  is  passing  ?  "  asked  Franz  of  the 
count ;  for,  as  all  1  his  occurred  in  the 
Roman  dialect,  he  had  not  perfectly 
comprehended  it.  "  Do  you  not  see," 
returned  the  count.  "  that  this  human 
creature  who  is  about  to  die  is  furious 
that  his  fellow-sufTorer  does  not  perish 
with  him?  and,  were  lie  able,  he  would 
rather  tear  him  to  pieces  with  his  teeth 


and  nails  than  let  him  enjoj'  the  life  he 
himself  is  about  to  be  deprived  of.  Oh, 
man,  man  !  race  of  crocodiles  I  "  cried 
the  count,  extending  his  clenched  hands 
toward  the  crowd,  "  how  Avell  do  I  recog- 
nize 5'ou  there,  and  that  at  all  times 
\'0u  are  worthy  of  3'ourselves  ! "  All 
this  time  Andrea  and  the  two  execution- 
ers were  strug-g-ling  on  the  g-round,  and 
he  kept  exclaiming,  "  He  ought  to  die  I — 
he  shall  die  ! — I  will  not  die  alone  I  " 

"Look,  look  !  "  cried  the  count,  seizing- 
the  young-  men's  hands — "  Look  I  for,  on 
m}^  soul,  it  is  curious.     Here  is  a  man  who 
had  i^signed  himself  to  his  fate,  who  was 
going-  to  the  scaffold  to  die— like  a  coward, 
it  is  true,  but  he  was  about  to  die  without 
resistance.     Do  3'ou  know  what  g-ave  liim 
streng-th  ? — do  you   know   what  consoled 
him?     It  was  that  another  partook  of  his 
punishment — that  another  partook  of  his 
ang-uish — that  another  was  to  die  before 
him  !     Lead  two  sheep  to  the  butcher\s, 
two  oxen  to  the  slaughterhouse,  and  make 
one   of  them   understand   his   companion 
will   not   die  :  the   sheep    will    bleat    for 
pleasure,  the    ox    will   bellow    with   joy. 
But  man — man,  whom  God  created  in  His 
own  imag-e — man,   upon    whom  God  has 
laid    His   first.    His   sole    commandment, 
to  love  his  neighbor — man,  to  whom  God 
has  given  a  voice  to  express  his  thoughts 
— what  is  his  first  cry  when  he  hears  Ids 
fellow -man    is    saved?     A    blasphemy! 
Honor  to  man,  this  masterpiece  of  Xature, 
this   king   of    the    creation!"     And   the 
count  burst  into  a  laugh  :  but  a  terrible 
laugh,  that  showed  he  must  have  sulfered 
horribly  to  be  able  thus  to  laugh.     How- 
ever,   the   struggle    still    continued,    and 
it  was  dreadful  lo   witness.     The  people 
all  took  part  against  Andrea,  anil  twenty 
thousand  voices  cried.''  Put  liini  todeath  I 
put  him  to  death  !  "     Franz  sprang  back, 
hut  the  coimt  seized  his  arm  and  held  him 
before    the    window.      **  What    are    you 
doing?"   said    he.     *•  Do   you   pity  him? 
If  you  heard   the  cry  of  '  !Mad  dog  !  '  you 
would  take  your  gun — you  would  unhesi- 
tatingly shoot  the  poor  beast,  who,  aft«r 
all.  was  only  guilty  «^f  liaving  \mh*\\  bitten 
by  anotluM-  «log.     And  yrt  you  pity  a  man 
who,  without  being   bitten  by  one  of  his 
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race,  has  yet  murdered  his  benefactor"; 
and  who,  now  unable  to  kill  any  one,  be- 
cause his  hands  are  bound,  wishes  to  see 
his  companion  in  captivity  perish.  No, 
no — look,  look  !  " 

This  recommendation  v\^as  needless. 
Franz  was  fascinated  by  the  horrible 
spectacle.  The  two  assistants  had  borne 
Andrea  to  the  scaffold,  and  there,  spite  of 
his  strugg-les,  his  bites,  and  his  cries,  had 
forced  him  to  his  knees.  During*  this  time 
the  executioner  had  raised  his  mace,  and 
sig-ned  to  them  to  g-et  out  of  the  Avay ;  the 
criminal  strove  to  rise,  but,  ere  he  had 
time,  the  mace  fell  on  his  left  temple.  A 
dull  and  heavy  sound  was  heard,  and  the 
man  dropped  like  an  ox  on  his  face,  and 
then  turned  over  on  his  back.  The  execu- 
tioner let  fall  his  mace,  drew  his  knife, 
and  with  one  stroke,  opened  his  throat, 
and  mounting"  on  his  stomach,  stamped 
violentl}^  on  it  with  his  feet.  At  every 
stroke  a  jet  of  blood  sprang"  from  the 
wound. 

This  time  Franz  could  sustain  himself 
no  longer,  but  sank,  half  fainting",  into  a 
seat.  Albert,  with  his  eyes  closed,  was 
standing"  grasping  the  window-curtains. 
The  count  was  erect  and  triumphant,  like 
the  Aveng-ing  Angel  I 

CHAPTER   XXXVI. 

THE     CARNIVAL     AT     ROME. 

When  Franz  recovered  his  senses,  he 
saw  Albert  drinking  a  glass  of  water,  of 
which  his  paleness  showed  he  stood  in 
great  need,  and  the  count,  wlio  was  as- 
suming his  costume  of  paillasse.  He 
glanced  mechanically  toward  the  place  : 
all  had  disappeared — scaffold,  execution- 
ers, victims;  naught  remained  but  the 
people,  full  of  noise  and  excitement.  The 
bell  of  Monte  Citorio,  which  only  sounds 
on  the  pope's  decease  and  the  opening"  of 
the  Carnival,  was  ringing  a  joyous  peal. 
"  Well,"  asked  he  of  the  count,  "  wliat 
has,  then,  happened  ?  " — "Nothing,"  re- 
plied th(!  count  ;  "  only,  as  you  see,  the 
Carnival  hascomuKMiced.  Make  haste  atid 
dress  yourself." — "In  reality,"  said  Franz, 
"  this  horrible  scene  has  passed  away  like 
a  dream." — "It  is  but  a  dream — tlie  night- 
mare that  has  disturbed  you." 


"Yes,  that  I  have  suffered;  but  the 
culprit  ?" 

"That  is  a  dream  also;  onl}'  he  has 
remained  asleep,  while  you  have  awoke ; 
and  who  knows  which  of  you  is  the  most 
fortunate  ?  " 

"But  Peppino — what  has  become  of 
him  ?" — "  Peppino  is  a  lad  of  sense,  who, 
unlike  most  men,  who  are  furious  if  they 
pass  unnoticed,  was  delighted  to  see  that 
the  general  attention  was  directed  toward 
his  companion.  He  profited  hy  this  dis- 
traction to  slip  away  among  the  crowd, 
without  even  thanking  the  worthy  priests 
who  accompanied  him.  Decidedly'  man  is 
an  ungrateful  and  egotistical  aninuil.  But 
dress  yourself ;  see,  M.  de  Morcerf  sets 
3^ou  the  example."  Albert  was  in  reality 
drawing  on  the  satin  pantaloon  over  liis 
black  trousers  and  varnished  boots.  **Well, 
Albert,"  said  Franz,  '"do  you  feel  much 
inclined  to  join  the  revels  ?  Come,  answer 
frankly." — "ilia  foi!  no,"  returned  Al- 
bert. "  But  I  am  really  glad  to  have  seen 
such  a  sight ;  and  I  understand  what  M. 
le  Comte  said — that  when  you  have  once 
habituated  j'^ourself  to  a  similar  spectacle 
it  is  the  onl}'-  one  that  causes  you  any 
emotion." 

"Without  reflecting  that  this  is  the 
only  moment  in  which  you  can  studj^ 
characters,"  said  the  count;  "on  the 
steps  of  the  scaffold  death  tears  off  the 
mask  that  has  been  Avorn  through  life, 
and  the  real  visage  is  disclosed.  It  must 
be  allowed  Andrea  was  not  ver}-  liand- 
some,  the  hideous  scoundrel  !  Come,  dress 
yourselves,  gentlemen,  dress  yourselves." 
Franz  felt  it  would  be  ridiculous  not  to 
follow  his  two  companions'  example.  He 
assumed  his  costume,  and  fastened  on  his 
mask,  that  scarcely  equaled  the  pallor  of 
his  own  face.  Their  toilet  finished,  1  hey 
des(;ended  ;  the  carriage  awaiteil  tliem  at 
the  door,  filled  with  s\ve»^tmeats  and  bou- 
quets. They  fell  into  the  line  of  carriages. 
It  is  difficult  to  form  an  idea  of  the  perfect 
change  lh:»t  had  taken  place.  Iiist(\'id  of 
the  spectacle  of  gloomy  and  silent  death, 
the  Place  del  Popolo  presented  a  spectacle 
of  gay  and  noisy  mirlh  aiul  revelry.  A 
crowd  of  masUs  llowcni  in  fi'om  all  sides, 
escaping  from  1  he  doors,  descending  from 
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the  windows.  From  eveiy  street  and 
every  turn  drove  carriages  filled  with 
pierrots,  harlequins,  dominoes,  marquises, 
Transteveres,  knig-hts,  and  peasants, 
screaming-,  fig-hting-,  g-esticulating-,  whirl- 
ing- eg-gs  filled  with  flour,  confetti,  nose- 
g-ays,  attacking",  with  their  sarcasms  and 
their  missiles,  friends  and  foes,  compan- 
ions and  strang-ers,  indiscriminatel3',  with- 
out any  one  taking-  offense,  or  doing-  any- 
thing else  than  laugh.  Franz  and  Albert 
were  like  men  who,  to  drive  away  a  violent 
sorrow,  have  recourse  to  wine,  and  who, 
as  the}''  drink  and  become  intoxicated, 
feel  a  thick  veil  drawn  between  the  past 
and  the  present.  They  saw,  or  rather  con- 
tinued to  see,  the  image  of  what  they  had 
witnessed  ;  but  little  b}^  little  the  general 
vertigo  seized  them,  and  thej'-  felt  them- 
selves obliged  to  take  part  in  the  noise 
and  confusion.  A  handful  of  confetti  that 
came  from  a  neighboring  carriage,  and 
which,  while  it  covered  Morcerf  and  his 
two  companions  with  dust,  pricked  his 
neck  and  that  portion  of  his  face  un- 
covered by  his  mask  like  a  hundred  pins, 
plunged  him  into  the  general  combat,  in 
which  all  the  masks  around  him  were  en- 
gaged. He  rose  in  his  turn,  and  seizing 
handfuls  of  confetti  and  sweetmeats,  witli 
which  the  carriage  was  filled,  cast  them 
with  all  the  force  and  address  he  was 
master  of. 

The  strife  had  fairly  commenced,  and 
the  recollection  of  what  they  had  seen  half 
an  hour  before  was  gradually  effaced  from 
the  young  men's  minds,  so  much  were 
they  occupied  b}^  the  gay  and  glittering- 
procession  they  now  beheld.  As  for  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  he  had  never  for 
an  instant  sliown  any  appearance  of  hav- 
ing been  moved.  Imagine  the  large  and 
splendid  Rue  du  Cours,  bordered  from  one 
end  to  the  other  with  lofty  palaces,  with 
tlieir  balconies  hung  with  carpets,  and 
their  windows  with  flags  ;  at  these  bal- 
conies three  hundred  thousand  spectators 
—Romans,  Italians,  strangers  from  all 
parts  of  the  world  ;  the  united  aristocracy 
of  birth,  wealth  and  genius  ;  lovely  women 
who,  yielding  to  the  inthienceof  the  scene, 
bond  over  their  balconies,  or  lean  from 
their  windows,  and  shower  down  confetti. 


which  are  returned  by  bouquets ;  the  air 
seems  darkened  with  confetti  that  fall, 
and  flowers  that  mount ;  in  the  streets  the 
lively  crowd,  dressed  in  the  most  fantas- 
tic costumes :  gigantic  cabbages  walked 
gravely  about,  bufl'aloes'  heads  bellowed 
from  men's  shoulders,  dogs  who  walked 
on  their  hind  legs ;  in  the  midst  of  all 
this  a  mask  is  lifted,  and,  as  in  Callot's 
Temptation  of  St.  Anthony,  a  level}'  face 
is  exhibited,  which  we  would  fain  follow, 
but  from  which  we  are  separated  by  troops 
of  fiends — and  this  will  give  a  faint  idea 
of  the  Carnival  at  Rome.  At  the  second 
turn  the  count  stopped  the  carriage,  and 
requested  permission  to  quit  them,  leaving 
the  vehicle  at  their  disposal.  Franz  looked 
up — they  were  opposite  the  Rospoli  Palace. 
At  the  center  window,  the  one  hung  with 
white  damask  with  a  red  cross,  was  a  blue 
domino,  beneath  w^hich  Franz's  imagina- 
tion easily  pictured  the  beautiful  Greek  of 
the  Argentina.  "Gentlemen,"  said  the 
count,  springing  out,  "when  you  are  tired 
of  being  actors,  and  wish  to  become  spec- 
tators of  this  scene,  you  know  30U  have 
places  at  m}''  windows.  In  the  meantime, 
dispose  of  mj^  coachman,  ni}'  carriage,  and 
ni}^  servants."  We  have  forgotten  to 
mention  that  the  count's  coachman  was 
attired  in  a  bear-skin,  exactly  resembling 
Odi-y's  in  The  Bear  and  the  Pasha  ;  and 
the  two  footmen  behind  were  dressed  up 
as  green  monkeys,  with  spring  masks, 
with  which  they  made  grimaces  at  every 
one  who  passed.  Franz  thanked  the  count 
for  his  attention.  As  for  Albert,  he  was 
busily  occupied  throwing  bouquets  at  a 
carriage  full  of  Roman  peasants  that  was 
passing  near  him.  Unfortunately  for  him. 
the  line  of  carriages  moved  on  again,  and 
whfle  he  descended  the  Place  del  Popolo. 
the  other  ascended  toward  the  Palais  do 
Venise.  "Ah!  my  dear  fellow!"  said 
he  to  Franz  :  "  you  did  not  see  ?  " 

"What  ?  "—"There  !  that  caleche  filled 
with  Roman  peasants."—"  No." 

"Well,  I  am  convinced  thoy  are  all 
charming  women." 

"  How  unfortunate  you  were  masktHl. 
Albert!  "said  Franz:  "here  was  an  op- 
portunity of  making  up  for  past  disap- 
pointments." 
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"Oh  !  ''  replied  he,  half  lau^irhiiig:..  half 
serious;  '•' I  hope  the  Carnival  will  not 
pass  without  some  amends  in  one  shape 
or  the  other." 

But,  in  spite  of  Albert's  hope,  the  day 
passed  unniaiked  by  an3'  incident,  except- 
mg'  meeting"  two  or  three  times  the  cale- 
che  with  the  Roman  peasants.  At  one  of 
these  encounters,  accidentally  or  purpose- 
ly', Albert's  mask  fell  off.  He  instantlj- 
rose  and  cast  the  remainder  of  the  bou- 
quets into  the  carriage.  Doubtless  one  of 
the  charming-  females  Albert  had  divined 
beneath  their  coquettish  clisg"uise  was 
touched  b}'  his  gallantry ;  for,  in  her 
turn,  as  the  carriage  of  the  tAvo  friends 
passed  her,  slie  threw  a  bunch  of  violets 
into  it.  Albert  seized  it,  and  as  Franz 
had  no  reason  to  suppose  it  was  addressed 
to  him,  he  suffered  Albert  to  retain  it. 
Albert  j)laced  it  in  his  button-hole,  and 
the  carriagre  went  triumphanth'  on. 

"Well,"  said  Franz  to  him;  "here  is 
the  commencement  of  an  adventure." 

"Laugh  if  you  please — I  really  think 
so.     So  I  will  not  abandon  this  bouquet." 

"Pardieu  / "  returned  Franz,  laugli- 
ing,  "  in  token  of  your  ing-ratitude." 
The  jest,  however,  soon  appeared  to  be- 
come earnest ;  for  when  Albert  and  Franz 
agrain  encountered  the  carriag-e  with  the 
contadini,  the  one  who  had  thrown  the 
violets  to  Albert  clapped  her  hands  wOien 
she  beheld  them  in  his  button-hole. 
"  Bravo  !  bravo  !  "  said  Franz;  "  things 
go  wonderful]}'.  Shall  I  leave  you  ?  Per- 
haps you  would  prefer  being"  alone  ?  " 

"  No,  "  replied  lie  ;  "  I  will  not  be 
caught  like  a  fool  at  a  first  demonstration 
by  a  rendezvous  beneath  the  clock,  as  they 
say  at  the  opera  balls.  If  th(^  fair  peas- 
ant wishes  to  carry  matters  any  further, 
we  shnll  find  her,  or  rather,  she  will  find 
us  to-moi-row  :  then  she  will  give  me  some 
sign  or  other,  and  I  sliull  know  what  I 
have  to  do." 

"On  my  word,"  .said  Fianz,  "you  are 
wise  as  Nestor  and  prudent  as  Ulysses, 
and  your  fair  Circe  mu.st  be  very  skilful 
or  very  powerful  if  slie  succeed  in  chang- 
ing you  into  a  beast  of  any  kind."  Albert 
was  right ;  the  fair  unknown  had  resolved 
doubtless  to  carry  the  iutrig"ue  no  farther; 


lor  although  the  young"  men  made  several 
more  turns,  ihej^  did  not  again  see  the 
caleche,  which  had  turned  up  one  of  the 
neig-hboring"  streets.  Then  thej'  returned 
to  the  Rospoli  Palace  ;  but  th.e  count  and 
the  blue  domino  had  also  disappeared; 
the  two  windows,  hung"  with  3"ello\v  dam- 
ask, were  still  occupied  hy  the  persons 
whom  the  count  had  invited.  At  this  mo- 
ment the  same  bell  that  had  proclaimed 
the  commencement,  of  the  mascherata 
sounded  the  retreat.  The  file  on  the  Corso 
broke  the  line,  and  in  a  second  all  the  car- 
riag"es  had  disappeared.  Franz  and  Al- 
bert were  opposite  the  Via  delle  Maratte  ; 
the  coachman,  without  saying"  a  word, 
drove  up  to  it,  passed  along-  the  Place 
d'Espag-ne  and  the  Rospoli  Palace  and 
stopped  at  the  door  of  the  hotel.  Maitie 
Pastrini  came  to  the  door  to  receive  his 
guests.  Franz's  first  care  was  to  inquire 
after  the  count,  and  to  express  his  regret 
that  he  had  not  returned  in  sufficient  lime 
to  take  him  ;  but  Pastrini  reassured  him 
by  saying  that  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo 
had  ordered  a  second  carriage  for  himself, 
and  that  it  had  gone  at  four  o'clock  to 
fetch  him  from  the  Rospoli  Palace.  The 
count  had,  moreover,  charged  liim  to  offer 
the  two  friends  the  key  of  his  box  at  the 
Argentina.  Franz  questioned  Alhert  as 
to  his  intentions  ;  but  Albert  had  great 
projects  to  put  into  execution  before  going 
to  the  theater  ;  and  instead  of  making  any 
answer  he  inquired  if  Maitre  Pastrini 
could  procure  him  a  tailor. — "A  tailor  !  " 
siiid  the  host ;  "  and  for  what  ?  " 

"To  make  ns  between  now  and  to- 
moiTow  two  costumes  of  Ronian  peas- 
:uits."  returned  Albert.  The  host  shook 
his  head. — "  To  make  you  two  costumes 
between  now  and  to-morrow?  I  ask  your 
excellencies'  pardon,  but  ti)is  is  a  demand 
quite  French;  for  the  next  week  you  will 
not  find  a  single  tailor  wlio  would  consent, 
to  sew  six  buttons  on  a  waistcoat  if  you 
paid  him  a  crown  a  piece  for  each  but- 
ton."— "  Then  I  nnist  give  up  the  idea  ?  " 

"No;  we  have  them  ready-nuule. 
Lt'ave  all  to  nic ;  and  to-moi-row,  when 
you  wal<e,  you  sh;ill  find  a  collection  of 
costumes  with  which  you  will  be  satis- 
fhd."— "My   dear  Albert,"    said   Franz. 
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"  leave  all  to  our  host  ;  he  has  already- 
proved  himself  full  of  resources;  let  us 
dine  quietl}',  and  afterward  go  and  see 
'  I'ltalienne  a  Alger  !  '  " 

*'Ag-reed,"  returned  Albert  ;  "  but  rec- 
ollect, Maitre  Pastrini,  that  both  U13' 
friend  and  myself  attach  the  greatest  im- 
portance to  having-  to-morrow  the  cos- 
tumes we  have  asked  for/'  The  host 
again  assured  them  they  might  rely  on 
him,  and  that  their  wishes  should  be  at- 
tended to ;  upon  which  Franz  and  Albert 
mounted  to  their  apartments,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  disencumber  themselves  of  their 
costume.  Albert,  as  he  took  otf  his  dress, 
carefully  pi'eserved  the  bunch  of  violets  ; 
it  was  his  sign  of  recognition  for  the  mor- 
row. The  two  friends  sat  down  to  table  ; 
but  they  could  not  refrain  from  remark- 
ing- the  difference  between  the  table  of  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  and  that  of  Maitre 
Pastrini.  Truth  compelled  Franz,  spite 
of  tlie  dislike  he  seemed  to  have  taken  to 
the  count,  to  confess  that  the  advantage 
was  not  on  Pastrini's  side.  During  des- 
sert, the  servant  inquired  at  what  time 
they  wished  for  the  carriage.  Albei't  jind 
Franz  looked  at  each  other,  fearing  really 
to  abuse  the  count's  kindness.  The  ser- 
vant understood  them.  ''His  excellency 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  had,"  he  said, 
"given  positive  orders  that  the  carriage 
was  to  remain  at  their  lordships'  orders 
all  tlie  day,  and  they  could  therefore  dis- 
pose of  it  without  fear  of  indiscretion," 

They  resolved  to  profit  by  the  count's 
Sourtesy,  and  ordered  tlie  horses  to  be 
lai'nessed,  while  the.y  substituted  an  even- 
ig  costume  for*  that  which  they  had  on, 
md  which  was  somewhat  -the  worse  for 
the  numerous  combats  the}''  had  sus- 
tained. This  precaution  taken,  they  went 
bo  tlie  theater,  and  installed  themselves  in 
bhe  count's  box.     During  the  first  act,  the 

/ountess  G entered   hers.     Her  first 

)ok  was  at  the  loge  where  she  had  seen 
fche  count  the  previous  evening,  so  that 
she  perceived  Franz  and  Albert  in  the  box 
of  the  ver}"-  person  concerning  whom  she 
had  expressed  so  strange  an  opinion  to 
Franz.  Her  opera-glass  was  so  fixfclly 
directed  toward  them  that  Franz  saw  it 
would  be  cruel  not  to  satisfy  her  curiosity; 


and,  availing  himself  of  one  of  the  privi- 
leges of  the  spectators  of  the  Italian  thea- 
ters, which  consists  in  using  their  boxes 
as  their  drawing-room,  the  two  friends 
quitted  their  box  to  pay  their  respects  to 
the  countess.  Scarcely  had  they  entered 
the  loge,  when  she  motioned  to  Franz  to 
assume  the  seat  of  honor.  Albert,  in  his 
turn,  sat  behind. 

'•  Well,"  said  she,  hardly  giving  Franz 
time  to  sit  down,  "it  seems  you  have 
nothing  better  to  do  than  to  make  the  ac- 
quaintance of  this  new  Lord  Ruthven,  and 
you  are  the  best  friends  in  the  world." 

'•'  Without  being  so  far  advanced  as 
that,  Madame  la  Coratesse,"  returned 
Franz,  '•  I  cannot  deny  we  have  abused 
his  good  nature  all  day." 

'*  All  day?" — "Yes;  this  morning  we 
breakfasted  with  him  ;  we  rode  in  his  car- 
riage all  day,  and  now  we  have  taken 
possession  of  his  box." 

"  You  know  him  then  ?" 

"Yes  and  no." 

"  How  so  ?" — "  It  is  a  long  story." 

"  Relate  it  to  me."* 

"  It  would  frighten  you  too  much." 

"  Another  reason  ?" — "At  least  wait 
until  the  storj'-  has  a  conclusion." 

"Very  well;  I  prefer  complete  histo- 
ries ;  but  tell  me  how  you  made  liis  ac- 
quaintance ?  Did  any  one  introduce  you 
to  him  ?" — "  No ;  it  was  he  who  intro- 
duced himself  to  us." — "When?" 

"  Last  night,  after  we  left  you." 

"Through  what  medium  ?" — "  The  very 
prosaic  one  of  our  landlord." 

"He  is  staying,  then,  at  the  Hotel  des 
Londres  with  you?" — "Not  only  in  the 
same  hotel,  but  on  the  same  floor." 

"  What  is  his  name :  for.  of  course,  you 
know^  ?  "— "  The  Count  of  :Monte-Cristo." 

"That  is  not  a  family  name?" — "No.  it 
is  the  name  of  the  isle  he  has  purchased." 

"And  he  is  a  count?" 

"  A  Tuscan  count." 

"Well,  AAt'  nnist  put  up  with  iknt." 
said  th«*  countess,  who  was  hei*self  of  one 
of  the  oldest  families  of  Venice.  "  What 
sort  of  a  man  is  he?" 

"  Ask  the  Vicomte  de  Morcerf." 

"  Yt-u  hear,  ^I.  de  Moirerf,  I  am  re- 
feiretl  to  you,"  saiil  the  countvss. 
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"  We  should  be  very  hard  to  please, 
madame,"  returned  Albert,  "did  we  not 
think  him  delightful :  a  friend  of  ten 
years'  standing"  could  not  have  done  more 
for  us,  or  with  a  more  perfect  coiirtes3\" 

"Come,"  observed  the  countess,  smil- 
ing", "  I  see  my  vampire  is  onl}'  some  mil- 
lionaire who  has  taken  the  appearance  of 
Lara  in  order  to  avoid  being  confounded 
with  M.  de  Rothschild ;  and  you  have 
seen  her  ?"—'■' Her  ?" 

"The  beautiful  Greek  of  yesterday." 

"  No ;  we  heard,  I  think,  the  sound  of 
her  guzla,  but  she  remained  perfectly  in- 
visible." 

"'  When  you  say  invisible,"  interrupted 
Albert,  '•  it  is  only  to  keep  up  the  mys- 
tevy;  for  whom  do  you  take  the  blue 
domino  at  the  window  with  the  white 
curtains  ?" 

"  Wliere  was  this  window  wnth  white 
hangings  ?"  said  the  countess. 

"  At  the  Rospoli  Palace." 

"  The  count  had  three  windows  at  the 
Rospoli  Palace  ?" 

"  Yes.  Did  you  pass  through  the  Rue 
de  Cours?"— ''Yes." 

"  Well,  did  you  remark  two  windows 
hung  with  3'ellow  damask,  and  one  with 
white  damask  with  a  red  cross?  Those 
were  the  count's  windows  ?" 

"  Why,  he  must  be  a  nabob  !  Do  j^ou 
know  what  those  three  windows  were 
woith  ?" — "  Two  or  three  hundred  Roman 
crowns?" 

"  Two  or  three  thousand  !" 

"  The  devil  !" — "  Does  his  isle  produce 
him  such  a  revenue  ?" 

"  It  does  not  bring  him  a  bajocco." 

"  Then  why  did  he  purchase  it?" 

"  For  a  whim." 

"  He  is  an  original,  then?" 

"In  reality,"  observed  Albert,  "he 
seemed  to  m(!  somewhat  eccentric;  were 
he  at  Paris,  and  a  frequenter  of  the 
theaters,  I  should  say  he  was  a  poor  devil 
literally  mad.  This  morning  he  made  two 
or  three  exits  worthy  of  Didier  or  An- 
thony." At  this  momejit  a  fresh  visitor 
entered,  and,  according  to  custom,  Franz 
gave  up  his  seat  to  him.  This  circum- 
stance liad.  moreover,  the  effect  of  chang- 
ing the  conversation  ;  an  hour  afterward 


the  two  friends  returned  to  their  hotel. 
Maitre  Pasiiini  had  already  set  about 
procuring  their  disguises  for  the  morrow  ; 
and  he  assured  them  they  would  be  per- 
fectly satisfied.  The  next  morning,  at 
nine  o'clock,  he  entered  Franz's  room, 
followed  by  a  tailor,  who  had  eight  or  ten 
costumes  of  Roman  peasants  on  his  arm  ; 
they  selected  two  exactly  alike,  and 
charged  the  tailor  to  sew  on  each  of  their 
hats  about  twenty  yards  of  ribbon,  and 
to  procure  them  two  of  those  long  silken 
sashes  of  different  colors  with  which  the 
lower  orders  decorate  themselves  on  fete- 
da3-s.  Albert  was  impatient  to  see  how 
he  looked  in  his  new  dress  :  it  was  a  jacket 
and  breeches  of  blue  velvet,  silk  stockings 
with  clocks,  shoes  with  buckles  and  a  silk 
waistcoat.  This  picturesque  attire  set 
him  off  to  great  advantage  ;  and  when  he 
had  bound  the  scarf  around  his  waist, 
and  when  his  hat,  placed  coquettishlj'  on 
one  side,  let  fall  on  his  shoulder  a  stream 
of  ribbons,  Franz  was  forced  to  confess 
that  costume  has  much  to  do  with  the 
ph^'sical  superiority  we  accord  to  certain 
nations.  The  Turks,  who  used  to  be  so 
picturesque  with  their  long  and  flowing 
robes,  are  thej'  not  now  hideous  with 
their  blue  frocks  buttoned  up  to  the  chin, 
and  their  red  caps,  which  make  them  look 
like  a  bottle  of  wine  with  a  red  seal? 
Franz  complimented  Albert,  who  looked 
at  himself  in  the  glass  with  an  unequivo- 
cal smile  of  satisfaction.  Thej'  were  thus 
engaged  when  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo 
entered. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  although  a 
companion  is  agreeable,  perfect  freedom 
is  sometimes  still  more  agreeable.  I  come 
to  say  that  to-day,  and  the  remainder  of 
the  Carnival,  I  leave  the  carriage  entirel3' 
at  3'our  disposal.  Tlie  host  will  tell  3'ou  I 
have  three  or  four  more,  so  that  vou  do  not 
deprive  me  in  anv  \\:\\  of  it.  Employ 
it,  I  pra\'  30U,  for  30UI"  jileasure  or  xour 
business.'' 

The  3'oung  men  wislied  to  decline,  but 
theN*  could  fhul  no  good  reason  for  refusing 
an  offer  wliich  was  so  agreeable?  to  tliem. 
The  Count  of  Monte-C^risto  remained  a 
qtiarter  of  an  hour  with  them,  conversing 
on  all   subjects   with   the   greatest  ease. 
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Ho  was,  as  we  liave  already  said,  pei"- 
feclly  well  acquainted  with  the  literature 
of  all  countries.  A  glance  at  the  walls  of 
his  salon  proved  to  Franz  and  Albert  that 
he  was  an  amateur  of  pictures.  A  few- 
words  he  let  fall  showed  them  he  was  no 
strang-er  to  the  sciences,  and  he  seemed 
much  occupied  with  chemistry.  The  two 
friends  did  not  venture  to  return  the  count 
the  bi-eakfast  he  had  g-iven  them  :  it 
would  have  been  too  absurd  to  offer  him 
in  exchange  for  his  excellent  table  the 
very  inferior  one  of  Maitre  Pastrini. 
The}'  told  him  so  frankh^,  and  he  received 
their  excuses  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
appreciated  their  delicacy.  Albert  was 
charmed  Avith  the  count's  mannei-s,  and 
he  was  only  prevented  from  recognizing- 
him  for  a  veritable  gentleman  b}'  his 
science.  The  permission  to  do  what  he 
liked  with  the  carriage  pleased  him  above 
all,  for  the  fair  peasants  had  appeared  in 
a  most  elegant  carriage  the  preceding- 
evening,  and  Albert  was  not  sorry  to  be 
upon  an  equal  footing  with  them.  At  half 
past  one  they  descended,  the  coachman  and 
footman  had  put  on  their  livery  over  their 
disguises,  which  gave  them  a  more  ridicu- 
lous appearance  than  ever,  and  which 
gained  them  the  applause  of  Franz  and 
Albert.  Albert  had  fastened  the  faded 
bunch  of  violets  to  his  buttonhole.  At 
the  first  sound  of  the  bell  they  hastened 
into  the  Rue  de  Cours  by  the  Via  Vittoria. 
At  the  second  turn  a  bunch  of  fresh  vio- 
lets, thrown  from  a  carriage  filled  with 
paitlassines  indicated  to  Albert  that,  like 
himself  and  his  friend,  the  peasants  had 
changed  their  costume  also  ;  and  whether 
it  was  the  result  of  chance,  or  whetlier  a 
similar  feeling  had  possessed  them  both, 
while  he  had  changed  his  costume  they 
had  assumed  his. 

Albert  placed  tlie  fresh  bouquet  in  his 
button-hole,  but  he  kept  the  faded  one  in 
his  hand;  and  when  he  again  met  the 
caleche  he  raised  it  to  his  lips,  an  action 
which  seemed  greatly  to  amuse  not  only 
the  fair  lady  who  had  thrown  it,  but  her 
joyous  companions  also.  The  day  was  as 
gay  as  the  preceding  one.  perhaps  even 
more  animated  and  noisy;  the  count  ap- 
peared for   an   instant  at  his  wimlow,  but 


when  they  again  passed  he  had  disap- 
peared. It  is  almost  needless  to  say  that 
the  flirtation  between  Albert  and  the  fair 
peasant  continued  all  day.  In  the  even- 
ing, on  his  return,  Franz  found  a  letter 
from  the  embassy,  to  inform  him  he  would 
have  the  honor  of  being-  received  b}'  his 
holiness  the  next  da}-.  At  each  previous 
visit  he  had  made  to  Romo  he  had  so- 
licited and  obtained  the  same  favor  ;  and 
incited  as  much  by  a  religious  feeling  as 
by  gratitude,  he  w^as  unwilling  to  quit  the 
capital  of  the  Christian  world  without 
laying  his  respectful  homage  at  the  feet 
of  one  of  St.  Peter's  successors  who  has 
set  the  rare  example  of  all  virtues.  He 
did  not  then  think  of  the  Carnival,  for  in 
spite  of  his  condescension  and  touching 
kindness,  one  cannot  incline  one's  self  with- 
out awe  before  the  venerable  and  noble 
old  man  called  Gregory  XVI.  On  his 
return  from  the  Vatican  Franz  carefully 
avoided  the  Rue  de  Cours ;  he  brought 
.awa}^  with  him  a  treasure  of  pious 
thoughts,  to  w'hich  the  mad  gayety  of 
the  mascherata  would  have  been  profa- 
nation. At  ten  minutes  past  five  Albert 
entered  overjoyed.  The  paillassine  had 
reassumed  her  peasant's  costume,  and  as 
she  passed  she  raised  her  mask.  She  was 
charming.  Franz  congratulated  Albert, 
who  received  his  congratulations  with  the 
air  of  a  man  conscious  they  are  merited. 
He  had  recognized,  by  certain  unmistak- 
able signs,  that  his  fair  incognita  be- 
longed to  the  aristocracy.  He  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  write  to  her  the  next  day. 
Fraiiz  remarked,  while  he  gave  these  de- 
tails, that  Albert  seemed  to  have  some- 
thing to  ask  of  him,  but  that  he  was  un- 
willing to  ask  it.  He  insisted  upon  it, 
declaring  beforehand  that  he  was  willing 
to  make  any  sacrifice  he  required.  Al- 
bert let  himself  be  pressed  just  as  long 
as  friendship  required,  and  then  avowed 
to  Franz  that  he  would  do  him  a  great 
favor  by  suffering  hitn  to  occupy  the 
carriage  alone  the  next  dwy.  Albert 
attributed  to  Franz's  absence  the  ex- 
treme kindness  of  the  fair  peasant  in 
raising  her  mask.  Fi'anz  was  not  suf- 
ficiently egotistical  to  stop  Albert  in  tlu* 
middle   of    an    adventure  .that    pi'omiscd 
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to  prove  so  agreeable-  to  his  curiosity 
and  so  flattering-  to'  his  vanity.  He  felt 
assured  that  the  perfect  indiscretion  of 
his  friend  would  dul.y  inform  him  of  all 
that  happened ;  and  as,  during  three 
years  that  he  had  traveled  all  over 
Italy,  a  similar  piece  of  good  fortune 
had  never  fallen  to  his  share,  Franz 
was  b\"  no  means  sorry  to  learn  how 
to  act  on  such  an  occasion.  He  there- 
fore promised  Albert  that  he  would  con- 
tent himself  the  morrow  with  witnessing 
the  Carnival  from  the  windows  of  the 
Rospoli  Palace. 

The  next  morning  he  saw  Albert  pass 
and  repass.  He  held  an  enormous  bou- 
quet, which  he  doubtless  meant  to  make 
the  bearer  of  his  amorous  epistle.  This 
belief  was  changed  into  certainty  when 
Franz  saw  the  bouquet  (remarkable  by 
a  circle  of  white  camellias)  in  the  hand  of 
a  charming  paillassine  dressed  in  rose- 
colored  satin.  The  evening  was  no  longer 
joy,  but  delirium.  Albert  nothing  doubt- 
ed but  that  the  fair  unknown  would  reply 
in  the  same  manner.  Franz  anticipated 
his  wislies  by  telling  him  the  noise  fat  igued 
him,  and  that  he  should  pass  the  next  day 
in  writing  and  looking  over  his  journal. 
Albert  was  not  deceived,  for  the  next 
evening  Franz  saw  him  enter  shaking 
triumphantl3^  a  folded  paper  he  held  by 
one  corner.  "Well,"  said  he,  "was  I 
mistaken  ?  " 

"She  has  answered  j'ou  !  ''  cried  Franz. 

"Read  !  "  This  word  was  pronounced 
in  a  manner  impossible  to  describe.  Franz 
took  the  letter  and  read  : 

"Tuesday  evening,  at  seven  o'clock, 
descend  from  your  carriage  opposite  the 
Via  dei  Pontefici,  and  follow  the  Roman 
peasant  who  snatches  your  woccolcfio 
from  yon.  When  you  arrive  at  tlie  (list 
step  of  tlie  church  of  San  Giacomo,  hw 
siii'e  to  fasten  a  kjiot  of  rose-colored 
ribbons  to  the  sboulder  of  your  costume 
of  ])(iillafifi(',  in  oi-dcr  that  you  may  he 
recognized.  Until  then  you  will  not  see 
me. — Constancy  and  Discretion." 

"Well,"  asked  he;  when  Fran/,  had 
finished,  "  what  do  you  t  hink  of  t  hat  ?  " 

"I  think  that  the  adventure  is  assum- 
ing a  very  agreeable  appearance." 


''I  think  so,  also,"  i-eplied  Albert; 
"  and  1  verx'  much  fear  you  will  go 
alone  to  the  Duke  of  Bracciano's  ball." 
Franz  and  Albert  had  received  that 
morning  an  invitation  from  the  cele- 
brated Roman  banker.  '•  Take  care, 
Albert,"  said  Franz.  "All  the  nobility 
of  Rome  will  be  present;  and  if  your 
fair  incognita  belong  to  the  higher  class 
of  society  she  must  go  there." 

"  Whether  she  goes  there  or  not,  my 
opinion  is  still  the  same,"  returned  Al- 
bert.    "  You  have  read  the  letter  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"'  You  know  how  imperfecth'  the  women 
of  the  mezzo  cito  are  educated  in  Italy  ?  " 
(This  is  the  name  of  the  lower  class.) 

"Yes." 

"  Well ;  read  the  letter  again.  Look 
at  the  writing,  and  find  a  fault  in  the 
language  or  orthography-."  (The  writing 
was,  in  realit}"^,  charming,,  and  the  or- 
thograph}^  irreproachable.)  "You  are 
born  to  good  fortune,"  said  Franz,  as 
he  returned  the  letter. 

"Laugh  as  much  as  you  will,"  replied 
Albert,  "I  am  in  love." — "You  alarm 
me,"  cried  Franz.  "  I'  see  that  I  shall 
not  onl}'^  go  alone  to  the  Duke  of  Brac- 
ciano's, but  also  return  to  Florence 
alone." 

"  If  my  unknown  be  as  amiable  as  slic 
is  beautiful,"  said  Albert,  "I  shall  fix 
myself  at  Rome  for  six  weeks  at  least. 
I  adoie  Rome,  and  I  have  always  had  a 
great  taste  for  archiEology." — "  Cotnf, 
two  or  three  more  such  adventures,  and  1 
do  not  despair  of  seeing  you  a  member  of 
the  Academy."  Doubtless  Albert  was 
about  to  discuss  seriously  his  riglit  to 
the  academic  chair  when  they  were  in- 
formed dinnci"  was  I'eady.  Albert's  love 
had  not  taken  away  his  appetite.  H(^ 
hastened  with  Franz  to  seat  himself, 
free  to  i-ccommence  the  discussion  after 
dinner.  Aftci'  dinner  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  was  announced.  They  had  not  seen 
him  for  two  (hws.  !Mait.re  Pastrini  in- 
formed them  that,  business  had  called 
him  to  Civita  Vecchia.  He  had  started 
the  previous  evening,  and  had  only  ro- 
turned  an  iiour  since.  He  was  charm 
ing.     Whether  he  kept  a  watch  over  him- 
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self,  or  whether  accident  did  not  sound 
the  acrimonious  chords  that  certain  cir- 
cumstances had  already  touched,  he  was 
Uke  every  bod  3'  else.  This  man  was  an 
enigrma  to  Franz.  The  count  must  feel 
sure  he  recognized  him ;  and  yet  he  had 
not  let  fall  a  single  word  that  indicated 
he  had  seen  him  anywhere.  On  his  side, 
however  great  Franz's  desire  was  to  al- 
lude to  their  former  interview,  the  fear 
of  its  being  disagreeable  to  the  man  who 
had  loaded  himself  and  his  friend  with 
kindness  prevented  him  from  mentioning 
iu.  The  count  had  learned  the  two 
friends  had  sent  to  secure  a  box  at 
the  Argentina  Theater,  and  were  told 
the}'^  were  all  let.  In  consequence,  he 
brought  them  the  kej'  of  his  own — at  least 
such  was  the  apparent  motive  of  his  visit. 
Franz  and  Albert  made  some  difScul- 
t.y,  alleging-  their  fear  of  depriving  him 
of  it ;  but  the  count  replied  that,  as  he 
was  going  to  the  Palli  Theater,  the  box 
at  the  Argentina  Theater  would  be  lost 
if  the^'  did  not  profit  by  it.  Tiiis  assur- 
ance determined  the  two  friends  to  ac- 
cept it. 

Franz  had   become  b}'^  degrees   accus- 
tomed to  the  count's  paleness,  which  had 
so  forcibly  struck  him  the  first  time  he 
saw  liim.     Ho  could   not  refrain  from  ad- 
.miiiiig  the  severe  beauty  of  his  features, 
&he  only  defect,  or  rather  the  principal 
quality  of  which  was  the  pallor.  Veritable 
lero  of  Byron  I     Fi'anz  could  not  (we  will 
not  say  see  him,  but)  even  think  of  him 
without   representing   his  stern  head   on 
tlie  shoulders  of  Manfred,  or  beneath  the 
feask  of  Lara.  His  forehead  was  marked  b}' 
fche  line  that  indicates  the  constant  pres- 
snce  of  a  bitter  thought ;  he  had  those 
lery  eyes  that  seem  to  penetrate  to  the 
leart;  and   the   haughty  and   disdainful 
ipper  lip  that  gives  to  the  words  it  utters 
a  pecnliiir  character  that  impresses  them 
on  the  minds  of  those  to  whom  they  are 
addressed.      The    count    was    no    longer 
young.     He  was  at  least  forty;  and  yet 
it  was  easy  to  understand  he  was   formed 
to  rule  the  young  men  with  whom  he  as- 
sociated at  jiresent.     In  reality,  to  com- 
pU'te  his  rescMublance  with   the   fantastic 
heroes    of    the    English   poet,    the   count 


seemed  to  have  the  power  of  fascination. 
Albert  was  constantly  expatiating  on 
their  good  fortune  in  meeting  such  a 
man.  Franz  was  less  enthusiastic  ;  but 
the  count  exercised  over  him  also  the  as- 
cendency' a  strong  mind  alwa^'s  acquires. 
He  thought  several  times  of  the  project 
the  count  had  of  visiting  Paris  ;  and  he 
had  no  doubt  but  that,  with  his  eccentric 
character,  his  characteristic  face,  and  his 
colossal  fortune,  he  would  produce  a  great 
effect  there.  And  yet  he  did  not  wish  to 
be  at  Paris  when  the  count  was  there. 
The  evening  passed  as  evenings  mosth' 
pass  at  Italian  theaters  ;  that  is,  not  in 
listening  to  the  music,  but  in  pnying  vis- 
its and  conversing.     The  Countess  G 

wished  to  j^evive  the  subject  of  the  count, 
but  Franz  announced  he  had  something  far 
new^er  to  tell  her ;  and,  in  spite  of  Albert's 
demonstrations  of  false  modesty,  he  in- 
formed the  countess  of  the  great  event 
which  had  pre-occupied  them  for  the  last 
.  three  days.  As  similar  intrigues  are  not 
uncommon  in  Ital^-,  if  we  may  credit  trav- 
elers, the  countess  did  not  manifest  the 
least  incredulity,  but  congratulated  Al- 
bert on  his  success.  They  promised,  upon 
separating,  to  meet  at  the  Duke  of  Brac- 
ciano's  ball,  to  which  all  Rome  was  in- 
vited. The  heroine  of  the  bouquet  kepi 
her  word  ;  she  gave  Albert  no  sign  of  her 
existence  the  morrow  and  day  after. 

At  length  arrived  the  Tuesday,  the  last 
and  most  tumultuous  day  of  the  Carnival. 
The  Tuesday,  the  theater  open  at  ten 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  as  Lent  begins 
after  eight  at  night.  The  Tuesday,  all 
those  who  through  want  of  money,  time 
or  enthusiasm  have  not  been  to  see  the 
Carnival  before,  mingle  in  the  gayety, 
and  contribute  to  the  noise  and  excite- 
ment. From  two  o'clock  till  five  Fi-nnz 
and  Albert  followed  in  the  fete,  exchang- 
ing handfiils  of  confetti  with  the  other  car- 
riages and  the  pedestrians,  who  crowded 
nmong  the  horses'  feet  and  the  carriagv 
wheels  witliout  a  smgle  accident,  a  single 
dispute,  or  a  .single  tight.  The  fetes  an* 
veritable  days  of  pleasure  to  the  Italians. 
The  author  of  this  history,  who  has  iv- 
sided  live  or  six  years  in  Italy,  does  not 
recollect   to   have  ever  seen  a  ceremony 
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interrupted  bj'  one  of  those  events  so 
common  in  other  countries.  Albert  was 
triumphant  in  his  costume  of  j)aHlasse. 
A  knot  of  rose-colored  ribbons  fell  from 
his  shoulder  almost  to  the  ground.  In 
order,  that  there  mig-ht  be  no  confusion, 
Franz  woi'e  his  peasant's  costume. 

As  the  day  advanced,  the  tumult  be- 
came greater.  There  was  not  on  the 
pavement,  in  the  carriages,  at  the  win- 
dows, a  single  tongue  that  was  silent,  a 
single  arm  that  did  not  move.  It  was  a 
human  storm,  composed  of  a  thunder  of 
cries,  and  a  hail  of  sweetmeats,  flowers, 
eggs,  oranges,  and  nosegays.  At  three 
o'clock  the  sound  of  fireworks,  let  off  on 
the  Place  del  Popolo  and  the  Place  de 
Venise  (heard  with  difficulty  ajnid  the  din 
and  confusion),  announced  that  the  races 
were  about  to  begin.  The  races,  like  the 
moccoli,  are  one  of  the  episodes  peculiar 
to  the  last  days  of  the  Carnival.  At  the 
sound  of  the  fireworks  tlie  carriages  in- 
stantlj'  broke  the  ranks,  and  retired  b3^ 
the  adjacent  streets.  All  tliese  evolutions 
are  executed  with  an  inconceivable  ad- 
dress and  marvelous  rapidity,  without  the 
police  interfering  in  the  matter.  The 
pedestrians  ranged  themselves  against 
the  walls ;  then  the  trampling  of  hor.ses 
and  the  clashing  of  steel  were  heard.  A 
detachment  of  carbineers,  fifteen  abreast, 
galloped  up  the  Rue  de  Cours  in  order  to 
clear  it  for  the  harheri.  "When  the  detach- 
ment arrived  at  the  Place  de  Venise,  a 
second  volley  of  fireworks  was  dischargedj 
to  announce  that  the  street  was  clear. 
Almost  instantly,  in  the  midst  of  a  tre- 
mendous and  general  outcr^',  seven  or 
eiglit  horses,  excited  b}'  the  shouts  of 
thr<'('  hundred  tliousand  spectators,  pas.sed 
by  ]il<e  lightning.  Then  the  Castle  of 
Saint  Angclo  fired  three  cannons  to  in- 
dicate that  numbt'r  three  had  won.  Im- 
mediately, without  any  other  signal,  the 
carringes  moved  on,  flowing  on  toward 
the  Cor.so,  down  all  the  streets,  like  tor- 
rents pent  up  for  a  while,  which  again 
flow  into  the  parent  river;  and  the  im- 
mense stream  again  continued  its  course 
between  its  two  banks  of  granite. 

A  ne\V  source  of  noise  and  movement 
was  added  to  the  crowd.     The  sellers  of 


moccoletti  entered  on  the  scene.  The  moc- 
coli, or  moccoletti,  are  candles  which  vary 
in  size  from  the  pascal  taper  to  the  rush- 
light, and  which  cause  the  actors  on  the 
great  scene  which  terminates  the  Carnival 
two  different  sources  of  thought  :  1st. 
How  to  preserve  their  moccoletto  alight. 
2d.  How  to  extinguish  the  moccoletti  oi 
others.  The  moccoletto  is  like  life  :  man 
has  found  but  one  means  of  transmitting 
it,  and  that  one  comes  from  God.  But  he 
has  discovered  a  thousand  means  of  taking 
it  away,  although  the  devil  has  somewhat 
aided  him.  The  moccoletto  is  kindled  bj' 
approaching  it  to  a  light.  But  who  can 
describe  the  thousand  means  of  extin- 
guishing the  moccoletto  ? — the  gigantic 
bellows,  the  monstrous  extinguishers,  the 
superhuman  fans.  Evei-y  one  hastened 
to  purchase  moccoletti — Franz  and  Albert 
among  the  rest. 

The  night  was  rapidly,  approaching  : 
and  already',  at  the  cry  of  •  •  Moccoletto  !  '" 
repeated  by  the  shrill  voices  of  a  thousand 
venders,  two  or  three  stars  began  to  burn 
among  the  crowd.  It  was  a  signal.  At 
the  end  of  ten  minutes  fifty  thousand  lights 
glittered,  descending  from  the  Palais  de 
Venise  to  the  Place  del  Popolo,  and  mount- 
ing from  the  Place  del  Popolo  to  the  Palais 
de  Venise.  It  seemed  the  fete  of  Jack-o'- 
lanterns.  It  is  impossible  to  form  any 
idea  of  it  without  having  seen  it.  Suppose 
all  the  stars  had  descended  from  the  sk\- 
and  mingled  in  a  wild  dance  on  the  face  of 
the  earth  ;  the  whole  accompanied  by  cries 
that  were  never  heard  in  an}'  other  part 
of  the  world.  Tiic  facchino  follows  the 
prince,  the  Transtevere  the  citizen,  >very 
one  blowing,  exlinguishing.  relighting. 
Had  old  -iEolus  appealed  at  tliis  moment, 
he  would  have  been  proclaimed  king  of  t  lie 
moccoli,  and  Aquilo  the  heir-presunipti ve- 
to the  throne.  This  flaming  race  con- 
tinued for  two  hours  ;  tlie  Rue  de  00^-8 
was  light  as  day  •  the  features  of  the 
spectators  on  the  third  and  fourth  stories 
were  visible.  Every  five  minutes  Albert 
took  out  Itis  watch  ;  at  length  it  pointed 
to  seven.  The  two  friends  were  in  the 
Via  dei  Pontefici.  Albert  sprang  out, 
bearing  his  moccoletto  in  his  hand.  Two 
or  three  masks  strove  to  knock  his  mocco- 


MlllH    lj||ll|lll|j|l'll|'t||l 


This  was  thk  «hikk  ok  thk  iiani>,  Limm  VAMi-A.-Payc  231. 

I>t'MA»(.  Voluini:  Oii"J. 


THE     COUNT    OF    MOXTE-CRISTO. 


225 


I 


letto  out  of  his  hand  ;  but  Albert,  a  first- 
rate  pugilist,  sent  them  rolling  in  the 
street,  one  after  the  other,  and  continued 
his  course  toward  the  church  of  San 
Giaconio.  The  steps  were  crowded  with 
masks,  who  strove  to  snatch  each  other's 
flambeau.  Franz  followed  Albert  with 
his  ej'es,  and  saw  him  mount  the  first 
step.  Instantl^'^  a  masU,  wearing  the 
well-known  costume  of  a  female  peasant, 
snatched  his  moccoletto  from  him  without 
liis  offering  any  resistance.  Franz  was 
too  far  off  to  hear  what  i\\ey  said,  but, 
Avithout  doubt,  nothing  hostile  passed,  for 
he  saw  Albert  disappear  arm-in-arm  with 
the  peasant  girl.  He  watched  them  pass 
through  the  crowd  some  time,  but  at 
length  he  lost  sight  of  them  in  the  Via 
Macello.  Suddenly  the  bell  that  gives 
the  signal  for  the  end  of  the  Carnival 
sounded,  and  at  the  same  instant  all  the 
moccoletti  were  extinguished  as  if  by  en- 
chantment. It  seemed  as  though  one  im- 
mense blast  of  the  wind  had  extinguished 
ever}^  one.  Franz  found  himself  in  utter 
darkness.  No  sound  was  audible  save 
that  of  the  carriages  that  conve3'ed  the 
masks  home ;  nothing  was  visible  save  a 
few  lights  that  burned  behind  the  win- 
dows.    The  Carnival  was  finished. 


CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

THE   CATACOMBS   OP   SAINT   SEBASTIAN. 

In  his  whole  life,  perhaps,  Franz  had 
never  before  experienced  so  sudden  an 
impression,  so  rapid  a  transition  froni 
gayety  to  sadness,  as  in  this  moment.  It 
seemed  as  though  Rome,  under  the  magic 
breath  of  some  demon  of  the  night,  had 
suddenly  changed  into  a  vast  tomb.  By. 
a  chance,  which  added  yet  more  to  the  in- 
tensity of  the  darkness,  the  moon,  which 
was  on  the  wane,  did  not  rise  until  eleven 
o'clock,  and  the  streets  which  the  young 
man  traversed  were  plunged  in  the  deep- 
est obscurity.  The  distance  was  short : 
;ind  at  the  end  of  ton  minutes  liis  car- 
riage, or  rather  the  count's,  stopped  bo- 
fore  the  Hotel  de  Londres.  Dinner  was 
waiting  ;  but  as  Albert  had  told  him  that 
•he  should  not  return  so  soon,  Franz  sat 
down  without  him.  Maitre  Pastrini,  who 
had  been  accustomed  to  see  thorn  dine 
S 


together,  inquired  into  the  cause  of  his 
absence,  but  Franz  merely  replied  that 
Albert  had  received  on  the  previous  even- 
ing an  invitation  which  he  had  accepted. 
The  sudden  extinction  of  the  moccoletti, 
the  darkness  which  had  replaced  the  light, 
and  the  silence  which  had  succeeded  the 
turmoil,  had  left  in  Franz's  mind  a  cer- 
tain depression  which  was  not  free  from 
uneasiness.  He  therefore  dined  very  si- 
lentl3',  in  spite  of  the  officious  attention 
of  his  host,  who  presented  himself  two  or 
three  times  to  inquire  if  he  wanted  any- 
thing. Franz  resolved  to  wait  for  Albert 
as  late  as  possible.  He  ordered  the  car- 
riage, therefore,  for  eleven  o'clock,  de- 
siring Maitre  Pastrini  to  inform  him  the 
moment  Albert  returned  to  the  hotel.  At 
eleven  o'clock  Albert  had  not  come  back. 
Franz  dressed  himself  and  went  out,  tell- 
ing his  host  that  he  was  going  to  pass  the 
night  at  the  Duke  of  Bracciano's.  The 
house  of  the  Duke  of  Bracciano  is  one  of 
the  most  delightful  in  Rome ;  his  lady, 
one  of  the  last  heiresses  of  the  Colonnas, 
does  its  honors  with  the  most  consummate 
grace,  and  thus  their  fetes  have  a  Euro- 
pean celebrit}'.  Franz  and  Albert  had 
brought  to  Rome  letters  of  introduction  to 
them  ;  and  the  first  question  on  Franz's 
arrival  was  to  ask  him  where  was  his 
traveling  companion.  Franz  replied  that 
he  had  left  him  at  the  moment  the}' 
were  about  to  extinguish  the  moccoli, 
and  that  he  had  lost  sight  of  liini  in  the 
Via  Macello.  "  Then  he  has  not  re- 
turned ?"  said  the  duke. — ''I  waited  for 
him  until  this  hour,*'  replied  Franz. 

"  And  do  you  know  whither  ho  went?  " 

''  No,  not  precisely  :  however,  I  think  it 
was  something  very  like  an  assignation.'' 

'•  Diavolo  !  "  said  the  duke,  *'this  is  a 
bad  day,  or  rather  a  bad  night,  to  be  out 
late;  is  it  not,  countess  ? ''     Tlieso  woixis 

were  addressed  to  the  Countess   G , 

who  had  just  arrived,  and  was  leaning  on 
the  arm  of  M.  Torlonia.  the  duke's  bro- 
ther.— "  I  think,  on  the  contrary,  that  it 
is  a  charming  night,"  replied  the  coun- 
tess, "and  those  who  are  here  will  not 
complain  but  of  one  thing,  that  of  its  too 
rapid  flight." 

''I  am  not  speaking,"  said   tho  duke. 
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with  a  smile,  "  of  the  persons  who  are 
here  :  the  men  run  no  other  danger  than 
that  of  falhng-  in  love  with  you,  and  the 
women  of  falling-  ill  of  jealousy  at  seeing* 
you  so  lovely ;  I  allude  to  persons  who 
were  out  in  the  streets  of  Rome." — "Ah  I  " 
asked  the  countess,  ''who  is  out  in  the 
streets  of  Rome  at  this  hour,  unless  it 
be  to  go  to  a  ball  ?  " 

"  Our  friend,  Albert  de  Morcerf,  coun- 
tess, whom  I  left  in  pursuit  of  his  un- 
known about  seven  o'clock  this  evening," 
said  Franz,  ''and  whom  I  have  not  seen 
since," 

"  And  don't  you  know  where  he  is  ?  " 
"Not  at  all." 

"Is  he  armed  ?  " — "^g\s  en  paillasse.'^ 
"You  should  not  have  allowed  him  to 
go,"  said  the  duke  to  Franz  ;  "  ^'ou,  who 
know  Rome  better  than  he  does." — "You 
might  as  well  have  tried  to  stop  number 
three  of  the  harberi,  who  gained  the  prize 
in  the  race  to-da3%"  replied  Franz;  "  and 
then,  moreover,  what  could  happen  to 
him  ?  " 

"  Who  can  tell  ?  The  night  is  gloomy, 
and  the  Tiber  is  very  near  the  Via 
Macello."  Franz  felt  a  shudder  run 
through  his  veins  at  observing  the  feel- 
ing of  the  duke  and  the  countess  so  much 
in  unison  with  his  own  personal  disquie- 
tude. "I  informed  them  at  the  hotel 
that  I  had  the  honor  of  passing  the  night 
here,  duke,"  said  Franz,  "  and  desired 
them  to  come  and  inform  me  of  his  re- 
turn."—"Ah  !  "  replied  the  duke,  "here, 
I  think,  is  one  of  my  servants  who  is 
seeking  you." 

The  duke  was  not  mistaken  ;  when  lie 
saw  Franz  the  servant  came  up  to  liim. 
"  Your  excellency,"  he  said,  "  the  master 
of  the  Hotel  de  Londres  has  sent  to  let 
you  Icnow  that  a  man  is  waiting  for  you 
with  a  letter  from  the  Viscount  de  Mor- 
cerf."— "A  letter  from  llie  viscount  I " 
exclaimed  Franz. 

"  Yes."—"  AtkI  who  is  the  man  ?  " 
"I  do  not  know."— "Why  did  he  not 
bring  it  to  me  here  ?  " 

"  The  messenger  (lid  not  say." 
"  And  where  is  the  messenger?  " 
"  He  went  away   directly   he   saw   me 
enter  thr  ball-room  to  find  you." 


"  Oh  I  "  said  the  countess  to  Franz, 
"  go  with  all  speed — poor  young  man  ! 
Perhaps  some  accident  has  happened  to 
him." — "I  will  hasten,"  replied  Franz. 

"  Shall  we  see  you  again  to  give  us  any 
information  ?  "  inquired  the  countess. 

"Yes,  if  it  is  not  any  serious  affair, 
otherwise  I  cannot  answer  as  to  what  I 
may  do  myself." — "Be  prudent  in  any 
event,"  said  the  countess. 

"  Oh  !  pray  be  assured  of  that."  Franz 
took  his  hat  and  went  awa3'  in  haste.  He 
had  sent  away  his  carriage  with  orders  for 
it  to  fetch  him  at  two  o'clock  :  fortunatel}' 
the  Palazzo  Bracciano,  which  is  on  one 
side  in  the  Rue  de  Cours  and  on  the  other 
in  the  Place  des  Saints  Apotres,  is  hardl}' 
ten  minutes'  walk  from  the  Hotel  de 
Londres.  As  he  came  near  the  hotel, 
Franz  saw^  a  man  in  the  center  of  the 
street.  He  had  no  doubt  that  it  was  the 
messenger  from  Albert.  The  man  was 
wrapped  up  in  a  large  cloak.  He  went 
up  to  him,  but,  to  his  extreme  astonish- 
ment, this  individual  first  addressed  him. 
"  What  wants  3'our  excellency  of  me  ?  " 
inquired  the  man,  retreating  a  step  or 
two,  as  if  to  keep  on  his  guard. 

"Are  not  you  the  person  who  brought 
me  a  letter,"  inquired  Franz,  "  from  the 
Viscount  de  Morcerf  ?  " 

"Your  excellency'  lodges  at  Pastrini's 
hotel?"— "I  do." 

"Your  excellency  is  the  traveling  com- 
panion of  the  viscount?  " 

"  I  am." — "  Your  excellency's  name — " 

"  Is  the  Baron  Franz  d'Epinay." 

"  Then  it  is  to  3'our  excellency  that  this 
letter  is  addressed." 

"Is there an^'  answer  ?  "  inquired  Franz, 
taking  the  letter  from  him. 

"  Yes — your  fi-iend  at  least  hopes  so." 

"  Come  upstairs  with  me  and  I  will  give 
it  to  you." — "  I  prefer  waiting  here,"  said 
the  messenger,  with  a  smile. 

"And  why?  " — "Your  excellency  will 
know  when  you  have  read  the  letter." 

"  Shall  I  find  you,  then,  here  ?  " 

"Certainly." 

Franz  cnlered  the  liotel.  On  the  stair- 
case he  met  Maitre  Pastrini.  "Well?" 
said  the  landlord.— "  Well— what  ?  "  re- 
sponded Fianz. 
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"  You  have  seen  the  man  who  desired  to 
speak  with  j'ou  from  your  friend  ?  "  he 
asked  of  Franz.—  "  Yes,  I  have  seen  him/' 
he  replied,  "  and  he  has  handed  this  letter 
to  me.  Lig'ht  the  candle  in  my  apart- 
ment, if  3'ou  please."  The  innkeeper  gave 
orders  to  a  servant  to  go  before  Franz 
with  a  boug-ie.  The  young-  man  had  found 
Maitre  Pastrini  looking-  very  much 
alarmed,  and  this  had  only  made  him  the 
more  anxious  to  read  Albert's  letter ;  and 
thus  he  went  instantly  toward  the  wax- 
light,  and  unfolded  the  letter.  It  was 
written  and  signed  by  Albert.  Franz 
read  it  twice  before  he  could  comprehend 
what  it  contained.  It  was  thus  con- 
ceived : — 

''My  dear  Fellow— The  moment  you 
have  received  this,  have  the  kindness  to 
take  from  my  pocket-book,  which  yow  will 
find  in  the  square  drawer  of  the  secretaire, 
the  letter  of  credit ;  add  your  own  to  it,  if 
it  be  not  sufficient.  Run  toTorlonia,  draw 
from  him  instantly  four  thousand  piastres, 
and  g-ive  them  to  the  bearer.  It  is  urgent 
that  I  should  have  this  money  without 
delay.     I  do  not  say  more,  relying  on  3'ou 

§as  3'ou  may  rel\'  on  me, 
"  Your  friend,      Albert  de  Morcerf. 

"P.  S. — I  now  believe  in  Italian  ban- 
ditti." 

Below  these  lines  were  written,  in  a 
strange  hand,  the  following  in  Italian  : — 

"  Se  alle  sei  della  mattina  lo  quattro 
mila  piastre  non  sono  nelle  mie  mani,  alle 
set.te  il  Conte  Alberto  avra  cessato  di 
vivere.  ''  LuiGi  Vamp  a." 

"J/  hij  six  in  the  morning  the  four 
thousand  piastres  are  not  in  my  hands, 
by  seven  o'clock  the  Viscount  Albert  de 
Morcerf  will  have  ceased  to  live.'' 

This  second  signature  explained  all  to 
Franz,  who  now  understood  the  objection 
of  the  messenger  to  coming  up  into  the 
apartment ;  the  street  was  safer  for  him. 
Albert,  (hen,  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
the  famous  chief  of  banditti  in  whose 
existence  he  had  for  so  long  a  time  refused 

1  to  believe.  There  was  no  time  to  lose.  He 
hastened  to  open  the  secretaire,  and  found 
the  poek(M.-book  in   tlie  drawer,  and  in  it 


thousand  piastres,  but  of  these  six  thou- 
sand Albert  had  alreadj'  expended  three 
thousand.  As  to  Franz,  he  had  no  letter 
of  credit,  as  he  lived  at  Florence,  and  had 
only  come  to  Rome  to  pass  seven  or  eight 
days  ;  he  had  brought  but  a  hundred  louis, 
and  of  these  he  had  not  more  than  fifty 
left.  Thus  seven  or  eight  hundred  piastres 
were  wanting  to  them  both  to  make  up 
the  sum  that  Albert  required.  True,  he 
might  in  such  a  case  rely  on  the  kindness 
of  M.  Torlonia.  He  was,  therefore,  about 
to  return  to  the  Palazzo  Bracciano  without 
loss  of  time,  when  suddenl}'  a  luminous 
idea  crossed  his  mind.  He  remembered 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo.  Franz  was 
about  to  ring  for  Maitre  Pastrini,  when 
that  worth}-  presented  himself.  "My 
dear  sir,"  he  said,  hastily,  "  do  you  know 
if  the  count  is  within  ?  " 

"  Yes,  your  excellency ;  he  has  this 
moment  returned." 

"  Is  he  in  bed  ?  " — "  I  should  say  no." 

"  Then  ring  at  his  door,  if  you  please, 
and  request  him  to  be  so  kind  as  to  give 
me  an  audience."  Maitre  Pastrini  did  as 
he  was  desired,  and  returning  five  minutes 
after,  he  said — "  The  count  awaits  your 
excellenc3^"  Franz  went  along  the  corri- 
dor, and  a  servant  introduced  him  to  the 
count.  He  was  in  a  small  cabinet  which 
Franz  had  not  j-et  seen,  and  which  was 
surrounded  with  divans.  The  count  came 
toward  him.  "  Well,  what  good  wind 
blows  you  hither  at  this  hour?  "  said  he  ; 
"have  you  come  to  sup  with  me?  It 
would  be  very  kind  of  3'ou." 

"  No  ;  I  have  come  to  speak  to  you  of  a 
very  serious  matter." 

"A  serious  matter!"  said  llie  count, 
looking  at  Franz  with  the  earnestness 
usual  to  him  ;  "  and  what  may  it  be  ?  " 

"Are  we  alone  ?  " — "  Yes,"  replied  the 
count,  going  to  the  door,  and  returning. 
Fran/ gave  him  Albert's  letter.  "Read 
that,"  lie  said.     The  count  read  it. 

"  Ah  !  ah  !  "  said  he. 

"  Did  you  see  the  postscript?  " 

"  I  did,  indeed. 

"*Se  alle  sei  della  mattina  lo  quattro 
niila  piastre  non  sono  nelle  mie  mani.  alle 
sette  il  Conte  Alberto  avra  cessato  di 
vivere.  LUTOi  Vampa.*  " 
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"What  think  you  of  that!"  inquired 
Franz. 

"  Have  you  the  money  he  demands  ?  " 

"  Yes,  all  but  eig-ht  hundred  piastres." 
The  count  went  to  his  secretaire,  opened 
it,  and  pulling-  out  a  drawer  filled  with 
g-old,  said  to  Franz — "  I  hope  you  will  not 
offend  me  by  applying"  to  any  one  but 
myself." 

'•'You  see,  on  the  contrary"-,  I  come  to 
3'ou  first  and  instantly,"  replied  Franz. — 
"  And  I  thank  you  ;  have  what  3"ou  will ;  " 
and  he  made  a  sign  to  Franz  to  take  what 
he  pleased. 

"Is  it  absolutely'-  necessary',  then,  to 
send  the  money  to  Luigi  Vampa  ?  "  asked 
the  young-  man,  looking-  fixedly  in  his  turn 
at  the  count. — "  Judg-e  yourself,"  replied 
he.     "  The  postscript^is  explicit." 

''I  think  that  if  you  would  take  the 
trouble  of  reflecting-,  you  could  find  a 
way  of  simplifying  the  negotiation,"  said 
Franz. 

"  How  so  ?  "  returned  the  count  with 
surprise. 

''If  we  were  to  go  together  to  Luigi 
Vampa,  I  am  sure  he  would  not  refuse  you 
Albert's  freedom." 

"What  influence  can  I  possibly  have 
over  a  bandit  ?  " 

"Have  you  not  just  rendered  him  one 
of  those  services  that  are  never  forgot- 
ten ?"—"  What  is  that?" 

"  Have  3'ou  not  saved  Peppino's  life  ?  " 

"Ah  !  ah  !"  said  the  count,  "  who  told 
you  that  ?  " 

"No  matter.  I  know  it."  The  count 
knit  his  brows  and  remained  silent  an  in- 
stant. "And  if  I  went  to  seek  Vampa, 
would  you  accompan}'  me  ?  " 

"  If  my  societj"^  would  not  be  disagree- 
able."— "  Be  it  so.  It  is  a  lovely  night, 
and  a  walk  without  Rome  will  do  us  both 
good."—"  Shall  I  take  any  arms  ?" 

"  For  what  purpose?  " — "Any  money?" 

"It  is  useless.  Where  is  the  man  who 
brought  the  letter?  "—"In  the  street." 

"  He  awaits  th<^  answer  ?  " — "  Yes." 

"  I  must  learn  where  we  are  going.  I 
will  summon  liim  liither." 

"  It  is  useless  :  he  would  not  come  up." 

"To  3'Qur  apart  nients  pei'haps  ;  but  he 
will  not  make  any  difTicnlty  in   entering 


mine."  The  count  went  to  the  window 
of  the  apartment  that  looked  on  to  the 
street,  and  whistled  in  a  peculiar  manner. 
The  man  in  the  mantle  quitted  the  wall, 
and  advanced  into  the  center  of  the  street. 
"  Salite !  ''  said  the  count,  in  the  same 
tone  in  which  he  would  have  given  an 
order  to  his  servant.  The  messenger 
obe^'ed  without  the  least  hesitation,  but 
rather  with  alacritj-,  and,  mounting  the 
steps  of  the  passage  at  a  bound,  entered 
the  hotel ;  five  seconds  afterward  he  was 
at  the  door  of  the  cabinet.  "Ah,  it  is 
3'^ou,  Peppino,"  said  the  count.  But  Pep- 
pino,  instead  of  answering,  threw  himself 
on  his  knees,  seized  the  count's  hand,  and 
covered  it  with  kisses.  "Ah,"  said  the 
count,  "  3'ou  have,  then,  not  forgotten 
that  I  saved  ,your  life :  that  is  strange, 
for  it  is  a  week  ago  !  " — "  No,  excellency' ; 
and  never  shall  I  forget  it,"  returned  Pep- 
pino, with  an  accent  of  profound  grati- 
tude. 

"  Never  !  That  is  a  long  time  ;  but  it 
is  something  that  you  believe  so.  Rise 
and  answer."  Peppino  glanced  anxiouslj' 
at  Franz.  "  Oh,  you  may  speak  befoie 
his  excellenc3%"  said  he;  "he  is  one  of 
my  friends.  "You  allow  me  to  give  3'ou 
this  title  ?  "  continued  the  count  in  French: 
"it  is  necessar3'  to  excite  this  man's  con- 
fidence." 

"  You  can  speak  before  me,"  said  Franz: 
"  I  am  a  friend  of  the  count's." 

"  Good  !"  returned  Peppino.  "  I  am 
read3'  to  answer  anv  questions  3'our  ex- 
cellenc3'  ma3'  addi-ess  to  me." 

"  How  did  the  Viscount  Albert  fall  into 
Lnigi's  hands  ?  " 

"  Excellenc3',  the  Frenchman's  carriage 
passed  several  times  the  one  in  which  was 
Teresa." — "  The  chief's  mistress  ?" 

"Yes.  The  Frenchman  threw  her  a 
bou(iuet ;  Teresa  returned  it ;  all  this 
with  the  consent  of  the  chief,  who  was  in 
the  carriage." 

"What!"  cried  Franz,  "Avas  Luigi 
Vampa  in  the  carriage  with  tlie  Roman 
peasants?" — "It  was  he  who  drove,  dis- 
gnised  as  the  coachman,"  replied  Pep- 
pino.— "  Well  ?"  said  the  count. 

"  Well,  then,  the  Frenchman  took  off 
his  mask  :  Teresa,   with   t.lio  chief's  con- 
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sent,  did  the  same.  The  Frenchman 
asked  for  a  rendezvous  ;  Teresa  gave  him 
one — only,  instead  of  Teresa,  it  was  Beppo 
who  was  on  the  steps  of  the  Church  of  San 
Oiacomo." — "  What !"  exclaimed  Franz, 
*'  the  peasant  girl  who  snatched  his  moc- 
coletto  from  him — " 

"Was  a  lad  of  fifteen,"  replied  Pep- 
pino.  "  But  it  was  no  disgrace  to  your 
friend  to  have  been  deceived  ;  Beppo  has 
taken  in  plenty  of  others." 

"And  Beppo  led  him  outside  the  walls?" 
said  the  count. 

*'  Exactly  so  ;  a  carriage  was  waiting 
at  the  end  of  Via  Macello.  Beppo  got  in, 
inviting  the  Frenchman  to  follow  him, 
and  he  did  not  wait  to  be  asked  twice. 
He  gallantl3'"  offered  the  right-hand  seat 
to  Beppo,  and  sat  b}'^  him.  Beppo  told 
him  he  was  g'oing  to  take  him  to  a  villa  a 
league  from  Rome ;  the  Frenchman  as- 
sured him  he  would  follow  him  to  the  end 
of  the  world.  The  coachman  went  up  the 
Rue  di  Ripetta  and  the  Porte  San  Paolo  ; 
and  when  they  were  two  hundred  yards 
outside,  as  the  Frenchman  became  some- 
what too  forward,  Beppo  put  a  brace  of 
pistols  to  his  head,  the  coachman  pulled 
up  and  did  the  same.  At  the  same  time, 
four  of  the  band,  who  were  concealed  on 
the  banks  of  the  Almo,  surrounded  the 
carriage.  The  Frenchman  made  some 
resistance,  and  nearly  strangled  Beppo ; 
but  he  could  not  resist  five  armed  men, 
and  was  forced  to  yield.  They  made  him 
get  out,  walk  along  the  banks  of  the 
river,  and  then  brought  him  to  Teresa 
and  Luigi,  who  were  waiting  for  him  in 
the  catacombs  of  St.  Sebastian." 

"Well,"  said  the  count,  turning  toward 
Franz,  "it  seems  to  rae  that  this  is  a  very 
likely  story.     "  What  do  you  say  to  it?  " 

"Why,  that  I  should  think  it  very 
amusing,"  replied  Franz,  "if  it  had  hap- 
pened to  any  one  but  poor  Albert." 

"  And,  in  truth,  if  yow  had  not  found 
me  here,"  said  the  count,  "it  might  have 
proved  a  gallant  adventure  which  would 
have  cost  your  friend  dear  ;  but  now,  be 
assui-ed,  his  alarm  will  be  the  only  serious 
consequence."  -"  And  shall  we  go  and 
find  him?  '"*  inquired  Franz. 

**  Oh,  decidedly,   sir.     He  is  in    a   verv 


picturesque  place.     Do  you  know  the  cata- 
combs of  St.  Sebastian?" 

"  I  was  never  in  them,  but  I  have  often 
resolved  to  visit  them." 

"Well,  here  is  an  opportunity  made  to 
your  hand,  and  it  would  be  difficult  to 
contrive  a  better.  Have  you  a  car- 
riage ?  "—"No." 

"That  is  of  no  consequence;  1  always 
have  one  ready,  day  and  night." 

"  Always  read}''  ?  " 

"Yes.  I  am  a  very  capricious  being, 
and  I  should  tell  you  that  sometimes  when 
I  rise,  or  after  my  dinner,  or  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  night,  I  i-esolve  on  starting  for 
some  particular  point,  and  away  I  go." 
The  count  rang,  and  a  footman  appeared. 
"  Order  out  the  carriage,  and  remove  the 
pistols  which  are  in  the  holsters.  You 
need  not  awaken  the  coachman  ;  Ali  will 
drive."  In  a  very  short  time  the  noise 
of  wheels  was  heard,  and  the  carriage 
stopped  at  the  door.  The  count  took  out 
his  watch.  "Half-past  twelve,"  he  said. 
"We  might  start  at  five  o'clock  and  be 
in  time,  but  the  dela}'  may  cause  your 
friend  to  pass  an  uneasy  night,  and  there- 
fore we  had  better  go  with  all  speed  to 
extricate  him  from  the  hands  of  the  in- 
fidels. Are  you  still  resolved  to  accom- 
pany me  ?  "  —  "  More  determined  than 
ever." — "Well,  then,  come  along." 

Franz  and  the  count  went  downstaii's. 
accompanied  by  Peppino.  At  the  door 
they  found  the  carriage.  Ali  was  on  the 
box.  in  whom  Franz  recognized  the  dumb 
slave  of  the  grotto  of  ^lonte-Cristo. 
Franz  and  the  count  got  into  the  car- 
riage. Peppino  placed  himself  beside  Ali. 
and  the}"  set  ofT  at  a  i-apiil  pace.  Ali  liad 
received  his  instructions,  and  went  down 
the  Rue  du  Cours,  crossed  the  Campo 
Vaccino.  went  up  the  Strada  San  Grogo- 
rio,  and  reached  the  gates  of  St.  Sebas- 
tian. Then  the  porter  raised  some  difli- 
culties,  but  the  Count  of  ]Monte-Cristo 
proiluoed  an  authority  from  the  governor 
of  Rome  to  quit  or  enter  the  city  at  any 
and  all  hours  of  the  da}'  or  night :  the 
portcullis  was  therefore  raised,  the  porter 
had  a  louis  for  his  trouble,  and  they  went 
on  their  way.  The  road  wliioh  the  car- 
I'iage  now  traversed  was  the  ancient  Ap- 
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plan  Way,  and  bordered  with  tombs. 
From  time  to  lime,  by  the  light  of  the 
moon,  which  began  to  rise,  Franz  imag- 
ined that  he  saw  something  hke  a  sentinel 
appear  from  various  points  of  the  ruin, 
and  suddenW  retreat  into  the  darkness 
on  a  signal  from  Peppino,  A  short  time 
before  they  reached  the  circus  of  Cara- 
calla  the  carriage  stopped,  Peppino  opened 
the  door,  and  the  count  and  Franz 
alighted. 

"  In  ten  minutes,'"  said  the  count  to  his 
companion,  "  we  shall  arrive  there." 

He  then  took  Peppino  aside,  gave  him 
some  order  in  a  low  voice,  and  Peppino 
went  away,  taking  with  him  a  torch, 
brought  with  them  in  the  carriage.  Five 
minutes  elapsed,  during  which  Franz  saw 
the  shepherd  advance  along  a  narrow  path 
in  the  midst  of  the  irregular  ground  which 
foi'ms  the  convulsed  soil  of  the  plain  of 
Rome,  and  disappear  in  the  midst  of  the 
high  red  herbage,  which  seemed  like  the 
bristling  mane  of  some  enormous  lion. 
"Now,"  said  the  count,  ''let  us  follow 
him."  Franz  and  the  count  in  their  turn 
then  advanced  along  the  same  path,  which, 
at  the  end  of  a  hundred  paces,  led  them 
b}'  a  declivity  to  the  bottom  of  a  small 
valley.  They  then  perceived  two  men 
conversing  in  the  shade.  ''Ought  we  to 
advance  ?  "  asked  Franz  of  the  count ;  •'  or 
should  we  pause  ?  " — "  Let  us  go  on  ;  Pep- 
pino will  have  warned  the  sentry  of  our 
coming."  One  of  these  two  men  was  Pep- 
pino, and  the  other  a  bandit  on  the  lookout. 
Franz  and  the  count  advanced,  and  the 
bandit  saluted  them.  "Your  excellency," 
said  Peppino,  addressing  the  count,  "if3'ou 
will  follow  me,  the  opening  of  the  cata- 
combs is  close  at  hand." — "  Go  on,  then," 
replied  the  count.  They  came  to  an  open- 
iner  behind  a  clump  of  bushes,  and  in  the 
midst  of  a  pile  of  rocks  by  which  a  man 
could  scarcely  pass.  Peppino  glided  first 
into  tliis  crevice;  but  afler  advancing  a 
few  paces  the  passage  widened.  Then  he 
paused,  lighted  liis  torch,  and  turned 
round  to  see  if  lliey  came  after  him.  'J'he 
counl  first  reached  a  kind  of  square  space 
and  Franz  followed  liim  closely.  Tl)e 
earth  sloped  in  a  gentle  descent,  enlarging 
as  they   proceeded  ;  still    Franz   and    the 


count  were  compelled  to  advance  stooping" 
and  scarcely  able  to  proceed  two  abreast. 
The3"  went  on  a  hundred  and  fifty  paces 
thus,  and  then  were  stopped  by  "Who 
goes  there  ?  "  At  the  same  time  they  saw^ 
the  reflection  of  a  torch  on  the  barrel  of  a 
carbine. 

"  A  friend  I  "  responded  Peppino  ;  and, 
advancing  alone  toward  the  sentry,  he 
said  a  few  words  to  him  in  a  low  tone;  and 
then  he,  like  the  first,  saluted  the  noc- 
turnal visitors,  making  a  sign  that  the3' 
might  pi'oceed. 

Behind  the  sentinel  was  a  staircase  with 
twenty  steps.  Franz  and  the  count  de- 
scended these,  and  found  themselves  in 
a  kind  of  cross-ioads,  forming  a  burial- 
ground.  Five  roads  diverged  like  the 
rays  of  a  star,  and  the  walls,  dug  into 
niches,  placed  one  above  the  other  in  the 
shape  of  coffins,  showed  that  they  were  at 
last  in  the  catacombs.  In  one  of  the  cavi- 
ties, whose  extent  it  was  impossible  to  de- 
termine, some  rays  of  light  were  visible. 
The  count  laid  his  hand  on  Franz's  shoul- 
der. ''Would  you  like  to  see  a  camp  of 
bandits  in  repose  ?  "  he  inquired. 

'*  Exceedingly,"  replied  Franz. 

••  Come  with  me,  then.  Peppino,  extin- 
guish the  torch."  Peppino  obeyed,  and 
Fi-anz  and  the  count  were  suddenly  in  ut- 
ter darkness  ;  only  fifty  paces  in  advance 
of  them  there  played  along  the  wall  some 
reddish  beams  of  light,  more  visible  since 
Peppino  had  put  out  his  torch.  They  ad- 
vanced silently,  the  count  guiding  Franz 
as  if  he  had  the  singular  faculty  of  seeing 
in  the  dark.  Franz  himself,  however,  dis- 
tinguished his  way  more  plainly  in  propor- 
tion as  he  advanced  toward  the  rays  of 
light,  which  served  them  for  guides  :  three 
arcades,  of  which  the  mi(hlle  served  as  the 
door,  olfered  themselves.  These  arcades 
opened  on  one  side  to  the  corridor,  in  which 
were  the  count  and  Fr-anz,  and  on  the 
otlier  to  a  large  square  chamber,  entirely 
surrounded  by  niclies  similar  to  those  of 
which  we  hav(«  spoken.  In  the  midst  of 
this  chamber  were  four  stones,  which  had 
formerly  served  as  an  altar,  as  was  evi- 
dent from  the  cross  which  still  surmounted 
them.  A  lamj).  placed  at  the  base  of  a 
j)ill:n-.  liglited  up  with  its  pale  and  flicker-     i 
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in^-  flame  the  sing-ular  scene  which  pre- 
sented itself  to  the  eyes  of  the  two  visitors 
concealed  in  the  shadow.  A  man  was 
seated  with  his  elbow  leaning-  on  the  col- 
umn, and  was  reading-  with  his  back 
turned  to  the  arcades,  through  the  open- 
ings of  which  the  new-comers  contem- 
phited  him.  This  was  the  chief  of  the  band, 
Luigi  Vampa.  Around  him,  and  in  g-roups, 
according  to  their  fancy,  lying  in  their 
mantles,  or  w'ith  their  backs  against  a 
kind  of  sLone  bench,  which  went  all  round 
the  Columbarium,  were  to  be  seen  twent}'- 
brigands  or  more,  each  having-  his  car- 
bine within  reach.  At  the  bottom,  silent, 
scarcely  visible,  and  like  a  shadow,  w^as  a 
sentinel,  who  was  walking  up  and  down 
before  a  kind  of  opening,  which  was  only 
distinguishable  because  in  that  spot  the 
darkness  seemed  thicker.  When  the  count 
thought  Franz  had  gazed  sufficientlj^  on 
this  picturesque  tableau,  he  raised  his 
finger  to  his  lips,  to  warn  him  to  be  silent, 
and,  ascending  the  three  steps  which  led 
to  the  corridor  of  the  Columbarium,  en- 
tered the  chamber  by  the  center  arcade, 
and  advanced  toward  Vampa,  who  was  so 
intent  on  the  book  before  him  that  he  did 
not  hear  the  noise  of  his  footsteps. 

"Who  goes  there  ?  "  cried  the  sentinel, 
less  occupied,  and  who  saw  by  the  lamp's 
light  a  shadow  which  approached  his  chief. 
At  this  sound,  Vampa  rose  quickly,  draw- 
nig  at  the  same  moment  a  pistol  fi'om  his 
girdle.  In  a  moment  all  the  bandits  were 
on  their  feet,  and  twenty  carbines  were 
leveled  at  the  count.  "Well,"  said  he, 
in  a  voice  perfectly  calm,  and  no  muscle  of 
his  countenance  disturbed,  "  well,  m^--  dear 
Vampa,  it  appears  to  mo  that  you  receive 
a  friend  with  a  great  deal  of  ceremony  !  ' ' 

"Ground  arms  !"  exclaimed  the  chief, 
with  an  imperative  sign  of  the  hand,  Avhile 
with  the  other  he  took  olT  his  hat  respect- 
fully ;  then,  tui'uing  lo  the  singular  per- 
sonage wlio  had  caused  this  scene,  he  said, 
"Your  pardon,  M,  le  Comte,  but  I  was  so 
far  from  expecting  the  honor  of  a  visit 
that  I  did  not  really  recognize  you," 

"It  seems  that  3'our  memory  is  equally 
short  in  everything,  Vampa,"  said  llie 
count,  "and  that  not  only  do  you  forget 
pet>ple's  faces,  hut  als(^  the  eoiulilioiis  vou 


make  with  them."  —  "What  conditions 
have  I  forgotten,  M.  le  Comte  ?"  inquired 
the  bandit,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who, 
having  committed  an  error,  is  anxious  to 
repair  it. 

"  Was  it  not  agreed,"  asked  the  count, 
"  that  not  onl}'  vay  person,  but  also  that 
of  m3'^  friends,  should  be  respected  bv 
you  ?  " 

"And  how  have  I  broken  that  treaty, 
your  excellenc}'  ?  " — "  You  have  this  even- 
ing- carried  off  and  conveyed  hither  the 
Viscount  Albert  de  Morcerf.  Well,"  con- 
tinued the  count,  in  a  tone  that  made 
Franz  shudder,  "this  young  g-entleman  is 
one  of  my  friends — this  young  g-entleman 
lodges  in  the  same  hotel  as  myself — this 
3'oung  gentleman  has  been  up  and  down 
the  Corso  for  eight  hours  in  my  private 
carriage,  and  yet,  I  repeat  to  you,  you 
have  carried  him  off,  and  conveyed  him 
hither,  and,"  added  the  count,  taking  the 
letter  from  his  pocket,  ",you  have  set  a 
ransom  on  him,  as  if  he  were  an  indifferent 
person." 

"Why  did  you  not  tell  me  all  this — 
you  ?  "  niquired  the  brigand  chief,  turning 
toward  his  men,  Avho  ail  retreated  before 
his  look.  "  Why  have  you  exposed  rae 
thus  to  fail  in  my  word  toward  a  g-entle- 
man like  the  count,  who  has  all  our  lives 
in  his  hands  ?  By  heavens  I  if  1  thougrht 
one  of  you  knew  that  the  young- gentleman 
was  the  friend  of  his  excellency,  I  would 
blow  his  brains  out  with  my  own  hand  I  " 

"  Well,"  said  the  count,  turning  toward 
Franz,  "  I  told  you  there  was  some  mis- 
take in  this." 

"Are  you  not  alone?"  asked  Vampa, 
with  uneasiness. 

"I  am  with  the  person  to  whom  this 
letter  was  addressed,  and  to  whom  I  de- 
sired to  prove  that  Luigi  Vampa  was  a 
man  of  his  word. — Come,  your  excellency, 
here  is  Luigi  Vampa,  who  will  himself  ex- 
press to  you  his  ileep  regret  at  the  mistake 
he  has  committed."— Franz  approached. 
the  chief  advancing  several  steps  to  meet 
him.  "Welcome  among  us.  your  excel- 
lency," Vampa  said  to  liim  :  "you  heard 
what  the  count  just  said  and  also  my  re- 
ply :  let  me  adil  that  I  would  not  for  the 
foui-   lliousand    piastres   at    whicli    I    had 
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fixed  your  friend's  ransom  that  tliis  had 
happened." — '"But,"  said  Franz,  looking- 
round  him  uneasily,  "  where  is  the  vis- 
count ? — I  do  not  see  hira." 

"  Nothing-  has  happened  to  him,  I 
hope?  "  said  the  count,  frowningl3\ 

"  The  prisoner  is  there,"  replied  Varapa, 
pointing-  to  the  hollow  space  in  front  of 
which  the  bandit  was  on  guard,  "  and  I 
will  go  mj^self  and  tell  him  he  is  free." 
The  chief  went  toward  the  place  he  had 
pointed  out  as  Albert's  prison,  and  Franz 
and  the  count  followed  him.  '•'  What  is 
the  prisoner  doing?"  inquired  Vampa  of 
the  sentinel. 

"  Ma  foi  !  captain,"  replied  the  sentrj-, 
"  I  do  not  know,  for  the  last  hour  I  have 
not  heard  him  stir." — "Come  in,  your 
excellency,"  said  Vampa.  The  count  and 
Franz  ascended  seven  or  eight  steps  after 
the  chief,  who  drew  back  a  bolt,  and 
opened  a  door.  Then,  by  the  gleam  of  a 
lamp,  similar  to  that  which  lighted  the 
Columbarium,  Albert  was  to  be  seen 
wrapped  up  in  a  cloak  which  one  of  the 
bandits  had  lent  him,  lying  in  a  corner  in 
profound  slumber.  "Come!"  said  the 
count,  smiling  with  his  own  peculiar  smile, 
''not  so  bad  for  a  man  who  is  to  be  shot 
at  seven  o'clock  to-morrow  morning  !  " 
Vampa  looked  at  Albert  with  a  kind  of 
admiration  ;  he  was  not  insensible  to  such 
a  proof  of  courage. 

"  You  are  right,  M.  le  Comte,"  he  said  ; 
"  this  must  be  one  of  your  friends."  Then, 
g-oing  to  Albert,  he  touched  him  on  the 
shoulder,  saying — "Will  your  excellency 
please  to  awaken  ?  "  Albert  stretched 
out  his  arms,  rubbed  his  eyelids,  and 
opened  his  eyes.  "  Ah !  ah  !  "  said  he, 
"is  it  you,  captain?  You  should  have 
allowed  me  to  have  slept.  I  had  such  a 
delight  ful  dream  :  I  was  dancing  the  galop 

at  Torlonia's  with  the  Countess  G ." 

Then  he  drew  from  his  pocket  his  watch, 
which  he  had  pi-eserved,  that  he  might 
see  liow  time  sped. 

"  Half-past  one  only,"  said  he.  "Why 
the  devil  do  you  rouse  me  at  this  hour  ?  " 

"To  tell  3'ou  that  you  are  free,  your  ex- 
cellency." 

"My  dear  fellow,"  replied  Albert,  with 
perfect  ease  of  mind,  "  remember,  for  the 


future.  Napoleon's  maxim,  '  Never  awaken 
me  but  for  bad  news ' ;  if  you  had  let  me 
sleep  on,  I  should  have  finished  my  galop, 
and  have  been  grateful  to  you  all  my  life. 
So,  then,  they  have  paid  my  ransom  ?  " 

"  No,  your  excellency  !  " 

"Well,  then,  how  am  I  free ?  " 

"A  person  to  whom  I  can  refuse  noth- 
ing has  come  to  demand  you." 

"  Come  hither  ?  "— "  Yes,  hither." 

"Really!  then  that  person  is  a  most 
amiable  person."  Albert  looked  round, 
and  perceived  Franz.  "  What !  "  said  he, 
"'  is  it  you,  my  dear  Franz,  whose  devo- 
tion and  friendship  are  thus  displaj'ed  ?  " 

"No,  not  I,"  replied  Franz,  "but  our 
neighbor,  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo." 

"Ah!  ah!  M.  le  Comte,"  said  Albert 
g-ayly,  and  arranging  his  cravat  and  wrist- 
bands, "'  you  are  really  most  kind,  and  I 
hope  3'ou  will  consider  me  as  3'our  eternally 
obliged,  in  the  first  place  for  the  carriage, 
and  in  the  next  for  this  !  "  and  he  put  out 
his  hand  to  the  count,  who  shuddered  as 
he  g-ave  his  own,  but  who  nevertheless 
did  give  it.  The  bandit  gazed  on  this 
scene  with  amazement ;  he  was  cvidentl^^ 
accustomed  to  see  his  prisoners  tremble 
before  him,  and  yet  here  was  one  whose 
gay  temperament  was  not  for  a  moment 
altered ;  as  for  Franz,  he  was  enchanted 
at  the  way  in  which  Albert  had  sustained 
the  national  honor  in  the  presence  of  the 
bandit.  "My  dear  Albert,"  he  said,  "if 
you  will  make  haste,  we  shall  yet  have 
time  to  finish  the  night  at  Torlonia's. 
You  maj'^  conclude  your  interrupted  galop, 
so  that  you  will  owe  no  ill-will  to  Sig-nor 
Luigi,  who  has,  indeed,  throug-hout  this 
whole  alTair  acted  like  a  gentleman." 

"You  are  decidedly  right,  and  we  may 
reach  the  Palazzo  b^'  two  o'clock.  Signor 
Luigi,"  continued  Albert,  "is  there  any 
formality  to  fuinU  before  I  take  leave  of 
your  excellency  ?  " — "None,  sir,"  replied 
the  bandit,  "you  are  as  free  as  air." 

"Well,  then,  a  happy  and  merry  life  to 
you.     Come,  gentlemen,  come." 

And  Albert,  followed  by  Franz  and  the 
count,  descended  the  staircase,  crossed 
the  s(iuare  chamber,  where  stood  all  the 
bnndits,  hat  in  hand.  "Peppino,''  said 
the  biigand  chief,  "g-ive  me  the  torch." 
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"  What  are  you  g"oing-  to  do  then  ?  "'  in- 
quired the  count. 

"  I  will  show  you  the  way  back  m3^self," 
said  the  captain;  ''that  is  the  least  honor 
I  can  testify  to  your  excellency."  And 
taking-  the  lighted  torch  from  the  hands  of 
the  herdsman,  he  preceded  his  g-uests,  not 
as  a  servant,  who  performs  an  act  of  civil- 
ity, but  like  a  king-  who  precedes  ambas- 
sadors. On  reaching"  the  door,  he  bowed. 
"And  now,  M.  le  Comte,"  added  he,  "al- 
low me  to  repeat  my  apologies,  and  I  hope 
you  will  not  entertain  any  resentment  at 
what  has  occurred." 

"No,  m}''  dear  Vampa,"  replied  the 
count ;  "  besides,  you  compensate  for  your 
mistakes  in  so  g-entleraanly  a  way  that 
one  almost  feels  oblig-ed  to  you  for  having 
committed  them." 

"Gentlemen,"  added  the  chief,  turning 
toward  the  young  men,  "  perhaps  the  of- 
fer imry  not  appear  very  tempting  to  you  ; 
but  if  you  should  ever  feel  inclined  to  pay 
me  a  second  visit,  wherever  I  ma}'  be,  ^-ou 
shall  be  welcome."  Franz  and  Albert 
bowed.  The  count  went  out  first,  then 
Albert.  Franz  paused  for  a  moment. 
"Has  5'our  excellenc}'  an3^thing  to  ask 
me  ?  "  said  Vampa,  with  a  smile. 

"Yes,  I  have,"  replied  Franz  ;  "'  I  am 
curious  to  know  what  work  you  were  pe- 
rusing with  so  much  attention  as  we  en- 
tered ?  " 

"Caesar's  'Commentaries,'"  said  the 
bandit;  "it  is  my  favorite  work." 

"Well,  are  you  coming?"  asked  Al- 
bert. 

"Yes,"  replied  Franz,  "here  I  am!" 
and  he,  in  his  turn,  left  the  caves.  They 
advanced  to  the  plain.  "Ah!  your  par- 
don !  "  said  Albert,  turning  round  ;  "  will 
you  allow  me,  captain  ?  "  And  he  lighted 
his  cigar  at  Yampa's  torch.  "  Now,  M. 
le  Comte,"  he  said,  "let  us  on  with  all 
llie  speed  we  may.  I  am  enormously 
anxious  to  finish  my  night  at  the  Duke  of 
Bracciano's."  They  found  the  carriage 
where  they  had  left  it.  The  count  said  a 
word  in  Arabic  to  Ali,  and  the  horses 
went  off  at  great  speed.  It  was  just  two 
o'clock  by  Albert's  watch  when  the  two 
friends  entered  into  the  danoing-room. 
Theu'  return  was  quite  an  event,   but   as 


they  entered  together,  all  uneasiness  on 
Albert's  account  ceased  instantly.  "  Ma- 
dame," said  the  Viscount  Morcerf,  ad- 
vancing toward  the  countess,  "  yesterday' 
you  were  so  condescending  as  to  promise 
me  a  galop ;  I  am  rather  late  in  claiming 
this  gracious  promise,  but  here  is  my 
friend,  whose  character  for  veracity  you 
well  know,  and  he  will  assure  you  the  de- 
lay arose  from  no  fault  of  mine."  And  as 
at  this  moment  the  music  gave  the  warn- 
ing for  the  waltz,  Albert  put  his  arm 
round  the  waist  of  the  countess,  and  dis- 
appeared with  her  in  the  whirl  of  dancers. 
In  the  meanwhile  Franz  was  considering 
the  singular  shudder  that  had  pervaded 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo's  frame  at  the 
moment  when  he  had  been,  in  some  sort, 
forced  to  give  his  hand  to  Albert. 


CHAPTER    XXXVIII. 

THE   RENDEZVOUS. 

Albert's  first  words  to  his  friend,  on 
the  following  morning,  contained  a  re- 
quest that  he  would  accompany  him  to 
visit  the  count ;  true,  he  had  warmly  and 
energeticall}'  thanked  him  the  previous 
evening ;  but  services  such  as  he  had 
rendered  could  never  be  too  often  acknowl- 
edged. Franz,  who  seemed  attracted  by 
some  invisible  influence  toward  the  count, 
in  which  terror  was  strangely  mingled, 
felt  an  extreme  reluctance  to  permit  his 
friend  to  be  exposed  alone  to  the  singular 
fascination  the  mysterious  count  seemed 
to  exercise  over  him^  and  therefore  made 
no  objection  to  Albert's  request,  but  at 
once  accompanied  him  to  the  desired  spot, 
and,  after  a  short  delaj",  the  count  joijied 
them  in  the  saloon.  "' M.  le  Comte,"  said 
Albert,  advancing  to  meet  him,  "permit 
me  to  repeat  the  poor  thanks  I  offered 
last  night,  and  to  assure  you  that  the  re- 
membrance of  all  I  owe  to  you  will  never 
be  effaced  from  my  memory ;  believe  mo, 
while  I  have  life,  I  shall  never  cease  to 
dwell  with  grateful  recollection  on  the 
prompt  and  important  service  you  ren- 
dered me ;  as  also  to  remember  that  to  you 
I  am  indebted  even  for  my  life." — "My 
very  good  friend  and  exct^llent  neighbor." 
replied  the  count,  with  a  smile,  "  you  really 
exaggerate   my  trifling  exertions.      You 
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owe  me  nothing-  but  some  trifle  of  20,000 
francs,  Avhicb  you  have  been  saved  out  of 
your  traveling"  expenses,  so  that  there  is 
not  much  of  a  score  between  us ; — but 
you  must  really  permit  me  to  cong-ratulate 
you  on  the  ease  and  unconcern  with  which 
you  resig"ned  yourself  to  your  fate,  and 
the  perfect  indifference  you  manifested  as 
to  the  turn  events  mig-ht  take." 

''Upon  my  word,"  said  Albert,  "I  de- 
serve no  credit  for  what  I  could  not  help, 
nameh',  a  determination  to  take  ever3^- 
thiVig-  as  I  found  it ;  and  to  let  those 
bandits  see,  that  althoug"h  men  g"et  into 
troublesome  scrapes  all  over  the  world, 
there  is  no  nation  but  the  French  can 
smile  even  in  the  face  of  g-rim  Death  him- 
self. All  that,  however,  has  nothing-  to 
do  with  m3'^  obligations  to  you,  and  I  now 
come  to  ask  you  whether,  in  my  owm  per- 
son, my  famil}^  or  connections,  I  can  in 
anj'  way  serve  you  ?  My  father,  the 
Comte  de  Morcerf,  although  of  Spanish 
origin,  possesses  considerable  influence, 
both  at  the  court  of  France  and  Madrid, 
and  I  unhesitatinglj"  place  the  best  ser- 
vices of  myself,  and  all  to  whom  my  life 
is  dear,  at  your  disposal." — "M.  de  Mor- 
cerf," replied  the  count,  "your offer,  "  far 
from  surprising  me,  is  precisely  what  I 
expected  from  j'ou,  and  1  accept  it  in 
the  same  spirit  of  heart}'  sincerity  with 
which  it  is  made  ; — nay,  I  will  go  still  fur- 
ther, and  say  that  I  had  previously  made 
up  my  mind  to  ask  a  great  favor  at  your 
hands." — "Oh,  pray  .name  it." 

"  I  am  wholly  a  stranger  to  Paris — it  is 
a  city  I  liave  never  yet  seen." 

"^Is  it  possible,"  exclaimed  Albert, 
"that  you  have  readied  your  present  age 
without  visiting  the  linest  capital  in  the 
world  ?     I  can  scarcely  credit  it." 

"Nevertheless,  it  is  ([iiito  true;  still,  I 
agi'ce  with  you  in  thinking  that  my  pres- 
ent ignorance  of  the  flrst  city  in  Europe 
is  a  reproach  to  me  in  every  way,  and 
calls  for  immediate  correction  ;  but,  in  all 
probability,  I  should  have  performed  so 
important,  so  necessary  a  duty,  as  that  of 
making  myself  acquainted  with  the  won- 
ders and  beauties  of  your  justly  cele- 
brated capital,  had  I  Unown  any  person 
who  would  have   introduced   me  into  the 


fashionable  world,  but,  unfortunate!}',  I 
possessed  no  acquaintance  there,  and,  of 
necessity',  was  compelled  to  abandon  the 
idea." 

"  So  distinguished  an  individual  asj'our- 
self,"  cried  Albert,  "could  scarcely  have 
required  an  introduction." — "You  are 
most  kind  ;  but  as  regards  mj'self,  I  can 
find  no  merit  I  possess,  save  that,  as  a 
millionaire,  I  might  have  become  a  part- 
ner in  the  speculations  of  M.  Aguado  and 
M.  Rothschild  ;  but  as  my  motive  in  trav- 
eling to  your  capital  would  not  have  been 
for  the  pleasure  of  dabbling  in  the  funds, 
I  stayed  awaj'  till  some  favorable  chance 
should  present  itself  of  can-ying  my  wish 
into  execution  :  your  offer,  however, 
smooths  all  difficulties,  and  I  have  only  to 
ask  you,  my  dear  M.  de  Moi'cerf  "  (these 
words  were  accompanied  by  a  most  pecul- 
iar smile),  "  whether  you  undertake,  upon 
my  arrival  in  France,  to  open  to  me  the 
doors  of  that  fashionable  world  of  which 
I  know  no  more  than  a  Huron  or  native 
of  Cochin-China  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that  I  do,  and  with  infinite  pleas- 
ure I  "  answered  Albert;  "and  so  much 
the  more  readil}'  as  a  letter  received  this 
morning  from  my  father  summons  me  to 
Paris,  in  consequence  of  a  treaty  of  mar- 
riage {xny  dear  Franz,  do  not  smile^  I  beg- 
of  you)  with  a  family  of  higli  standing, 
and  connected  with  the  very  elite  of  Pari- 
sian society." 

"Connected  b}'  mai-riage,  you  mean," 
said  Franz,  laughingly. 

"Well,  never  mind  how  it  is,"  an- 
swered Albert,  "  it  comes  to  the  same 
thing  in  the  end.  Perhaps  by  the  time 
you  return  to  Paris,  I  shall  be  (|uite  a 
sober,  staid  fattier  of  a  family  I  A  most 
edif^'ing  representative  I  shall  make  of  all 
the  domestic  \irtues— don't  you  think  so  ? 
But  as  i-egards  your  wish  to  visit  our  line 
city,  my  dear  count,  I  fan  only  say  that 
you  may  command  me  and  mine  to  any 
extent  you  please." — "Then  it.  is  a  set^tled 
affair,"  said  the  count:  "and  1  give  you 
my  solemn  assurance  that  I  only  waited 
an  opportunity  like  the  presi^nt  to  realize 
schen)es  I  have  long  UKMlitated.**  Franz 
doubted  not  that  these  schemes  were  the 
same  concerning  which    he  had    dropped 
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some  words  in  the  grotto  of  Montc-Cristo  ; 
and  while  the  count  g-ave  utterance  to  the 
expression,  the  young-  man  closely  exam- 
ined his  features  in  the  hope  that  some 
powerful  emotion  might  render  the  nature 
of  tiiese  projects  easily  traced  upon  his 
expressive  countenance  :  but  it  was  alto- 
g-ether  impossible  to  read  the  thoughts  of 
the  m.ysterious  individual  before  him,  espe- 
cially when  he  employed  one  of  those  be- 
wildering" smiles  he  so  well  knew  how  to 
call  up.  "But  tell  me  now,  count,"  ex- 
claimed Albert,  delighted  at  the  idea  of 
having  to  chaperon  so  distinguished  a 
person  as  Monte-Cristo ;  "  tell  me  truly, 
whether  you  are  in  earnest,  or  if  this  proj- 
ect of  visiting  Paris  is  merel}'^  one  of  those 
chimerical  and  uncertaiu  things  of  which 
we  make  so  many  in  the  course  of  our 
lives ;  but  which,  like  a  house  built  on 
the  sand,  is  liable  to  be  blown  over  b3''  the 
first  puff  of  wind  ?  " 

"I  pledge  3'ou  my  honor,"  returned  the 
count,  ''  that  I  mean  to  do  as  I  have  said  ; 
both  inclination  and  positive  necessit}' 
compel  me  to  visit  Paris." 

"  When  do  you  propose  groing  thither  ?  " 

"Have  you  made  up  your  mind  when 
you  shall  be  there  j^ourself  ?  " 

"Certainly  I  have;  in  a  fortnight  or 
three  weeks'  time  :  that  is  to  say,  as  fast 
as  1  can  get  there  !  " 

"Na3%"said  the  count;  "1  will  give 
you  three  months  ere  I  join  you  ;  you  see 
I  make  an  ample  allowance  for  all  delays 
and  difficulties." 

"And  in  tliree  months'  time,"  said 
Albert,  "  j'ou  will  be  at  my  house?  " 

"  Shall  we  make  a  positive  appointment 
for  a  particular  day  and  hour?  "  inquired 
the  count ;  "  only  let  me  warn  you  that  I 
am  proverbial  for  my  punctilious  exacti- 
[tude  in  keeping  my  engagements. " 

"  The  very  thing  !  "  exclaimed  Albert ; 
"  yes,  by  all  means,  let  us  have  tliis  ren- 
dezvous duly  drawn  up  and  attested." 

"  So  be  it,  then,"  replied  the  count,  and 
extending  his  hand  toward  an  almanac, 
suspended  near  the  chimney-piece,  he  said. 
"To-day  is  the  21st  of  February;  "  and 
drawing  out  his  watch,  added,  "it  is  ex- 
actly half-past  ten  o'clock.  Now  promise 
me  to  remember  this,  and  expect   me  the 


21st  of  May  at  the  same  hour  in  the  fore- 
noon." 

"Capital!"  exclaimed  Albert  :  "and 
you  shall  find  everything  and  everybody- 
ready  to  receive  3'ou.  I  take  upon  myself 
to  promise  that  your  breakfast  shall  be 
smoking-  hot  awaiting  your  arrival." 

"Where  do  you  live  ?  " 

"No.  27,  Rue  du  Helder." 

"Have  you  bachelor's  apartments 
there?  1  hope  xny  coming  will  not  put 
3'ou  to  an.v  inconvenience.'" — "  I  reside  in 
m^^  father's  hotel,  but  occupy-  a  •pavilion 
at  the  farther  side  of  the  court3'ard,  en- 
tirel\-  separated  from  the  main  building." 

"Quite  sufficient,"  replied  the  count, 
as,  taking-  out  his  tablets,  he  wrote  down 
"No.  27,  Rue  du  Helder,  21st  Ma3-,  lialf- 
past  ten  in  the  morning."  "Now,  then,'" 
said  the  count,  returning-  his  tablets  to  his 
pocket,  "  make  3'ourself  perfectly  eas3^ ; 
the  hand  of  3'our  timepiece  will  not  be 
more  accurate  in  marking  the  time  than 
m3'self." — "'  Shall  I  see  3'ou  again  ere  m3' 
departure  ?  "  asked  Albert. 

"  That  will  be  according  to  circum- 
stances ;  but  when  do  you  set  off?  " 

"  To-morrow  evening,  at  five  o'clock." 

"  In  that  case  I  must  sa3'  adieu  to  3'ou  : 
as  I  am  compelled  to  g-o  to  Naples,  and 
shall  not  return  hither  before  Saturda3' 
evening*  or  Sundav  morning.  And  a'ou, 
M.  le  Baron,"  pursued  the  count,  addre.ss- 
ing  Franz,  "do  you  also  depart  to-mor- 
row ?  "— "  Yes,  i  go  also." 

•'And  whither  do  3'ou  wend  3'onr  wax*  ? — 
to  Paris?" 

"  No,  to  Venice  ;  I  shall  remain  in  Ital\' 
for  another  x-ear  or  two." 

"  Then  we  shall  not  meet  in  Paris?  "' 

"  I  fear  I  shall  not  have  that  honor.'" 

"  Well,  since  we  must  part,"  said  the 
count,  holding  out  a  hand  to  each  of  the 
young  men,  "  allow  me  to  wish  von  both 
a  safe  and  pleasant  journe\'. "  It  was  the 
first  time  the  hand  of  Franz  liad  come  in 
contact  with  that  of  the  mysterious  indi- 
vidual before  liim.  and  unconsciouslv  he 
shuddered  at  its  touch,  for  it  felt  cold  and 
ie\-  as  that  of  a  corpse.  "  Let  us  under- 
stand each  other,"  said  Albert  ;  "it  is 
agreed — is  it  not  ? — that  x'ou  are  to  l>e  in 
tlie  Rue  du  Helder  on  the  21st  of  Max*,  at 
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half-past  ten  in  the  morning-,  and  yo\iY 
word  of  honor  passed  for  your  punctual- 
ity?" 

"  All  that  is  settled  and  arranged  upon 
honor,"  replied  the  count;  '^  rel}^  upon 
seeing"  me  at  the  time  and  place  agreed 
on."  The  3'oung-  men  then  rose,  and, 
courteously  bowing-  to  their  singular  ac- 
quaintance, quitted  the  room. — ''What 
is  the  matter  ?"  asked  Albert  of  Franz, 
when  they  had  returned  to  their  own 
apartments  ;  "  3'ou  seem  more  than  com- 
monly thoughtful." — "I  will  confess  to 
you,  Albert,"  replied  Franz,  "that  I  am 
deeply  puzzled  to  unravel  the  real  career 
of  this  strang-e  count ;  and  the  appoint- 
ment you  have  made  to  meet  him  in  Paris 
fills  me  with  a  thousand  apprehensions." 

"My  dear  fellow,"  exclaimed  Albert, 
•'  what  can  there  possibl}'^  be  in  that  to 
excite  uneasiness  ?  Why,  you  must  have 
lost  3'our  senses  to  imagine  either  harm  or 
danger  can  spring  from  it  !  " — "  Whether 
I  am  in  iwy  senses  or  not,"  answered 
Franz,  "  such  is  my  view  of  the  evil  effects 
that  may  arise  from  a  second  meeting 
with  this  incomprehensible  count,  that  I 
would  give  much  you  had  not  crossed  his 
path." 

"  Listen  to  me,  Franz,"  said  Albert  : 
"  I  am  not  sorry  that  our  present  conver- 
sation gives  me  an  opportunity  of  remark- 
ing to  you  how  much  I  have  been  struck 
with  the  difference  of  your  manner  toward 
the  count  to  that  with  which  you  treat 
your  friends  in  general ;  to  him  you  are 
frigid  and  polite,  while  to  myself,  for  in- 
stance, you  are  warm  and  cordial,  as  a 
friend  should  be.  Have  you  any  private 
reasons  for  so  acting  ?  " — "  Possibly." 

"  Did  you  ever  meet  him  previously  to 
coming  hither  ?  " — "  I  have." 

"And  where?" — "Will  you  promise 
me  not  to  repeat  a  single  word  of  what  I 
am  about  to  tell  you  ?  " — "  I  promise  you 
to  observe  tlKMil most  secrecy." 

"And  you  pledge  me  your  honor  that 
nothing  shall  induce  you  to  divulge  it?  " 

"  I  pledge  my  honor." — "  Then  listen  to 
me."  Franz  then  related  to  his  friend  the 
historj'^  of  his  excursion  to  the  isle  of 
Monte-Cristb,  and  of  liis  finding  a  party 
of  smugglers  there,  with  whom  were  two 


Corsican  bandits.  He  dwelt  with  con- 
siderable force  and  energy  on  the  almost 
magical  hospitality'  he  had  received  from 
the  count,  and  the  magnificence  of  his 
entertainment  in  the  grotto  of  the  Thou- 
sand  and  One  Nights.  He  recounted, 
with  circumstantial  exactitude,  all  par- 
ticulars of  the  supper  :  the  hatchis,  the 
statues,  the  dream,  and  reality,  and  how, 
at  his  awakening,  there  remained  no  proof 
or  trace  of  all  these  events,  save  the  small 
3'acht,  seen  in  the  distant  horizon  hasten- 
ing with  spread  sails  toward  Porto- 
Vecchio.  Then  he  detailed  the  conversa- 
tion overheard  by  him  at  the  Colosseum, 
between  the  mysterious  visitant  Vampa, 
in  which  the  count  had  promised  to  obtain 
the  release  of  the  bandit  Peppino  —  an 
engagement  which,  as  our  readers  are 
aware,  he  most  faithfully  fulfilled.  At 
last  he  arrived  at  the  adventure  of  the 
preceding  night,  and  the  embarrassment 
in  which  he  found  himself  placed  by  not 
having  sufficient  cash  to  complete  the  sum 
of  600  or  700  piastres,  with  the  circam- 
stance  of  his  having  applied  to  the  count 
to  furnish  the  mone^^  in  which  he  was  de- 
ficient— an  impulse  which  had  led  to  results 
so  picturesque  and  satisfactory.  Albert 
listened  with  the  most  profound  attention. 
"Well,"  said  he,  when  Franz  had  con- 
cluded, "  what  do  you  find  to  object  to  in 
all  you  have  related  ?  The  count  is  fond 
of  traveling,  and,  being  rich,  possesses  a 
vessel  of  his  own.  Go  but  to  Portsmouth 
or  Southampton,  and  you  will  find  the  har- 
bors crowded  with  the  yachts  belonging 
to  such  of  the  English  as  can  alTord  the 
expense,  and  have  the  same  liking  for  this 
amusement  as  your  mysterious  acquaint- 
ance of  the  isle  of  Monte-Cristo.  Now, 
by  way  of  having  a  resting-place  during 
his  excursions,  avoiding  the  wretched 
cookery  which  has  been  trying  its  best  to 
poison  me  during  the  last  four  months, 
while  you  have  manfully  resisted  its  effects 
for  as  many  years,  and  obtaining  a  bi'd' 
on  whidi  it  is  impossible  to  slumber, 
Monte-Cristo  has  furnished  for  himself  a 
temporary  abode  where;  you  first  found 
him  ;  but ,  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  the 
Tuscan  govcrmnent  taking  a  fancy  to  his 
enchanted  palace,  and  thereby  depriving- 
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liim  of  the  advantag'es  naturalUy  expected 
from  so  larg"e  an  outlay  of  capital,  he  has 
wisely  enoug'h  purchased  the  island,  and 
assumed  the  title  of  its  count.  Just  ask 
3^ourself,  my  g-ood  fellow,  whether  there 
are  not  many  persons  of  our  acquaintance 
who  assume  the  names  of  lands  and  prop- 
erties they  never  in  their  lives  w-ere  mas- 
ter of?"— ''But,"  said  Franz,  ''how  do 
.you  account  for  the  circumstance  of  the 
Corsican  bandits  being-  among-  the  crew 
of  his  vessel?  " 

"Wh}^,  really  the  thing-  seems  to  me 
simple  enough.  Nobod^^  knows  better 
than  yourself  that  the  bandits  of  Corsica 
are  not  rogues  or  thieves,  but  purely  and 
simply  fugitives,  driven  by  some  sinister 
motive  from  their  native  town  or  village, 
and  that  their  fellowship  involves  no  dis- 
grace or  stigma  ;  for  m}'  own  part,  I  pro- 
test that,  should  I  ever  visit  Corsica,  my 
first  visit,  ere  even  I  presented  myself  lo 
the  mayor  or  prefet,  should  be  to  the  ban- 
dits of  Colomba,  if  I  could  only  manage 
to  find  them ;  for,  on  my  conscience,  the}'^ 
are  a  race  of  men  I  admire  greatly." — 
"Still,"  persisted  Franz,  "  I  suppose  you 
will  allow  that  such  men  as  Vampa  and 
his  band  are  regular  villains,  who  have  no 
other  motive  than  plunder  when  they'seize 
your  person.  How  do  ,you  explain  the  in- 
fluence the  count  evidently  possessed  over 
those  ruffians  ?  " 

"  My  good  friend,  as  in  all  probability  I 
owe  my  present  safety  to  that  influence,  it 
would  ill  become  me  to  search  too  closely 
into  its  source  ;  therefore,  instead  of  con- 
demning him  for  his  intimacy  with  out- 
laws, you  must  give  me  leave  to  excuse 
any  little  irregularity  there  may  be  in  such 
a  connection  ;  not  altogether  for  preserv- 
ing- xny  life,  for  my  own  idea  was  that  it 
never  was  in  much  danger  ;  but  certainly 
for  saving  me  4,000  piastres,  which,  being- 
translated,  means  neither  more  nor  less 
than  24,000  livres  of  our  money — a  sum 
at  which,  most  assuredly,  I  should  never 
have  been  estimated  in  France  ;  proving 
most  indisputably,"  added  Albert,  with  a 
laugh,  "  that  no  prophet  is  honored  in  his 
own  country." — "Talking  of  countries," 
replied  Franz.  "  can  you  tell  me  what 
country  produced  this  mysterious  person. 


what  is  his  native  tongue,  his  means  of 
existence,  and  from  whence  does  he  derive 
his  immense  fortune,  and  what  were  those 
events  of  his  early  life — a  life  as  marvel- 
ous as  unknown — that  have  tinctured  his 
succeeding  3-ears  with  so  dark  and  gloomy 
a  misanthropy  ?  Certainly  these  are  ques- 
tions that,  in  your  place,  I  should  like  to 
have  answered." 

"  My  dear  Franz,"  replied  Albert, 
"  when,  upon  receipt  of  my  letter,  you 
found  the  necessity  of  asking  the  count's 
assistance,  you  promptly  went  to  him, 
saying,  'M3''  friend  Albert  de  Morcerf  is 
in  danger;  help  me  to  deliver  him.'  Was 
not  that  nearly  what  you  said  ?  " 

"It  was."— "Well,  then,  did  he  ask 
you,  '  Who  is  M.  Albert  de  Morcerf  ?  how 
does  he  come  by  his  name — his  fortune  ? 
what  are  his  means  of  existence  ?  what  is 
his  birthplace  ?  of  what  country  is  he  a 
native?'  Tell  me,  did  he  put  all  these 
questions  to  you  ?  " 

"  I  confess  he  asked  me  none." — "  No  ; 
he  merely  came  and  freed  me  from  the 
hands  of  Signor  Vampa,  where,  I  can  as- 
sure you,  spite  of  all  my  outward  appear- 
ance of  ease  and  unconcern,  I  did  not  very  • 
particularly  care  to  remain.  Now,  then, 
Franz,  when,  in  return  for  services  so 
promptly  and  unhesitatingly  rendered,  he 
but  asks  me  in  return  to  do  for  him  what 
is  done  dail}"  for  any  Russian  prince  or 
Italian  noble  who  may  pass  through  Paris 
— merely  to  introduce  him  into  society — 
would  3'ou  have  me  refuse  ?  My  g-ood  fel- 
low, 3'ou  must  have  lost  your  senses  to 
think  it  possible  I  could  act  with  such 
cold-blooded  policy."  And  this  time  it 
must  be  confessed  that,  in  direct  opposi- 
tion to  the  ordinary  discussions  between 
the  young-  men,  all  the  good  and  power- 
ful arguments  were  on  Albert's  side. — 
"  Well,"  said  Franz,  with  a  sigh,  "  do  as 
you  please,  my  dear  viscount,  for  your 
arguments  are  beyond  my  powere  of  ref- 
utation. Still,  in  spite  of  all,  you  must 
admit  that  this  Count  of  Monte-Cristo 
is  a  most  singular  pei'sonage." — "He  is 
a  philanthropist,"  answered  the  other; 
"  and  no  doubt  his  motive  in  visiting  Paris 
is  to  compote  for  the  Monthyon  prize, 
ijivtMi.  as  vou  an^  aware,  to  whoever  shall 
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be  proved  to  have  most  materially  ad- 
vanced the  interests  of  virtue  and  human- 
it3\  If  my  vote  and  interest  can  obtain  it 
for  him,  I  will  readily  give  him  the  one 
and  promise  the  other.  And  now,  my  dear 
Franz,  let  us  talk  of  something"  else. 
Come,  shall  we  take  our  luncheon,  and 
then  pay  a  last  visit  to  St.  Peter's  ?  " 
Franz  silently  assented  ;  and  the  follow'- 
ing"  afternoon,  at  half-past  five  o'clock, 
the  3"oung-  men  parted,  Albert  de  Morcerf 
to  return  to  Paris,  and  Franz  d'Epinay  to 
pass  a  fortnig-ht  at  Venice.  But,  ere  he 
entered  his  traveling  carriage,  Albert,  in 
the  fear  of  his  expected  guest  forgetting- 
the  engagement  he  had  entered  into, 
placed  in  the  care  of  the  Avaiter  of  the 
hotel  a  card  to  be  dehvered  to  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo,  on  which,  beneath  the 
name  of  Albert  de  Morcerf,  he  had  writ- 
ten in  pencil — "  27,  Rue  du  Helder,  on  the 
21st  May,  half-past  ten  a.m." 


CHAPTER   XXXIX. 

THE    GUESTS. 

In  the  house  in  the  Rue  du  Helder, 
where  Albert  had  invited  the  Count  of 
•  Monte-Cristo,  everj^thing  was  being-  pre- 
pared on  the  morning-  of  the  21st  of  Ma}' 
to  fulfill  the  engpagement.  Albert  de  Mor- 
cerf inhabited  a  pavilion  situated  at  the 
corner  of  a  large  court,  and  directlj'-  oppo- 
site another  building,  in  which  were  the 
servants'  apartments.  Two  windows  or\\y 
of  the  pavilion  faced  the  street ;  three 
other  windows  looked  into  the  court,  and 
two  at  the  back  into  the  g-arden.  Between 
the  court  and  the  g-arden,  built  in  the 
heavy  style  of  the  imperial  architecture, 
was  the  larg-e  and  fashionable  dwelling-  of 
the  Count  and  Countess  de  Morcerf.  A 
hig-h  wall  surrounded  the  whole  of  the 
hotel,  surmounted  at  intervals  by  vases 
filled  with  flowers,  and  broken  in  the  cen- 
ter by  a  larg-e  g-ato  of  gilt  iron,  which 
served  as  the  carriage  entrance.  A  small 
door,  close  to  the  lodge  of  the  concicrg-e, 
g-ave  ingress  and  egress  to  the  servants 
and  masters  wlien  they  were  on  foot. 

It  was  easy  to  discover  that  tiie  delicate 
care  of  a  mother,  unwilling  to  part  from 
her  son,  and  yet  aware  he  required  the 
full  exercise  of  his  liberty,  had  chost'ii  this 


habitation  for  Albert.  On  the  other  hand 
was  visible  the  intelligent  independence  of 
youth,  enchanted  with  the  free  and  idle 
life  of  a  young  man.  By  means  of  these 
two  windows,  looking  into  the  street,  Al- 
bert could  see  all  that  passed  ;  the  sight 
of  what  is  going  on  is  so  necessary  to 
3'oung  men,  who  wish  always  to  see  the 
world  traverse  their  horizon,  be  that  ho- 
rizon but  the  street  onl}'.  Then,  should 
anything  appear  to  merit  a  more  minute 
examination,  Albert  de  Morcerf  could  fol- 
low up  his  researches  b}'  means  of  a  small 
gate,  similar  to  that  close  to  the  con- 
cierge's door,  and  which  merits  a  particu- 
lar description.  It  was  a  little  entrance 
that  seemed  never  to  have  been  opened 
since  the  house  was  built,  so  entireh^  was 
it  covered  with  dust  and  dirt ;  but  the 
well-oiled  hinges  and  locks  announced  a 
frequent  and  m3\sterious  emploj^ment. 
This  door  laughed  at  the  concierge,  from 
whose  vigilance  and  jurisdiction  it  escaped, 
opening,  like  the  door  in  the  "  Arabian 
Nights,"  the  "  open  Sesame  "  of  Ali  Ba- 
ba,  by  a  cabalistic  word  or  a  concerted  tap 
without  from  the  sweetest  voices  or  whit- 
est fingers  in  the  world.  At  the  end  of  a 
long  corridor,  with  which  the  door  com- 
municated, and  which  formed  the  ante- 
chamber, was,  on  the  right,  Albert's 
breakfast-room,  looking  into  the  court, 
and  on  the  left  the  saloon,  looking  into 
the  garden.  Shrubs  and  creeping  plants 
covered  the  windows,  and  hid  from  the 
garden  and  court  these  two  apartments, 
the  onh'  rooms  into  which,  as  they  were 
on  the  ground-floor,  the  prying  eyes  of  the 
curious  could  penetrate. 

On  the  first  floor  were  the  same  rooms, 
with  the  addition  of  a  third,  formed  out 
of  the  antechamber  :  these  three  rooms 
were  a  salon,  a  boudoir,  and  a  bedroom. 
The  salon  downstairs  was  only  an 
Algerian  divan,  for  the  use  of  smokers. 
Tlie  boudoir  upstairs  communicated  with 
the  bedchamber  by  an  invisible  door  on 
the  staircase  ;  it  was  evident  every  pre- 
caution had  been  taken.  Above  this  floor 
was  a  large  atelier,  which  had  been  in- 
creased in  size  by  pulling  down  the  parti- 
tions :  a  iiandemonium,  in  whicli  the  artist 
and  the  dandy  strove  for  pre-eminence. 
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There  were  collected  and  piled  up  all 
Albert's  successive  caprices,  hunting- 
horns,  bass-viols,  flutes — a  whole  orches- 
tra, for  Albert  had  had  not  a  taste,  but  a 
fanc3'  for  music  ;  easels,  palettes,  brushes, 
pencils  —  for  music  had  been  succeeded 
by  painting- ;  foils,  boxing-gloves,  broad- 
swords, and  single-sticks— for,  following 
the  example  of  the  fashionable  young  men 
of  the  time,  Albert  de  Morcerf  cultivated, 
with  far  more  perseverance  than  music 
and  drawing,  the  three  arts  that  complete 
a  dandy's  education  —  i.e.,  fencing,  box- 
ing, and  single-stick  ;  and  it  was  in  this 
apartment  that  he  received  Grisier,  Cook 
and  Charles  Lecour.  The  rest  of  the 
furniture  of  this  privileged  apartment 
consisted  of  old  cabinets  of  the  time  of 
Francis  I.,  filled  with  China  and  Japan 
vases,  earthenware  from  Lucca  or  Robbia, 
plates  of  Bernard  de  Paliss}^ ;  of  old  arm- 
chairs, in  which  had  perhaps  reposed 
themselves  Henry  IV.  or  Sullj^,  Louis 
XIII.  or  Richelieu — for  two  of  these  arm- 
chairs, adorned  with  a  carved  shield,  on 
which  were  engraved  the  fleur-de-lis  of 
France  on  an  azure  field,  evidently  came 
from  the  Louvre,  or,  at  least,  some  royal 
residence.  On  these  dark  and  somber 
chairs  were  thrown  splendid  stuffs,  dj^ed 
beneath  Persia's  sun,  or  woven  b}'  the 
fingers  of  the  women  of  Calcutta,  or  of 
Chandernagor.  What  these  stuffs  did 
there,  it  was  impossible  to  sa^^ ;  tliej'' 
awaited,  while  gratifying  the  eyes,  a 
destination  unknown  to  tlieir  owner  him- 
self ;  in  the  meantime  they  filled  the  room 
with  their  golden  and  silUy  reflections. 
In  the  center  of  the  room  was  a  piano  in 
rosewood,  of  Roller  and  Blanchet,  of  small 
dimensions,  but  containing  an  orchestra 
in  its  narrow  and  sonorous  cavity,  and 
groaning  beneath  the  weight  of  the  chefs- 
d'oeuvre  of  Beethoven,  Weber,  Mozart, 
Haydn,  Gretry,  and  Porpora.  On  the 
walls,  over  the  doors,  on  the  ceiling,  were 
swords,  daggers,  Malay  creeses,  maces, 
battle-axes,  suits  of  armor,  gilded, 
damasked,  and  inlaid,  dried  plants,  miner- 
als, and  stuffed  birds,  opening  their  flame- 
colored  wings  as  if  for  flight,  and  their 
beaks  that  never  close.  This  was  the 
favorite  sitting-room  of  Albert 


However,  the  morning  of  the  appoint- 
ment, the  young  man  had  established 
himself  in  the  small  salon  downstairs. 
There,  on  a  table,  surrounded  at  some 
distance  \>y  a  large  and  luxurious  divan, 
every  species  of  tobacco  known,  from  the 
3^ellow  tobacco  of  Petersburg  to  the  black 
tobacco  of  Sinai,  the  Maryland,  the  Porto- 
Rico,  and  the  Latakieh,  was  exposed  in 
those  pots  of  crackled  earthenware  of 
which  the  Dutch  are  so  fond ;  beside 
them,  in  boxes  of  fragrant  wood,  were 
ranged,  according  to  their  size  and 
quality,  pueros,  regalias,  havannas,  and 
manillas ;  and,  in  an  open  cabinet,  a  col- 
lection of  German  pipes,  of  chibouques, 
with  their  amber  mouth-pieces  ornament- 
ed with  coral,  and  of  narguellahs,  with 
their  long  tubes  of  morocco,  awaited  the 
caprice  or  the  sympathy"  of  the  smokers. 
Albert  had  himself  presided  at  the  ar- 
rangement, or,  rather,  the  S3'mmetrical 
derangement  which,  after  coffee,  the 
guests  at  a  breakfast  of  modern  days  love 
to  contemplate  through  the  vapor  that 
escapes  from  their  mouth,  and  ascends  in 
long  and  fanciful  wreaths  to  the  ceiling. 
At  a  quarter  to  ten,  a  valet  entered  ;  he 
composed  with  a  little  groom  named 
John,  and  who  onl}'-  spoke  English,  all 
Albert's  establishment,  although  the  cook 
of  the  hotel  was  always  at  his  service, 
and  on  great  occasions  the  count's  chas- 
seur also.  This  valet,  whose  name  was 
Germain,  and  who  enjoyed  the  entire  con- 
fidence of  his  young  master,  held  in  one 
hand  a  number  of  papers,  and  in  the 
other  a  packet  of  letters,  which  he  gave 
to  Albert.  Albert  glanced  carelessly  at 
the  different  missives,  selected  two  w^ritten 
in  a  small  and  delicate  hand,  and  inclosed 
in  scented  envelopes,  opened  them,  and 
perused  their  contents  with  some  atten- 
tion. 

"  How  did  these  letters  come  ?'*  said  he. 

''One  by  the  post,  Madame  Danglai-s' 
footman  left  the  other." 

"Let  ^ladame  Danglars  know  thai  I 
accept  the  place  she  otfers  me  in  her  box. 
Wait;  then,  during  the  day,  tell  Rosa 
that  when  I  leave  the  opera  I  will  sup  with 
her,  as  slu^  wishes.  Take  hor  six  bottles 
of  difl'erent    wine  —  Cyprus,   sherry,  and 


240 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


Malag-a,  and  a  barrel  of  Ostend  oysters ; 
g-et  them  at  Borel's,  and  be  sure  you  say 
they  are  for  me." 

"At  what  o'clock,  sir,  do  you  break- 
fast ?  "— "  What  time  is  it  now  ?  " 

"  A  quarter  to  ten." 

"  Very  well,  at  half-past  ten,  Debray 
will,  perhaps,  be  obliged  to  go  to  the 
minister — and  besides"  (Albert  looked  at 
his  tablets),  "it  is  the  hour  I  told  the 
count,  21st  May,  at  half-past  ten  ;  and 
thoug-h  I  do  not  much  relj-  upon  his  prom- 
ise, I  wish  to  be  punctual.  Is  Madame  la 
Comtesse  up  3'et?" 

"  If  M.  leVicomte  wishes,  I  will  inquire." 

"  Yes ;  ask  her  for  one  of  her  liqueur 
cellarets,  mine  is  incomplete  ;  and  tell  her 
I  shall  have  the  honor  of  seeing-  her  about 
three  o'clock,  and  that  I  request  permis- 
sion to  introduce  some  one  to  her."  The 
valet  left  the  room.  Albert  threw  him- 
self on  the  divan,  tore  off  the  cover  of  two 
or  three  of  the  papers,  looked  at  the  pla}'- 
bills,  made  a  face  at  perceiving-  the3'  played 
an  opera,  and  not  a  ballet ;  hunted  vain- 
ly among-  the  advertisements  for  a  new 
tooth-powder  of  which  he  had  heard,  and 
threw  down,  one  after  the  other,  the  three 
leading-  papers  of  Paris,  muttering- : 

"  These  papers  become  more  and  more 
stupid  ever}'  daj'."  A  moment  after  a 
carriag-e  stopped  before  the  door,  and  the 
servant  announced  M.  Lucien  Debra}'.  A 
tall  young-  man,  with  lig-ht  hair,  clear 
g-ray  ej'es,  and  thin  and  compressed  lips, 
dressed  in  a  blue  coat  with  buttons  of 
g-old,  beautifully  carved,  a  white  neck- 
cloth, and  a  tortoiseshell  eyeg-lass,  sus- 
pended b}'  a  silken  thread,  and  which,  hy 
an  effort  of  the  superciliary  and  zyj^oma- 
tic  nerves,  he  fixed  in  his  eye,  entered, 
with  a  half-ofTicial  air,  without  smiling-  or 
speaking.  "  Good-morning,  Lucien  !  g-ood- 
morning- !  "  said  Albert;  "  3'our  punctu- 
ality really  alarms  me.  What  do  I  sa}'  ? 
punctuality  !  You,  whom  I  expected  last, 
3'ou  arrive  at  five  minutes  to  ten,  when 
the  time  fixed  was  half-past !  Have 
ministers  resigned." 

"No,  my  dear  fellow,"  returned  the 
young-  man,  seating-  himself  on  the  divan  ; 
"  reassure  3'ourself ;  we  are  tottering-  al- 
ways, but  we  never  fall ;  and  I  begin  to 


believe  that  we  shall  pass  into  a  state  of 
immobility,  and  then  the  affairs  of  the 
Peninsula  will  completely  consolidate  us." 

"  Ah,  true  !  you  drive  Don  Carlos  out 
of  Spain." — "No,  no,  my  dear  fellow,  do 
not  confound  our  plans.  We  take  him  to 
the  other  side  of  the  French  frontier,  and 
offer  him  hospitalit\'  at  Bourg-es." 

"At  Bourg-es?" — "Yes,  he  has  not 
much  to  complain  of ;  Bourges  is  the 
capital  of  Charles  VII.  Do  you  not  know 
that  all  Paris  knew  it  yesterday,  and  the 
day  before  it  had  already  transpired  on 
the  Bourse,  and  M.  Danglars  (I  do  not 
know  by  what  means  that  man  contrives 
to  obtain  intellig-ence  as  soon  as  we  do), 
made  a  million  ($200,000)  !  " 

"And  3"ou  another  order,  for  I  see  you 
have  a  blue  ribbon  at  your  button-hole." 

"Yes;  they  sent  me  the  order  of 
Charles  III.,"  returned  Debray,  care- 
lessly. 

"Come,  do  not  affect  indifference,  but 
confess  3'ou  were  pleased  to  have  it." — 
"  Oh,  it  is  very  well  as  a  finish  to  the  toi- 
let. It  looks  ver}'  neat  on  a  black  coat 
buttoned  up." 

"  And  makes  you  resemble  the  Prince  of 
Wales  or  the  Duke  de  Reichstadt." — '•  It 
is  for  that  reason  3'ou  see  me  so  early." 

"  Because  you  have  the  order  of  Charles 
III.,  and  you  wish  to  announce  the  g-ood 
news  to  me?" — "No,  because  I  passed 
the  nig-ht  writing  letters — five-and-twenty 
dispatches.  I  returned  home  at  daybreak, 
and  strove  to  sleep;  but  my  liead  ached, 
and  I  g-ot  up  to  have  a  ride  for  an  hour. 
At  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  ennui  and  hun- 
g-er  attacked  me  at  once — two  enemies 
who  rarely  accompany  each  other,  and 
who  are  yet  leag-ued  ag-ainst  me,  a  sort  of 
Carlo-republican  alliance.  I  then  recol- 
lected 3'ou  g-ave  a  breakfast  this  morning, 
and  here  I  am.  I  am  hungiy,  feed  me; 
I  am  bored,  amuse  me." 

"It  is  my  duty  as  your  host,"  returned 
Albert,  ringing-  the  bell,  while  Lucien 
turned  over,  with  his  gold-mounted  cane, 
the  pap(M's  that  laj'  on  the  table.  "Ger- 
main, a  glass  of  sherr\'  and  a  biscuit.  In 
the  meantime,  my  dear  Lucien,  here  are 
cig-ars — contraband,  of  course — try  them, 
and  persuade  the  minister  to  sell  us  such 
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instead  of  poisoning-  us  with  cabbage- 
leaves."— "  i^es^e/  I  Avill  do  nothing  of 
the  kind;  the  moment  they  come  from  gov- 
ernment you  would  find  them  execrable. 
— Besides,  that  does  not  concern  the  home 
but  the  financial  department.  Address 
yourself  to  M.  Humann,  section  of  the  in- 
direct contributions.  Corridor  A,  No.  26." 

"On  my  word,"  said  Albert,  "you  as- 
tonish me  by  the  extent  of  your  acquaint- 
ance. Take  a  cigar." — •'  Really,  my  dear 
count,"  replied  Lucien,  lighting  a  manilla 
at  a  rose-colored  taper  that  burned  in  a 
stand  beautifully  enameled — "how  happy 
you  are  to  have  nothing  to  do  :  3'ou  do 
not  know  your  own  good  fortune  I" 

''And  what  would  you  do,  my  dear  di- 
plomatist," replied  Morcerf,  with  a  slight 
degree  of  irony  in  his  voice,  "  if  you  did 
nothing  ?  What  !  private  secretary  to  a 
minister,  plunged  at  once  into  European 
cabals  and  Parisian  intrigues ;  having 
kings,  and,  better  still,  queens,  to  protect, 
parties  to  unite,  elections  to  direct ;  mak- 
ing more  use  of  your  cabinet  with  your 
pen  and  your  telegraph  than  Napoleon  did 
of  his  battlefields  with  his  sword  and  his 
victories;  possessing  five-and-twenty  thou- 
sand francs  a  year,  besides  your  place  ;  a 
horse,  for  which  Chateau  Renaud  offered 
you  four  hundred  louis,  and  which  3'ou 
would  not  part  with ;  a  tailor  who  never 
disappoints  you ;  with  the  opera,  the 
jockey-club,  and  other  varieties,  can  ^'ou 
not  amuse  yourself  ?  Well,  I  will  amuse 
you."  —  "How?"^^ — '^  B.y  introducing  to 
you  a  new  acquaintance." 

"  A  man  or  a  woman  ?" — "  A  man." 

"  I  know  so  many  alread3\"— "But  you 
do  not  know  this  man." 

"Where  does  he  come  from — the  end  of 
the  world  ?"— "  Farther  still,  perhaps." 

"  The  devil !  I  hope  he  does  not  bring 
our  breakfast  with  him." 

"  Oh,  no  ;  our  breakfast  comes  from  my 
father's  kitchen.     Are  you  hungry  ?" 

"Humiliating  as  such  a  confession  is,  I 
am.  But  I  dined  at  M.  de  Villofort's,  and 
lawyers  always  give  you  very  bad  dinners. 
You  would  think  they  felt  some  remorse  ; 
did  you  ever  remark  that  ?'* 

"  Ah  !  depreciate  other  persons'  dinnors  ; 
you  ministers  give  such  splendid  ones." 


"Yes;  but  we  do  not  invite  people  of 
fashion.  If  we  were  not  forced  to  enter- 
tain a  parcel  of  countiy  boobies  because 
they  think  and  vote  with  us,  we  should 
never  dream  of  dining  at  home,  I  assure 
you." 

"  Well,  take  another  glass  of  sherry 
and  another  biscuit." 

"  Willingly.  Your  Spanish  wine  is  ex- 
cellent. You  see  we  were  quite  right  to 
pacify  that  country." 

"Yes;  but  Don  Carlos?" 

"  Well,  Don  Carlos  will  drink  Bordeaux, 
and  in  ten  years  we  will  marry  his  son  to 
the  little  queen." 

"You  Avill  then  obtain  the  Golden 
Fleece,  if  3'ou  are  still  in  the  ministry." 

"  I  think,  Albert,  3'ou  have  adopted  the 
system  of  feeding-  me  on  smoke  this  morn- 
ing." 

"  Well,  3'ou  must  allow  it  is  the  best 
thing  for  the  stomach  :  but  I  hear  Beau- 
champ  in  the  next  room  ;  3'ou  can  dispute 
together,  and  that  will  pass  awuN'  the 
time."  — "About  what ?"—"' About  the 
papers." 

"  M3'^  dear  friend,"  said  Lucien,  with  an 
air  of  sovereign  contempt,  "  do  I  ever  read 
the  papers  ?" 

"  Then  3'ou  will  dispute  the  more." 

"  M.  Beauchamp,"  announced  the  ser- 
vant. "Enter,  enter,"  said  Albert,  rising 
and  advancing  to  meet  the  3'oung  man. 
"  Here  is  Debra3%  who  detests  3'ou  with- 
out reading  3'ou,  so  he  sa3'S.'' 

"He  is  quite  right,"  returned  Beau- 
champ  ;  "  fori  criticise  him  without  know- 
ing what  he  does.  Good-da3',  com- 
mander !" 

"  Ah  !  you  know  that  alread\',"  said  tlie 
private  secretar3',  smiling  and  shaking 
hands  with  him. 

"  Pardieu  /" — "  And  what  do  the\'  saj* 
of  it  in  the  world?" 

"  In  which  world  ?  we  have  so  man\' 
worlds  in  the  3'ear  of  grace  1S38." 

"  In  the  entire  political  world,  of  which 
3^ou  are  one  of  tlie  leaders." 

"  They  say  that  it  is  quite  fair  ;  and  that 
vou  sow  so  much  red,  that  .von  must  reap 
a  lit  lie  blue."—"  Conio.  come  !  that  is  not 
bad  I"  said  Lucien.  "Why  3'ou  do  not 
join   our   part\-,    my   dear    Beauchamp  ? 


242 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDBE    DUMAS. 


With  your  talents  3'ou  would  make  your 
fortune  in  three  or  four  years.'' 

"  I  only  await  one  thing-  before  follow- 
ing-3'our  advice;  that  is,  a  minister  who 
will  hold  office  for  six  months.  My  dear 
Albert,  one  word  ;  for  I  must  get  poor 
Lucien  a  respite.  Do  we  breakfast  or 
dine  ?  I  must  g-o  to  the  Chamber,  for  our 
life  is  not  an  idle  one," 

''You  only  breakfast  :  I  await  two  per- 
sons :  and  the  instant  they  arrive  we  shall 
sit  down  to  table." 


CHAPTER  XL. 

THE     BREAKFAST. 

''And  what  sort  of  persons  do  you  ex- 
pect to  breakfast  ?"  said  Beauchamp. 

"A  gentleman  and  a  diplomatist." 

"  Then  we  shall  have  to  wait  two  hours 
for  the  gentleman,  and  three  for  the  diplo- 
matist. I  shall  come  back  to  dessert ; 
keep  me  some  strawberries,  coffee,  and 
cig"ars.  I  shall  take  a  cutlet  on  my  way 
to  the  Chamber." — "  Do  not  do  anything- 
of  the  sort ;  for  were  the  g-entleman  a 
Montmorenc}',  and  the  diplomatist  a  Met- 
ternich,  Ave  will  breai\fast  at  eleven ;  in 
the  meantime,  follow  Debraj^'s  example, 
and  take  a  glass  of  sherry  and  a  biscuit." 

"  Be  it  so  ;  I  will  stay  ;  I  must  do  some- 
thing to  distract  my  thoughts." 

"  You  are  like  Debraj^ ;  and  yet  it  seems 
to  me  that  when  the  minister  is  out  of 
spirits,  the  opposition  ought  to  be  J03'- 
ous." 

"  Ah,  you  do  not  know  with  \vhat  I  am 
threatened.  I  shall  hear  this  morning 
M.  Danglars  make  a  speech  at  the  Cham- 
ber of  Deputies ;  and  at  his  wife's  this 
evening  I  shall  hear  the  tragedy  of  a  jiecr 
of  France.  The  devil  take  the  const  itu- 
tional  government  I  and  since  we  had  our 
choice,  as  they  saj',  at  least,  how  could  we 
choose  that  ?" 

"I  understand  ;  you  must  lay  in  a  stock 
of  hilarity." — "Do  not  nm  down  M.  Dan- 
glars' speeches,"  said  Dehray  ;  "  he  votes 
for  you,  for  he  belongs  to  the  opposition." 

"  Pardieu  !  that  is  exactly  tlie  worst  of 
all  :  I  am  waiting  until  you  send  him  to 
speak  at  the  Luxembourg,  to  laugh  at  my 
ease." 

^' My  dear  friend,"  said  Albert  to  Beau- 


champ,  "it  is  plain  the  affairs  of  Spain 
are  settled,  for  you  are  most  desperately 
out  of  humor  this  morning.  Recollect 
that  Parisian  gossip  has  spoken  of  a  mar- 
riage between  mj^self  and  Mile.  Eugenie 
Danglars;  I  cannot,  in  conscience,  there- 
fore, let  you  run  down  the  speeches  of  a 
man  who  will  one  day  say  to  me,  '  M.  le 
Vicomte,  you  know  I  give  my  daughter 
eighty  thousand  pounds.'  " 

"Ah,  this  marriage  will  never  take 
place,"  said  Beauchamp.  "  The  king  has 
made  him  a  baron,  and  can  make  him  a 
peer,  but  he  cannot  make  him  a  gentle- 
man ;  and  the  Count  de  Morcerf  is  too 
aristocratic  to  consent,  for  the  paltry  sum 
of  eight}^  thousand  pounds,  to  a  mesalli- 
ance. The  Viscount  de  Morcerf  can  onh' 
wed  a  marchioness." 

"  But  eighty  thousand  pounds  is  a  nice 
little  sum,"  replied  Morcerf. 

"  It  is  the  social  capital  of  a  theater  on 
the  boulevard,  or  a  railroad  from  the  Jar- 
din  des  Plantes  to  la  Rapee." 

"  Never  mind  what  he  says,  Morcerf,'^ 
said  Debray,  "  do  you  marry  her.  You 
marry  a  ticket  of  a  money-bag,  it  is  true; 
well,  but  what  does  that  matter?  It  is 
better  to  have  a  blazon  less  and  a  figure 
more  on  it.  You  have  seven  martlets  on 
3"our  arms  :  give  three  to  yonr  wife,  and 
3'ou  will  still  have  four;  that  is  one  more 
than  M.  de  Guise  had,  who  so  nearly  be- 
came king  of  France,  and  whose  cousin 
was  emperor  of  Germany." 

"On  my  word,  I  think  you  are  right, 
Lucien,"  said  Albeit,  absentlj'. 

"To  be  sure  ;  besides,  every  millionaire 
is  as  noble  as  a  bastard — that  is,  he  can 
be." — "Do  not  say  that,  Debray,"  re- 
turned Beauchamp,  laughing,  "for  heie 
is  Chauteau-Renaud,  who  to  cure  you  of 
your  mania  for  paradoxes,  will  pass  the 
sword  of  Renaud  de  Montauban,  liis  an 
cestor,  tlii'ough  your  body." 

.  "He  will  sully  it  then,"  returned  Lucien; 
"  for  I  am  low — very  low." 

'*  Oh,  heavens!  "  cried  Beauchamp,  "tlic 
minister  quotes  Bcranger  ;  wliat  shall  we 
come  to  next?"— "M.  da  Chateau-Re- 
naud  !  ^L  Maximilian  ]\[orrel  I  "  said  the 
servant,  announeing  two  fresh  guests. 

"Now,  tiien,  to  breakfast,"  said  Beau- 
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champ  ;  ''for,  if  I  remember,  you  told  me 
you  only  expected  two  persons,  Albert." 

"Morrel!"  muttered  Albert — "  Mor- 
rel !  who  is  he  ?  "  But  before  he  had  fin- 
ished, M.  de  Chateau-Renaud,  a  handsome 
young-  man  of  thirt}',  g-entleman  all  over, 
that  is,  with  the  figure  of  a  Guiche  and 
the  wit  of  a  Montemart,  took  Albert's 
hand.  ''My  dear  Albert,"  said  he,  "  let 
me  introduce  j^ou  to  M.  Maximilian  Mor- 
rel,  captain  of  Spahis,  m}^  friend ;  and 
what  is  more — however  the  man  speaks 
lor  himself — my  preserver.  Salute  my 
hero,  viscount."  And  he  stepped  on  one 
side,  exhibiting-  the  larg-e  and  open  brow, 
the  piercing-  eyes,  and  black  mustaclie  of 
the  fine  and  noble  young-  man  whom  our 
i-eaders  have  alread3'  seen  at  Marseilles, 
under  circumstances  sufRcientl}'-  dramatic 
not  to  be  forg-otten.  A  rich  uniform,  half 
French,  half  Oriental,  set  off  his  broad 
chest,  decorated  with  the  order  of  the  Le- 
g-ion of  Honor,  and  his  g-raceful  and  stal- 
wart figure.  The  young  officer  bowed 
with  easj''  and  elegant  politeness.  "  Mon- 
sieur," said  Albert,  with  affectionate  cour- 
tesy, "  M.  le  Comte  de  Chateau-Renaud 
knew  how  much  pleasure  this  introduction 
would  give  me;  3'OU  are  his  friend,  be 
ours  also." 

"  Well  said  !  "  interrupted  Chateau-Re- 
naud ;  '•'  and  pray  that,  if  you  should  ever 
be  in  a  similar  predicament,  he  may  do  as 
much  for  you  as  he  did  for  me." 

»"  What  has  he  done  ?  "  asked  Albert. 
"Oh!  nothing  worth  speaking  of," 
said  Morrel;  "M.  de  Chateau-Renaud  ex- 
aggerates."— "  Not  worth  speaking  of?  " 
cried  Chateau-Renaud  ;  "  life  is  not  worth 
speaking  of  ! — that  is  rather  too  philo- 
sophical, on  my  word,  Morrel.  It  is  ver^' 
well  for  you,  who  risk  your  life  everyday; 
but  for  me,  who  onl}-^  did  so  once — " 

"  What  is  evident  in  all  this,  baron,  is 
ihat  M.  le  Capitaine  Morrel  saved  your 
life."— "  Exactly  so." 

"  On  what  occasion  ?  "  asked  Beau- 
champ. 

'-  Boauchamp,  my  good  follow,  you  know 
I  am  starving,"  said  Debray  :  "do  not 
set  him  off  on  some  long  story." 

"  Well,  I  do  not  prevent  your  sitting 
down    to     table,"    repliod     BoauohaniM  : 


"  Chateau-Renaud   can  tell   us  while  we 
eat  our  breakfast." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Morcerf,  "  it  is  oidy 
a  quarter-past  ten,  and  I  expect  some  one 
else." — "Ah,  true  !  a  diplomatist!"  ob- 
served Debra3'. 

"  I  know  not  whether  he  be  or  not ;  I 
only  know  that  I  gave  him  a  mission 
which  he  terminated  so  entirely  to  m^-  sat- 
isfaction that  had  1  been  king  I  should 
have  instantly  created  him  knight  of  all 
m,y  orders,  even  had  I  been  able  to  offer 
him  the  Golden  Fleece  and  the  Garter." 

'*  Well,  since  we  are  not  to  sit  down  to 
table,"  said  Debra3',  "  take  a  glass  of 
sherr\-,  and  tell  us  all  about  it." 

"  You  all  know  that  I  had  the  fanc3^  of 
going-  to  Africa." 

"It  is  a  road  3-our  ancestors  have 
traced  for  3'ou,"  said  Albert,  gallanth'. 

"Yes,  but  I  doubt  that  3'our  object  was 
like  theirs — to  rescue  the  H0I3'  Sepulcher." 

"  You  are  quite  right,  Beauchamp," 
observed  the  3'oung  aristocrat.  "It  was 
onl3'  to  fight  as  an  amateur.  I  cannot 
bear  dueling  ever  since  two  seconds, 
whom  I  had  chosen  to  accommodate  a 
quarrel,  forced  me  to  break  the  arm  of 
one  of  m3"  best  friends,  one  whom  j'ou  all 
know — poor  Franz  d'Epina3'." 

"Ah,  true  !"  said  Debra3',  'M'ou  did 
fight  some  time  ago  : — about  what  ?  " 

"  The  devil  take  me,  if  I  remember  I  "* 
returned  Chateau-Renaud.  "  But  I  recol- 
lect perfectlv  one  thing:  that,  being  un- 
willing to  let  such  talents  as  mine  sleep,  I 
wished  to  trv  upon  the  Arabs  the  new  pis- 
tols that  had  been  given  to  me.  In  conse- 
quence I  embarked  for  Ornn.  and  went 
from  thence  to  Constantine,  where  I  ar- 
rived just  in  time  to  witness  the  raising  of 
the  siege.  I  retreated  with  the  rest,  dur- 
ing eight-and-fortv  hours.  I  supported 
the  rain  during  the  da3'and  the  cold  during 
the  night  tolerably  well,  but  the  third 
morning  mv  horse  died  of  cold.  Poor 
brute  !  accustomed  to  be  covered  up  and 
to  have  a  stove  in  the  stable,  the  Arabian 
finds  himself  unable  to  bear  ten  degrees 
of  cold  in  Arabia."— '•  Tliat's  why  you 
want  to  purchase  niv  Englisli  hoiNe,"  said 
DebraA' ;  "you  think  he  will  support  the 
colli  better." 
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"  You  are  mistaken,  for  I  have  made  a 
vow  never  to  return  to  Africa.*' 

'•You  were  very  much  frightened  then  ?" 
asked  Beauchamp. 

"  I  confess  it ;  and  I  had  good  reason  to 
be  so/'  replied  Chateau-Renaud.  "  I  was 
retreating  on  foot,  for  my  horse  was  dead. 
Six  Arabs  came  up,  full  gallop,  to  cut  off 
my  head.  I  shot  two  with  m3^  double- 
barreled  gun,  and  two  more  with  my  pis- 
tols, but  I  was  then  disarmed,  and  two 
were  still  left ;  one  seized  me  by  the  hair 
(that  is  why  I  now  wear  it  so  short,  for 
no  one  knows  what  may  happen),  the  other 
encircled  my  neck  with  the  yataghan,  when 
this  gentleman  whom  j'ou  see  here  charged 
them,  shot  the  one  who  held  me  b^^  the  hair 
with  a  pistol,  and  cleft  the  skull  of  the 
other  with  his  saber.  He  had  assigned 
himself  the  task  of  saving  the  life  of  a  man 
that  day  ;  chance  caused  that  man  to  be 
mj'^self.  When  I  am  rich  I  will  order  a 
statue  of  Chance  from  Klugmann  or  Maro- 
chetti." 

''Yes,"  said  Morrel,  smiling,  "it  was 
the  5th  of  September,  the  anniversary  of 
the  day  on  which  mj^  father  was  mirac- 
ulously' preserved  ;  therefore,  as  far  as  it 
lies  in  my  power,  I  endeavor  to  celebrate 
it  b^'  some — " 

"Heroic  action,"  interrupted  Chateau- 
Renaud.  "  I  was  chosen.  But  this  is  not 
all :  after  rescuing  me  from  the  sword,  he 
rescued  me  from  the  cold,  not  by  sharing 
liis  cloak  with  me,  like  St.  Martin,  but  by 
giving  it  me  all ;  then  from  hunger  b}' 
sharing  with  me — guess  what  ?  " 

"A  Strasbourg  pie?"  asked  Beau- 
champ. 

"  No,  his  horse  ;  of  which  we  each  of 
us  ate  a  slice  with  a  heartj'  appetite.  It 
was  very  hard." 

"The  horse  ?  "  said  Morcerf,  kiugliing. 

"No,  the  sacrifice,"  returned  Chateau- 
Renaud  ;  "  ask  Dobray  if  he  would  sacri- 
fice his  English  steed  for  a  stranger  ?  " — 
"  Not  for  a. stranger,"  said  Debray,  "  but 
for  a  friend  1  might,  perhaps." 

"  I  divined  that  you  would  become  mine, 
M.  Ic  Comte,"  replied  Morrel  ;  "  besides, 
as  I  had  the  lio!ior  to  tell  you,  lieroism  or 
not,  sacrifi.ce  or  not,  that  day  I  owed  an 
otTering  to  bad  fortune  in  recompense  for 


the  favors  good  fortune  had  on  other  days 
granted  to  us." 

"  The  history  to  which  M.  Morrel  al- 
ludes," continued  Chateau-Renaud,  "is 
an  admirable  one,  which  he  will  tell  you 
some  day  when  a'ou  are  better  acquainted 
with  him ;  to-day  let  us  fill  our  stomachs, 
and  not  our  memories.  What  time  do  you 
breakfast,  Albert?"— "At  half-past  ten." 

"Precisely?"  asked  Debray,  taking 
out  his  watch. 

"  Oh  I  you  will  give  me  five  minutes' 
grace,"  replied  Morcerf,  "  foi- 1  also  expect 
a  preserver." — "  Of  whom  ?  " 

"  Of  myself,"  cried  Morcerf ;  " parhleu  ! 
do  3'ou  think  I  cannot  be  saved  as  well  as 
an}'  one  else,  and  that  there  are  only 
Arabs  who  cut  off  heads  ?  Our  breakfast 
is  a  philanthropic  one,  and  we  shall  have 
at  table — at  least,  I  hope  so — two  bene- 
factors of  humanity." 

"What  shall  we  do?"  said  Debray; 
"we  have  only  one  Monthy on  prize." 

"  Well,  it  will  be  given  to  some  one  who 
has  done  nothing  to  deserve  it,"  said 
Beauchamp  ;  "  that  is  the  way  the  Acad- 
emy mostly  escapes  from  the  dilemma." — 
"And  where  does  he  come  from  ?  "  asked 
Debra}'.  "  You  have  already  answered 
the  question  once,  but  so  vaguely,  that  I 
venture  to  put  it  a  second  time." 

"  Really,"  said  Albert,  "  I  do  not  know  ; 
when  I  invited  him  three  months  ago,  he 
was  then  at  Rome,  but  since  that  time, 
who  knows  where  he  ma\'  have  gone  ?  " 

"  And  you  think  him  capable  of  being 
exact  ?  "  demanded  Debray. 

"  I  think  him  capable  of  everything." 

"  Well,  with  the  five  minutes'  grace,  we 
have  only  ten  left." 

"  I  will  profit  by  them  to  tell  you  some- 
thing about  m3'  guest.'' 

"I  beg  pardon!"  inteirupted  Beau- 
champ ;  "  are  there  an}-  materials  for  an 
article  in  what  you  are  going  to  tell  us  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  for  a  most  curious  one." — 
"  Go  on,  then,  for  I  .see  I  sliall  not  get  to 
the  Chamber  this  morning,  and  I  must 
make  up  for  it." 

"  I  was  at  Rome  the  last  Carnival." 

"  We  know  that,"  said  Beauchamp. 

"  Yes.  but  what  you  do  not  know  is  that 
I  was  caniccl  off  l>v  bandits." 
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"There  are  no  bandits,"  cried  Debra^'. 

"  Yes  there  are,  and  most  hideous,  or 
rather  most  admirable  ones,  for  I  found 
them  ug-l^^  enoug-b  to  frig-hten  me." — 
"Come,  my  dear  Albert,"  said  Debraj-, 
"confess  that  your  cook  is  behind-hand, 
that  the  o^^sters  have  not  arrived  from 
Ostend  or  Marennes,  and  that,  like  Mad- 
ame de  Maintenon,  you  are  g'oing-  to  re- 
place the  dish  hy  a  story.  Saj^  so  at  once; 
we  are  sufficiently  well-bred  to  excuse  you, 
and  to  listen  to  your  history,  fabulous  as 
it  promises  to  be." 

"  And  I  say  to  j^ou,  fabulous  as  it  may 
seem,  I  tell  it  as  a  true  one  from  begin- 
ning' to  end.  The  brig-ands  had  carried 
me  off,  and  conducted  me  to  a  most 
g-loomy  spot,  called  the  Catacombs  of 
Saint  Sebastian." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Chateau-Renaud  ;  "  I 
narrowly  escaped  catching"  a  fever  there." 

"And  I  did  more  than  that,"  replied 
Morcerf,  "  for  I  caug-ht  one.  I  was  in- 
formed I  was  a  prisoner  until  I  paid  the 
sura  of  4,000  Roman  crowns — about  24,000 
francs  ($4,800).  Unfortunately^,  I  had  not 
above  1,500.  I  was  at  the  end  of  my 
journey  and  of  my  credit.  I  wrote  to 
Franz — and  were  he  here  he  would  con- 
firm every  word — I  wrote  then  to  Franz 
that  if  he  did  not  come  with  the  four 
thousand  crowns  before  six,  at  ten  minutes 
past  I  should  have  g"one  to  join  the  blessed 
saints  and  glorious  martyrs,  in  whose 
company  I  had  the  honor  of  being- ;  and 
Signor  Luigi  Vampa,  such  was  the  name 
of  the  chief  of  these  bandits,  would  have 
scrupulously'  kept  his  word." 

"But  Franz  did  come  with  the  four 
thousand  crowns,"  said  Chateau-Ronaud. 
"A  man  whose  name  is  Franz  d'Epinay 
or  Albert  de  Morcerf  has  not  much  diffi- 
culty in  procuring  them." — "  No,  lie  ar- 
rived accompanied  simph'  by  the  guest  I 
am  going  to  present  to  you." 

'•  Ah  1  this  gentleman  is  a  Hercules  kill- 
ing Cacus,  a  Perseus  freeing  Andro- 
meda !  " 

"  No,  he  is  a  man  about  my  own  size." 

1"  Armed  to  the  teeth  ?  " 
"  He  had  not  even  a  knitting-needle." 
"  But  he  paid  vour  ransom  ?  " 


was  free." — "  And  they  apologized  to  him 
for  having  carried  you  off?"  said  Beau- 
champ. — "Just  so." 

"  Why,    he  is  a  second  Ariosto." 

"No,  his  name  is  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo." — "  There  is  not  a  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo,"  said  Debray. 

"I  do  not  think  so,"  added  Chateau- 
Renaud,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  knows 
the  whole  of  the  European  nobility  per- 
fectly. 

"Does  an}^  one  know  anj'^thing  of  a. 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  ?  " 

"  He  comes  possibl}'  from  the  Holy 
Land,  and  one  of  his  ancestors  possessed 
Calvar}',  as  the  Montemarts  did  the  Dead 
Sea." 

"I  think  I  can  assist  your  researches," 
said  Maximilian.  "  Monte-Cristo  is  a  little 
island  I  have  often  heard  spoken  of  by  the 
old  sailors  my  father  employed — a  grain 
of  sand  in  tlie  center  of  the  Mediterranean, 
an  atom  in  the  infinite." — "Precisely  1'* 
cried  Albert.  "  Well,  he  of  whom  I  speak 
is  the  lord  and  master  of  this  grain  of 
sand,  of  this  atom  ;  he  has  purchased  the 
title  of  count  somewhere  in  Tuscany." 

"He  is  rich,  then?" — "I  believe  so.'* 

"  But  that  ought  to  be  visible." 

"That  is  what  deceives  you,  Debray." 

"  I  do  not  understand  3'ou." 

"  Have  you  read  the  'Arabian  Nights?'  " 

"What  a  question  !  " — "Well,  do  you 
know  if  the  persons  you  see  there  are  rich 
or  poor,  if  their  sacks  of  wheat  are  not 
rubies  or  diamonds  ?  Tliey  seem  like  poor 
fishermen,  and  suddenly  they  open  some 
mj^sterious  cavern  filled  witli  the  wealth 
of  the  Indies." — "Afterwards?" 

"  My  Count  of  ^Monte-Cristo  is  one  of 
those  fishermen.  He  has  even  a  name 
taken  f  i-om  the  book,  since  he  calls  him- 
self Sinbad  the  Sailor,  and  has  a  cave 
filled  with  gold." 

"And  you  have  seen  this  cavern.  Mor- 
cerf?" asked  Beauchamp. 

"No,  but  Franz  has  :  for  Heaven's  sake. 
not  a  word  of  this  before  him.  Franz  went 
in  with  his  eyes  blindfolded,  and  was 
served  by  mutes  and  women  to  whom 
Cleopatra  was  nothing.  Only  he  is  not 
quite  sure  about  the  women,  for  they  did 
not  come  in  until  after  he  had  taken  some 
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hatchiS;  so  that  what  he  took  for  women 
might  have  been  simply  a  row  of  stat- 
ues." 

•  The  two  young  men  looked  at  Morcerf 
as  if  to  say — 

"  Are  .you  mad,  or  are  you  laughing 
at  us  ?  " — "And  I  also,"  said  Morrel, 
thoughtfully,  "■  have  heard  something  like 
this  from  an  old  sailor  named  Penelon." 

'•'  Ah  !  "  cried  Albert,  "  it  is  very  lucky 
that  M.  Morrel  comes  to  aid  me ;  you  are 
vexed,  are  j'ou  not,  that  he  thus  gives  a 
clew  to  the  labyrinth  ?  " 

''  My  dear  Albert,"  said  Debray,  ''what 
you  tell  us  is  so  extraordinary." 

"  Ah  !  because  j'our  ambassadors  and 
your  consuls  do  not  tell  .you  of  them — the^^ 
have  no  time.  The}""  must  not  mol.est 
their  countrymen  who  travel." — ''Now 
you  get  angry  and  attack  our  poor  agents. 
How  will  3"ou  have  them  protect  you  ? 
The  Chamber  cuts  down  their  salaries 
every  daj',  so  that  now  they  have  scarcely' 
an3\  Will  you  be  ambassador,  Albert  ? 
I  will  send  3'ou  to  Constantinople." 

"No,  lest  on  the  first  demonstration 
I  make  in  favor  of  Mehemet  Ali,  the  sul- 
tan send  me  the  bowstring,  and  make  m}' 
secretaries  strangle  me." 

"There,  now!"  said  Debray. — "Yes, 
but  this  does  not  prevent  the  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo  from  existing." 

"  Pardieu  f  every  one  exists." 

"Doubtless,  but  not  in  the  same  way  : 
ever}'  one  has  not  black  slaves,  superb 
galleys,  arms  like  those  at  La  Casauba, 
Arabian  horses,  and  Greek  mistresses." 

"  Have  3'ou  seen  his  Greek  ?  " 

"I  have  both  seen  and  heard  her.  I 
saw  her  at  the  theater,  and  heard  her  one 
morning  when  I  breakfasted  with  the 
count."— "He  eats,  then  ?  "—"Yes;  but 
so  little,  it  can  hardly  be  called  eating." 

"He  must  be  a   vampire.'— "Laugh, 

if  you  will  ;  the  Countess  G ,  who  had 

known  Lor-d  Ruthven,  declared  the  count 
was  a  vampin\" 

"  Ah,  capital  !"  said  Beauchamp.  "  For 
a  man  nob  connected  with  newspapers, 
here  is  the  pendant  to  the  famous  sea- 
serpent  of  the  Consfi'ftifion.nrl."—''  Wild 
e.yes,  the  iris  of  which  contracts  or  dilates 
at  pleasure,"  said  Debray' ;  "  facial  angle 


strongly  developed,  magnificent  forehead, 
livid  complexion,  black  beard,  sharp  and 
white  teeth,  politeness  unexceptionable," 

"  Just  so,  Lucien,"  returned  Morcerf : 
"  you  have  described  him  feature  for  feat- 
ure. Yes,  keen  and  cutting  politeness. 
This  man  has  often  made  me  shudder  ! 
and  one  day  that  we  were  viewing  an 
execution,  I  thought  I  should  faint,  more 
from  hearing  the  cold  and  calm  manner 
in  which  he  spoke  of  ever^^  description  of 
torture  than  from  the  sight  of  the  exe- 
cutioner and  the  culprit." — "Did  he  not 
conduct  3'OU  to  the  ruins  of  the  Colosseum 
and  suck  3'our  blood  ?"  asked  Beauchamp. 

"  Or,  after  having  delivered  3'ou,  make 
3'OU  sign  a  blood-colored  parchment  sur- 
rendering 3'our  soul  to  him  ?  " — "Rail  on, 
rail  on  at  3'our  ease,  gentlemen,"  said 
Morcerf,  somewhat  piqued.  "When  I 
look  at  30U  Parisians,  idlers  on  the  Boule- 
vard de  Gand  or  the  Bois.de  Boulogne, 
and  think  of  this  man,  it  seems  to  me  we 
are  not  of  the  same  race." 

"  lam  highl3'  flattered,"  returned  Beau- 
champ. "At  the  same  time,"  added 
Chateau-Renaud,  "3'our  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  is  a  ver3'  fine  fellow,  alwa3's  except- 
ing his  little  arrangements  with  the  Italian 
banditti." — "There  are  no  Italian  ban- 
ditti !  "  said  Debra3'. 

"No  vampire!"  cried  Beauchamp. — 
"  No  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  !  "  added  De- 
bra3'.  "There  is  half-past  ten  striking, 
Albert !  " 

"Confess  3'OU  have  dreamed  this,  and 
let  us  sit  down  to  breakfast,"  continued 
Beauchamp.  But  the  sound  of  the  clock 
had  not  died  awax-  when  Germain  an- 
nounced, "His  Excellency  the  Count  of 
Monte-Ci'isto."  The  involuntar3'  start 
every  one  gave  jiroved  how  mucli  Mor- 
cerf's  narrative  had  impressed  tluMU,  and 
Albert  himself  could  not  prevent  himself 
from  feeling  a  sudden  emotion.  He  liad 
not  heard  a  carriage  stop  in  the  street, 
or  steps  in  the  antechamber  ;  the  door 
had  itself  opened  noiselessly.  The  count 
appeared,  dressed  with  the  greatest  sim- 
plicity ;  but  t\}e  most  fastidious  dand}' 
could  have  found  nothing  to  cavil  at  in  his 
toilet:  every  artich^  of  dress — hal,  coat, 
gloves,    anil    boots — were    from    the  first 
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makers.  He  seemed  scarcely  five-and- 
thirt3^  But  what  struck  everybody  was 
his  extreme  resemblance  to  the  portrait 
Debrayhad  drawn.  The  count  advanced, 
smiling-,  into  the  center  of  the  room,  and 
approached  Albert,  who  hastened  toward 
him,  holding-  out  his  hand.  "  Punctual- 
ity," said  Monte-Cristo,  'Ms  the  politeness 
of  kings,  according  to  one  of  your  sover- 
eigns, I  think  ;  but  it  is  not  the  same  with 
travelers.  However,  I  hope  you  will 
excuse  the  two  or  three  seconds  I  am  be- 
hindhand ;  five  hundred  leagues  are  not 
to  be  accomplished  without  some  trouble, 
and  especially  in  France,  where,  it  seems, 
it  is  forbidden  to  beat  the  postilions." 

''M.  le  Comte,"  replied  Albert,  *'I  was 
announcing  3^our  visit  to  some  of  my 
friends,  whom  I  had  invited  in  conse- 
quence of  the  promise  3"ou  did  me  the 
honor  to  make,  and  whom  I  now  present 
to  you.  They  are  M.  le  Comte  de  Chateau- 
Renaud,  whose  nobilit}'  goes  back  to  the 
twelve  peers,  and  whose  ancestors  had 
a  place  at  the  Round  Table ;  M.  Lucien 
Debray,  private  secretary  to  the  Ministre 
de  I'Interieur ;  M.  Beauchamp,  an  editor 
of  a  paper,  and  the  terror  of  the  French 
Government,  but  of  whom,  in  spite  of  his 
celebritj'',  j'ou  have  not  heard  in  Italy, 
since  his  paper  is  prohibited  there ;  and 
M.  Maximilian  Morrel,  captain  of  Spahis." 

At  this  name  the  count,  who  had 
hitherto  saluted  every  one  with  courtesy, 
but  at  the  same  time  wnth  coldness  and 
formality,  stepped  a  pace  forward,  and 
a  slight  tinge  of  red  colored  his  pale 
cheeks.  "  You  wear  the  uniform  of  the 
new  French  conquerors,  monsieur,"  said 
he  ;  "  it  is  a  handsome  uniform."  No  one 
could  have  said  what  caused  the  count's 
voice  to  vibrate  so  deeply,  and  what  made 
his  QyQ  flash,  which  was  in  general  so 
clear,  lustrous,  and  limpid  when  he 
pleased.  "You  have  never  seen  our 
Africans,  M.  le  Comte?"  said  Albert. 
*'  Never,"  replied  the  count,  who  was 
by  this  time  perfectly  master  of  himself 
again. 

•'Well,  beneath  this  uniform  beats  one 
of  the  bravest  and  noblest  hearts  in  the 
whole  army." — ''Oh,  M.  de  Morcerf !  " 
niterrupted  Morrel. 


"  Let  me  go  on,  captain  !  And  we  have 
just  heard,"  continued  Albert,  "  of  a  fresh 
action  of  monsieur,  and  so  heroic  a  one, 
that,  although  I  have  seen  him  to-day  for 
the  first  time,  I  request  you  to  allow  me 
to  introduce  him  as  my  friend."  At  these 
words  it  was  still  possible  to  remark  in 
Monte-Cristo  that  fixed  gaze,  that  pas.s- 
ing  color,  and  that  slight  trembling  of  the 
eyelid,  that  showed  his  emotion.  "'Ah! 
you  have  a  noble  heart,"  said  the  count; 
"  so  much  the  better.'"  This  exclamation, 
which  corresponded  to  the  count's  own 
thought  rather  than  to  what  Albert  was 
saying,  surprised  everybody,  and  espe- 
cially Morrel,  who  looked  at  Monte-Cristo 
with  surprise.  But,  at  the  same  time,  the 
intonation  Avas  so  soft  that,  however 
strange  the  exclamation  might  seem,  it 
was  impossible  to  be  offended  at  it. 
"  Why  should  he  doubt  it  ?  "  said  Beau- 
champ  to  Chateau-Renaud. 

"  In  realit}',"  replied  the  latter,  Avho, 
with  his  aristoci^atic  glance  and  his  knowl- 
edge of  the  world,  had  penetrated  at  once 
all  that  was  penetrable  in  Monte-CriSto, 
''  Albert  has  not  deceived  us,  for  the  count 
is  a  most  singular  being.  What  say  you, 
Morrel?" — "Ma  foi!  he  has  an  open 
look  about  him  that  pleases  me,  in  spite 
of  the  singular  remark  he  has  made  about 
me." 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Albert,  ''Germain 
informs  me  breakfast  is  ready.  ^ly  dear 
count,  allow  me  to  show  you  the  way." 
They  passed  silently  into  the  breakfast- 
room  ;  every  one  took  his  place.  "Gen- 
tlemen," said  the  count,  seating  himself. 
"p(M'mitme  to  make  a  confession  which 
must  form  m.y  excuse  for  wny  inconven- 
iences 1  ma}' commit.  I  am  a  stranger, 
and  a  stranger  to  such  a  degree,  that  this 
is  the  first  time  I  have  ever  been  at  Paris. 
The  French  way  of  living  is  utterly  un- 
known to  me,  and  up  to  the  present  time 
I  have  followed  the  Eastern  customs, 
which  are  entirely  in  contrast  to  the  Pa- 
risian. I  beg  you,  therefore,  to  excuse  if 
you  find  anything  in  me  too  Turkish,  too 
Italian,  or  too  Arabian.  Now.  then,  let 
us  bi'eakfast." 

"  With  what  an  air  he  says  all  this  !  " 
muttered  Beauchamp  :  "  decidedly  ho  is  a 
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great  man." — "A  great  man  in  his  coun- 
try," added  Debray. 

"A  great  man  in  every  country,  M. 
Debray,"  said  Chateau-Renaud.  The 
count  was,  it  may  be  remembered,  a 
most  temperate  g-uest.  Albert  rema.rked 
this,  expressing  his  fears  lest,  at  the  Oiii- 
set,  the  Parisian  mode  of  life  should  dis- 
please the  traveler  in  the  most  essential 
point.  ''My  dear* count,"  said  he,  *'I 
fear  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that  the  fare 
of  the  Rue  du  Helder  is  not  so  much  to 
3'our  taste  as  that  of  the  Place  d'Espagne. 
I  ought  to  have  consulted  you  on  the 
point,  and  have  had  some  dishes  prepared 
expressly." — "Did  3^011  know  me  better," 
returned  the  count,  smiling,  '''  you  would 
not  give  one  thought  of  such  &  thing  for  a 
traveler  like  myself,  who  has  successively 
lived  on  maccaroni  at  Naples,  polenta  at 
Milan,  oUa  podrida  at  Valencia,  pilau  at 
Constantinople,  karrick  in  India,  and 
swallows'  nests  in  China.  I  eat  every- 
where, and  of  everything,  only  I  eat  but 
little ;  and  to-day,  that  you  reproach  me 
with  m}'^  want  of  appetite,  is  my  day  of 
appetite,  for  I  have  not  eaten  since  yes- 
terday morning." 

"What!"  cried  all  the  guests,  "you 
have  not  eaten  for  four-and-twenty 
hours?" — "No,"  replied  the  count;  "I 
was  forced  to  go  out  of  my  road  to  obtain 
some  information  near  Nimes,  so  that  I 
was  somewhat  late,  and  therefore  I  did 
not  choose  to  stop." 

"  And  you  ate  in  your  carriage  ?"  asked 
Morcerf . — "  No,  I  slept,  as  I  generally  do 
when  I  am  wear\'  without  having  the 
courage  to  amuse  myself,  or  when  I  am 
hungry  without  feeling  inclined  to  eat." 

"  But  you  can  sleep  when  you  please, 
monsieur?  "  said  Morrel. 

"  Yes." — "You  have  a  receipt  for  it  ?  " 

"An  infallible  one." 

"That  would  be  invahuible  to  us  in 
Africa,  who  have  not  alwa^'s  any  food  to 
eat,  and  rarely  anything  to  drink." 

"Yes,"  said  Monlc-Cristo  ;  "but,  mi- 
fortunately,  a  receipt  excellent  for  a  man 
like  myself  would  be  very  dangerous  ap- 
plied to  an  army,  which  miglit  not  awake 
when  it. was  needed." 

"  May  we  in(|uit'e  what  is  tliis  receipt  ?" 


asked  Debray.  —  "Oh,  3'es,"  returned 
Monte-Cristo ;  "  I  make  no  secret  of  it. 
"  It  is  a  mixture  of  excellent  opium,  which 
I  fetched  myself  from  Canton  in  order  to 
have  it  pure,  and  the  best  hatchis  which 
grows  in  the  East — that  is,  between  the 
Tigris  and  the  Euphrates.  These  two 
ingredients  are  mixed  in  equal  propor- 
tions, and  formed  into  pills.  Ten  minutes 
after  one  is  taken,  the  effect  is  produced. 
Ask  M.  le  Baron  Franz  d'Epinay ;  I  think 
he  tasted  them  one  da^'." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Morcecf,  "  he  said  some- 
thing about  it  to  me." 

"But,'-  said  Beauchamp,  who,  in  his 
capacity  of  journalist,  was  very  incredu- 
lous, "you  always  carry  this  drug-  about 
you  ?  " — "  Alwaj-s." 

"  Would  it  be  an  indiscretion  to  ask  to 
see  those  precious  pills  ?"  continued  Beau- 
champ,  hoping  to  take  him  at  a  disad- 
vantage.— "No,  monsieur,"  returned  the 
count ;  and  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a 
marvelous  honhonniere,  formed  out  of  a 
single  emerald,  and  closed  by  a  golden 
lid,  which  unscrewed  and  gave  passage  to 
a  small  ball  of  a  greenish  color  and  about 
the  size  of  a  pea.  This  ball  had  an  acrid 
and  penetrating  odor.  There  were  four 
or  five  more  in  the  emerald,  which  would 
contain  about  a  dozen.  The  honhonniere 
passed  round  the  table,  but  it  was  more 
to  examine  the  admirable  emerald  than 
to  see  the  pills  that  it  passed  from  hand  to 
hand. — "  And  is  it  3'our  cook  who  prepares 
these  pills  ?  "  asked  Beauchamp. 

"Oh,  no,  monsieur,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  I  do  not  thus  betray  my  enjo\'- 
ments  to  the  vulg-ar.  I  am  a  tolerable 
chemist,  and  prepare  my  pills  myself." 

"This  is  a  magnificent  emerald,  and 
the  largest  I  have  ever  seen,"  said  Cha- 
tcau-Renaud,  "  although  mj"^  mother  has 
some  remarkable  family  jewels." 

"  I  had  three  similar  ones,"  rettirned 
Monte-Cristo.  "  I  gave  one  to  the  Grand 
Seigneur,  who  mounted  it  in  liis  saber; 
anotlier  to  our  holy  fatlier  the  Pope,  who 
had  it  set  in  his  tiara,  opposite  to  nearly 
as  large,  though  not  so  fine  a  one,  given 
by  the  Emperor  Napoleon  to  his  predeces- 
sor, Pius  VII.  I  kept  the  third  for  my- 
self,   and    I   had    it   hollowed   out,  which 
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reduced  its  value,  but  rendered  it  more 
commodious  for  the  purpose  I  intended  it 
for."  Ever3'  one  looked  at  Monte-Cristo 
with  astonishment ;  he  spoke  with  so 
much  simphcity  that  it  was  evident  he 
spoke  the  truth,  or  that  he  was  mad. 
However,  the  sight  of  the  emerald  made 
them  natural]}^  incline  to  the  former  be- 
lief.— "And  what  did  these  two  sov- 
ereigns give  you  in  exchange  for  these 
magnificent  presents  ?  "  asked  Debra^'. 

"  The  Grand  Seigneur,  the  libert}^  of  a 
woman,"  replied  the  count;  "the  Pope, 
the  life  of  a  man  ;  so  that  once  in  m^'-  life 
I  have  been  as  powerful  as  if  Heaven  had 
made  me  come  into  the  world  on  the  steps 
of  a  throne." 

"And  it  was  Peppino  .you  saved,  was  it 
not?"  cried  Morcerf;  "it  was  for  him 
that  you  obtained  pardon?" — "  Perhaps," 
returned  the  count,  smiling. 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte,  3'ou  have  no  idea 
what  pleasure  it  gives  me  to  hear  you 
speak  thus,"  said  Morcerf.  "I  had  an- 
nounced you  beforehand  to  my  friends  as 
an  enchanter  of  the  '  Arabian  Nights,'  a 
wizard  of  the  Middle  Ages;  but  the  Pa- 
risians are  so  subtle  in  paradoxes,  that 
the}^  mistake  for  caprices  of  the  imagina- 
tion the  most  incontestable  truths,  when 
these  truths  do  not  form  a  part  of  their 
daily  existence.  For  example,  here  is 
Debray  who  reads,  and  Beauchamp  who 
prints,  every  daj^  'A  member  of  the 
Jockey  Club  has  been  stopped  and  robbed 
on  the  Boulevard  ;  that  four  persons  have 
been  assassinated  in  the  Rue  St.  Denis  or 
the  Faubourg  St.  Germain;  that  ten,  fif- 
teen, or  twenty  thieves,  have  been  arrested 
in  a  cafe  on  the  Boulevard  du  Temple,  or 
in  the  Thermes  de  Julien,'  and  who  yet 
contest  the  existence  of  the  bandits  of  the 
Maremna,  of  the  Campagna  di  Romana, 
or  the  Pontine  Marshes.  Toll  them  your- 
self tliat  I  was  taken  by  bandits,  and  that 
without  your  generous  intercession  I 
should  now  have  boon  sleeping  in  the  cata- 
combs of  St.  Sebastian,  instead  of  receiving 
them  in  my  humble  abode  in  the  Rue  du 
Helder." 

"  Ah."  said  ]\ronte-Cristo,  "you  prom- 
ised me  never  to  mention  that  circum- 
stance."— "It  was  not    T  who  made  that 


promise,"  cried  Morcerf ;  "it  must  have 
been  some  one  else  whom  3'ou  have  res- 
cued in  the  same  manner,  and  whom  you 
have  forgotten.  Pra}-  speak  of  it,  for  I 
shall  not  onl^',  I  trust,  relate  the  little  I  do 
know,  but  also  a  great  deal  I  do  not 
know." 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  returned  the  count, 
smiling,  "  that  you  plaj'ed  a  sufficiently^ 
important  part  to  know  as  well  as  myself 
what  happened." — "Well,  you  promise 
me,  if  I  tell  all  I  know,  to  relate,  in  your 
turn,  all  that  I  do  not  know  ?  " — "  That  is 
but  fair,"  replied  Monte-Cristo. 

"■  Well,"  said  Morcerf,  "for  three  days 
I  believed  myself  the  object  of  the  atten- 
tions of  a  mask,  whom  I  took  for  a  de- 
scendant of  Tullia  or  Poppoea,  while  I  was 
simply  the  object  of  the  attentions  of  a 
contadine,  and  I  say  contadine  to  avoid 
saying  peasant.  What  I  know  is,  that, 
like  a  fool,  a  greater  fool  than  he  of  whom 
I  spoke  just  now,  I  mistook  for  this  peas- 
ant a  young  bandit  of  fifteen  or  sixteen, 
with  a  beardless  chin  and  slim  waist,  and 
who,  just  as  I  was  about  to  imprint  a 
chaste  salute  on  his  hps,  placed  a  pistol 
to  my  head,  and,  aided  by  seven  or  eight 
others,  led,  or  rather  dragged  me,  to  the 
Catacombs  of  St.  Sebastian,  where  I  found 
a  highly  educated  chief  of  brigands  perus- 
ing Cresar's  '  Commentaries,'  and  who 
deigned  to  leave  ofT  reading  to  inform  me, 
that  unless  the  next  morning,  before  six 
o'clock,  four  thousand  piastres  wei'e  paid 
in  to  his  account  at  his  banker's,  at  a 
quarter  past  six  I  should  have  ceased  to 
exist.  The  letter  is  still  to  be  seen,  for  it 
is  in  Franz  d'Epinay's  possession,  signed 
bv  me,  and  with  a  postscript  of  M.  Luigi 
Vampa.  This  is  all  I  know,  but  [  know- 
not,  M.  le  Comte.  liow  you  contrived  to 
inspire  with  such  respect  the  bandits  of 
Rome,  who  have  so  little  n^spect  ft>r  any- 
thing; I  assiuv  you.  Franz  and  I  were  lost 
in  admiration." 

"Nothing  more  simple."  returned  the 
count.  "  I  had  known  the  famous  Vampa 
for  more  than  ten  yeare.  When  ho  was 
quite  a  child,  and  only  a  shepherd.  I  gave 
liini.  fi>r  having  shown  me  tlie  way  to  a 
place,  some  pieces  of  gold  ;  ho.  in  oixlor  to 
repay  me.  gave  mo  a  poniaixl.  th<'  bill   of 
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which  he  had  carved  with  his  own  hand, 
and  which  you  may  have  seen  in  my  col- 
lection of  arms.  In  after  years,  whether 
he  had  forg-otten  this  interchang-e  of  pres- 
ents, which  ought  to  have  cemented  our 
friendship,  or  whether  he  did  not  recollect 
me,  he  sought  to  take  me,  but,  on  the 
contrary',  it  was  I  who  captured  him  and 
a  dozen  of  his  band.  I  might  have  handed 
him  over  to  Roman  justice,  which  is  some- 
Avhat  expeditious,  and  which  would  have 
been  still  more  so  with  him  ;  but  I  did 
nothing  of  the  sort — I  suffered  him  and 
his  band  to  depart." 

''With  the  condition  that  1  hey  should 
sin  no  more,"  said  Beauchamp,  laughing. 
^'  I  see  the}'  kept  their  promise." 

"  No,  monsieur,"  returned  Monte- 
Cristo,  ''upon  the  simple  condition  that 
they  should  respect  m\'self  and  vay  friends. 
Perhaps  what  I  am  about  to  say  may  seem 
strange  to  you,  who  are  socialists,  and 
vaunt  humanity  and  your  dut,y  to  3'our 
neighbor,  but  I  never  seek  to  protect 
society  who  does  not  protect  me,  and 
whom  I  will  even  sa\',  in  general,  occupies 
itself  about  me  only  to  injure  me ;  and 
thus  giving  them  a  low  place  in  my  esteem, 
nnd  preserving  a  neutralit,y  toward  them, 
it  is  society  and  vay  neighbor  who  are  in- 
debted to  me." —  "  Bravo!  "  ciied  Cha- 
teau-Renaud  ;  "  you  are  the  first  man  I 
ever  met  sufliciently  courageous  to  preach 
egotism.     Bravo  I  M.  le  Comte,  bravo  !  " 

"It  is  frank,  at  least,"  said  Morrel. 
^'Butlam  sure  that  M.  le  Comte  does 
not  regret  having  once  deviated  from  llie 
principles  he  has  so  boldl}'  avowed." — 
*'  How  have  I  deviated  from  those  prin- 
ciples, monsieur?"  a.sked  Monte-Cristo. 
who  could  not  help  looking  at  Morrel  with 
so  much  intensity  tliat  two  or  three  limes 
the  young  man  had  been  unable  to  sustain 
the  clear  and  piercing  eye  of  the  count . 

"  Why,  it  seems  tome,"  replied  Morrel, 
'*  that  in  delivering  M.  d(;  Morcerf,  whom 
3'ou  did  not  know,  you  did  good  to  your 
neighbor  and  to  society." — "  Of  wliich  he 
is  the  brightest  ornament,"  said  Beau- 
champ,  drinking  off  a  glassof  cliampagne. 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  cried  Morcerf, 
"you  are  at  fault  :  you,  one  of  Hie  most 
formidable   logicians    I    know — and     vou 


must  see  it  clearl}'  proved,  that  instead  of 
being  an  egotist,  you  are  a  philanthropist. 
Ah  I  you  call  yourself  Oriental,  a  Levan- 
tine, Maltese,  Indian, Chinese  ;  your  family' 
name  is  Monte-Cristo ;  Sinbad  the  Sailor 
is  your  baptismal  appellation,  and  3'et  the 
first  day  you  set  foot  in  Paris  you  instinct- 
ively possess  the  greatest  virtue,  or  rather 
the  chief  defect,  of  us  eccentric  Parisians 
— that  IS,  you  assume  the  vices  you  have 
not,  and  conceal  the  virtues  3'ou  possess." 
— "  M}'  dear  vicomte,"  returned  Monte- 
Cristo,  "I  do  not  see,  in  all  I  have  done, 
anything  that  merits,  either  from  you  or 
these  gentlemen,  the  pretended  eulogies  I 
have  received.  You  are  no  stranger  to 
me,  for  I  knew  since  I  had  given  up  two 
rooms  to  you — since  I  had  invited  j'ou  to 
breakfast  with  me — since  I  had  lent  you 
one  of  my  carriages — since  we  had  wit- 
nessed the  Carnival  together,  and  since 
we  had  also  seen  from  a  window  of  the 
Place  de  Popolo  the  execution  that  affected 
3'ou  so  much  that  you  nearly  fainted.  I 
will  appeal  to  any  of  these  gentlemen, 
could  I  leave  mj'  guest  in  the  hands  of  a 
hideous  bandit,  as  yoxx  term  him  ?  Besides, 
30U  know,  I  had  the  idea  that  you  could 
introduce  me  into  some  of  the  Paris  salons 
when  I  came  to  France.  You  might  some 
time  ago  have  looked  upon  this  resolution 
as  a  vague  project,  but  to-day  you  see  it 
was  a  reality,  and  3'ou  must  submit  to  it 
under  penalty  of  breaking  your  Avord." 

"I  will  keep  it."  returned  Morcerf; 
"but  I  fear  that  3'ou  will  be  nuich  disap- 
pointed, accustomed  as  3'ou  are  to  pict- 
uresque events  and  fantastic  horizons. 
Among  us  you  will  not  meet  with  any  of 
those  episodes  with  which  your  adventur- 
ous existence  has  so  familiarized  you  :  our 
Chimborazo  is  Montmartre,  our  Himalaya 
is  Alount  Valerien,  our  Great  Desert  is 
the  Plain  of  Grenelle,  where  they  arc  now 
boiing  an  Artesian  well  to  water  the 
caravans.  We  have  plenty  of  thieves, 
though  not  so  many  as  is  said  ;  but  these 
thieves  stand  in  far  moi'e  dread  of  a  police- 
man than  a  lord.  Franco  is  so  pro.saic, 
and  Pai'is  so  civilized  a  city,  that  you  will 
not.  find  in  its  eighty-nve  dopai-tments — I 
say  eighty-flvo,  because  I  do  not  include 
Coi'sica — vou  will  not,  find,  then,  in  these 
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eig-htj'-five  departments  a  single  hill  on 
which  there  is  not  a  teleg-raph,  or  a  grotto 
in  which  the  commissary  of  police  has  not 
put  up  a  gas-lamp.  There  is  but  one  ser- 
vice I  can  render  you,  and  for  that  I  place 
myself  entirely  at  your  orders  :  that  is,  to 
present,  or  make  my  friends  present,  you 
cverj^where  ;  besides,  you  have  no  need  of 
any  one  to  introduce  you — with  your  name, 
and  your  fortune,  and  your  talent " 
(Monte-Cristo  bowed  with  a  somewhat 
ironical  smile)  ''j^ou  can  present  3'ourself 
everj^where,  and  be  well  received ;  I  can 
be  useful  in  one  way  only — if  knowledge  of 
Parisian  habits,  of  the  means  of  rendering 
yourself  comfortable,  or  of  the  bazaars, 
can  assist,  you  may  dispose  of  me  to  find 
you  a  fitting  dwelling  here.  I  dare  olTer 
to  share  my  apartments  with  j^ou,  as  I 
shared  yours  at  Rome— I,  who  do  not 
possess  egotism,  but  am  yet  egotistical 
par  excellence  ;  for,  except  m3^self,  these 
rooms  would  not  contain  a  shadow,  unless 
it  were  the  shadow  of  a  female." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  count,  'Hhat  is  a  most 
conjugal  reservation  ;  I  recollect  that  at 
Rome  you  said  something  of  a  projected 
marriage.     May  I  congratulate  you  ?" 

"  The  affair  is  still  in  projection." — 
"  And  he  who  says  in  '  projection,'  means 
already  decided,"  said  Debray. 

*' No,"  replied  Morcerf,  "my  father  is 
most  anxious  about  it ;  and  I  hope,  ere 
long,  to  introduce  you,  if  not  to  my  wife, 
at  least  to  my  intended  —  Mademoiselle 
Eugenie  Danglars."  —  ''  Eugenie  Dan- 
glars  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  tell  me,  is 
not  her  father  M.  le  Baron  Danglars  ?" 

^'  Yes,"  returned  Morcerf  ;  "  a  baron  of 
a  new  creation." — "What  matter,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "  if  ho  has  i-endercd  the 
State  services  which  merit  this  distinc- 
tion ?  " 

"  Enormous  ones,"  answered  Beau- 
champ.  "Although  in  reality  a  liberal,  he 
negotiated  a  loan  of  six  millions  ($1.'.'00,- 
000)  for  Charles  X.,  in  IS'.'O,  who  made 
him  a  baron  and  chevalier  de  la  Legion 
d'Honneur:  so  that  he  wears  the  ribbon. 
not„  as  you  would  think,  in  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  but  at  his  button-hole."—"  All  !" 
interrupted  Morcerf,  laughing.  "  Boau- 
chanip,    Beauchamp,    keep   that    for    the 


Charivari,  but  spare  m}'  future  father-in- 
law  before  me."  Then,  turning  to  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  You  just  now  pronounced  his 
name  as  if  you  knew  the  baron  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know  him,"  returned  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  but  I  shall  probably  soon  make 
his  acquaintance,  for  I  have  a  credit 
opened  with  him  by  the  house  of  Richard 
&  Blount  of  London,  Arstein  &  Eskeles 
of  Vienna,  and  Thomson  &  French  at 
Rome."  As  he  pronounced  the  two  last 
names,  the  count  glanced  at  Maximilian 
Morrel.  If  the  stranger  expected  to  pro- 
duce an  effect  on  Morrel,  he  was  not  mis- 
taken— Maximilian  started  as  if  he  had 
been  electrified.  "  Thomson  &  French!" 
said  he  ;  "  do  you  know  this  house,  mon- 
sieur ?" — "The}'  are  my  bankers  in  the 
capital  of  the  Christian  world,"  returned 
the  count,  quietly.  "  Can  my  influence 
with  them  be  of  any  service  to  you  ?  " — 
"  Oh,  M.  le  Comte,  3'ou  could  assist  me 
perhaps  in  researches  which  have  been, 
up  to  the  present,  fruitless.  This  house, 
in  past  3'ears,  did  ours  a  great  service, 
and  has,  I  know  not  for  what  reason, 
alwaj's  denied  having  rendered  us  this 
service." 

"  I  shall  be  at  your  orders,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  inclining-  himself. 

"But,"  continued  Morcerf,  "a  propos 
of  Danglars,  we  have  strangely  wandered 
from  the  subject.  We  were  speaking  of  a 
suitable  habitation  for  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo.  Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  all  pro- 
pose some  place  :  where  shall  we  lodge 
this  new  guest  in  our  great  capital  ?  " 

"Faubourg  Saint-Germain,"  said  Cha- 
teau-Renaud.  •"  The  count  will  find  there 
a  charming  hotel,  with  a  court  and  gar- 
den." 

"  Bah  !  Chateau-Renaiul,"  returned  De- 
bray, "  you  only  know  your  dull  and 
gloomy  Faubourg  Saint-Germain  :  do  not 
pay  any  attention  to  him,  M.  le  Comte  — 
live  in  the  Cliaussee  d'Antin.  that's  the 
real  center  of  Paris."—"  Bouvelaixl  de 
rOpera,"  said  Beauchamp  :  "  on  the  fii*st 
floor — a  house  with  a  balcony.  M.  le 
Comte  will  have  his  cushions  of  silver 
cloth  brought  there,  and  as  he  smokes  his 
chibouque,  see  all  Paris  pass  before  him.'* 

"You    have  no   idea,    then,   Morrel?" 
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asked  Cliateau-Renaud  :  "  you  do  not  pro- 
pose anj'thing." — "  Oh,  yes,"  returned 
the  ^'oung-  man,  smiling;  ''on  the  con- 
trary, I  have  one ;  but  I  expected  the 
count  would  be  tempted  by  one  of  the 
brilliant  proposals  made  hiin ;  yet  as  he 
has  not  replied  to  anj'  of  them,  I  will  ven- 
ture to  offer  him  a  suite  of  apartments  in 
a  charming-  hotel,  in  the  Pompadour  style, 
that  m}'  sister  has  inhabited  for  a  year, 
in  the  Rue  Mesla3\" 

"  You  have  a  sister  ?  " '  asked  the  count. 
"Yes,  monsieur,  a  most  excellent  sister." 
"Married  ?  " — "  Nearlj'  nine  years." 
"  Happy  ?  "  asked  the  count  ag-ain, 
"  As  happy  as  it  is  permitted  to  a  hu- 
man creature  to  be,"  replied  Maximilian. 
*'  She  married  the  man  she  loved,  who 
remained  faithful  to  us  in  our  fallen 
fortunes — Emmanuel  Herbaut."  Monte- 
Cristo  smiled  imperceptibly.  "  I  live 
there  during  my  leave  of  absence,"  con- 
tinued Maximilian  ;  "  and  I  shall  be,  to- 
g-ether with  my  brother-in-law  Emman- 
uel, at  the  disposition  of  M.  le  Comte, 
Avhenever  he  thinks  fit  to  honor  us." — 
"  One  minute  !"  cried  Albert,  without  g-iv- 
ing  Monte-Cristo  the  time  to  reply.  "  Take 
care,  you  are  going  to  immure  a  traveler, 
Sinbad  the  Sailor,  a  man  who  comes  to  see 
Paris ;  yoxi  are  going  to  make  a  patri- 
arch of  him." 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Morrel  ;  "  my  sister 
is  five-and-twenty,  my  brother-in-law  is 
thirty  ;  they  are  gay,  young,  and  happy  ; 
besides,  M.  le  Comte  will  be  in  his  own 
house,  and  only  see  them  when  he  thinks 
fit  to  do  so." — "Thanks,  monsieur,"  said 
Monte-Cristo ;  "  I  shall  content  myself 
with  being  presented  to  your  sister  and 
her  husband,  if  you  will  do  me  the  honor 
to  introduce  me  ;  but  I  cannot  accept  the 
offer  of  any  one  of  these  gentlemen,  since 
my  habitation  is  already  prepared." 

"What!"  cried  Morcerf ;  "you  are, 
then,  going  to  an  hotel — that  will  be  very 
dull  for  you." 

"Was  1  so  badly  lodged  at  Rome?" 
said  Monte-Cristo,  smiling; 

"  Pnrhleu! — at  Rome  you  spent  fifty 
thousand  piastres  in  furnishing  your 
apartments,  but  I  presume  that  you  are 
not  disposed  to  spend  a  similar  sum  every 


day." — "It  is  not  that  which  deterred 
me,"  replied  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  but  as  I  de- 
termined to  have  a  house  to  myself,  I  sent 
on  my  valet-de-chambre,  and  he  ought.bj' 
this  time  to  have  bought  the  house  and 
furnished  it." 

*•  But  you  have,  then,  a  valet-de-cham- 
bre who  knows  Paris  ?  "  said  Beauchamp. 

"  It  is  the  first  time  he  has  ever  been  in 
Paris.  He  is  black,  and*  cannot  speak," 
returned  Monte-Cristo.  ^ 

"It  is  Ali  !  "  cried  Albert,  in  the  midst 
of  the  general  surprise. 

"■  Yes,  Ali  himself,  my  Nubian  mute, 
whom  3'ou  saw,  I  think,  at  Rome." 

"Certainh-,"  said  Morcerf:  "I  recol- 
lect him  perfectly-.  But  how  could  you 
charge  a  Nubian  to  purchase  a  house,  and 
a  mute  to  furnish  it  ? — he  will  do  everj^- 
thing  wrong." 

"  Undeceive  yourself,  monsieur,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo ;  "  I  am  quite  sure,  that,  on 
the  contrar^^  he  will  choose  everj'thing 
as  I  wish.  He  knows  my  tastes,  my  ca- 
prices, my  wants;  ho  has  been  here  a  week, 
with  the  instinct  of  a  hound,  hunting  by 
himself  ;  he  will  organize  everything  for 
me.  He  knew  I  should  arrive  to-day  at 
ten  o'clock ;  since  nine  he  awaited  me  at 
the  Barriere  de  Fontainebleau.  He  gave 
me  this  paper  ;  it  contains  the  number  of 
my  new  abode;  read  it  3'ourself."  and 
Monte-Cristo  passed  a  paper  to  Albert. — 
"Ah,  that  is  really  original,"  said  Beau- 
champ. 

"  And  very  princely,"  added  Chateau- 
Renaud. 

"  What  I  do  you  not  know  your  house  ?  " 
asked  Debraj'. 

"No,"  said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  I  told  you 
I  did  not  wish  to  be  behind  my  time  ;  I 
dressed  myself  in  the  carriage,  and  de- 
scended at  llie  vicomte's  door."  The 
3'onng  men  looked  at  each  other  ;  they  did 
not  know  if  it  was  a  comedy  Monte-Cristo 
was  playing ;  but  every  word  he  uttered 
had  such  an  air  of  simplicit}'  that  it  was 
impossible  to  suppose  what  lie  said  was 
false  :  besides,  why  should  he  tell  a  false- 
hood ? — "We  must  content  ourselves, 
then,"  said  Beaucliamp,  "  with  rendeiing 
M.  le  Comte  all  the  little  .services  in  our 
power.     1,    in    my  quality    of  journalist, 
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open  all  the  theaters  to  him." — "  Thanks, 
monsieur,"  returned  Monte-Cristo,  ''my 
steward  has  orders  to  take  a  box  at  each 
theater." — ''Is  your  steward  also  a  Nu- 
bian ?  "  asked  Debra3\ 

'•  No,  he  is  a  countryman  of  j^ours,  if  a 
Corsican  is  a  countryman  of  any  one's. 
But  you  know  him,  M.  de  Morcerf." 

"  Is  it  that  excellent  M.  Bertuccio,  who 
understands  hiring-  windows  so  well?  " — 
*'  Yes,  you  saw  him  the  day  I  had  the  honor 
of  receiving-  you  ;  he  has  been  a  soldier, 
a  smuggler — in  fact,  everything-.  I  would 
not  be  quite  sure  that  he  has  not  been 
mixed  up  with  the  police  for  some  trifle — 
a  stab  with  a  knife,  for  instance." 

"  And  you  have  chosen  this  honest 
citizen  for  your  steward,"  said  Debray. 
"  Of  how  much  does  he  rob  you  every 
year  ?  " 

"On  m}''  word,"  replied  the  count,  "  not 
more  than  another.  I  am  sure  he  answers 
my  purpose,  knows  no  impossibility',  and 
so    I    keep    him." — "Then,"    continued 
Chateau-Renaud,    "since    you    have    an 
establishment,  a  steward,  and  a  hotel  in 
the   Champs  Elysees,   you  only   want  a 
mistress."     Albert  smiled.     He  thought 
of  the.  fair  Greek  he  had  seen  in  the  count's 
box  at  the  Argentina  and  Valle  theaters. 
*' I  have   something-  better  than   that," 
said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  I  have  a  slave.  You 
procure  your  mistresses  from  the  Opera, 
the  Vaudeville,  or  the  Varietes ;  I  pur- 
chased mine  at  Constantinople  :  it  cost  me 
more,  but  I  have  nothing-  to  fear." — "But 
you   forget,"    replied   Debray,   laughing, 
"that  we  are  Franks  by  name  and  franks 
by  nature,  as  King  Charles  said  ;  and  that 
the   moment  she  put  her  foot  in  France 
your  slave  becomes  free." 
"Who  will  tell  her  ?  " 
"  The  first  person  who  sees  her." 
"She  only  speaks  Romaic." 
"That  is  different." 
"But  at  least  we  shall  see  her,"  said 
Beauchamp,    "or   do   you   keep  eunuchs 
as  well   as   mutes?  " — "  Oh,  no,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo  ;  "  I  do  not  carry  brutalism 
so  far.     Every  one  who  surrounds  me  is 
H|^ree  to  quit  me,  and  when  they  leave  me 
^Bwill  no  longer  have  any  need  of  me  or  any 
^Rone  else  ;  it  is  for  that  reason,  perliaps. 
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that  they  do  not  quit  me."  They  had 
long  since  passed  to  dessert  and  cigars. 

"  My  dear  Albert,"  said  Debray,  rising, 
"  it  is  half-past  two.  Your  guest  is  charm- 
ing ;  but  you  leave  the  best  company  to  go 
into  the  worst  sometimes.  I  must  return 
to  the  minister's.  I  will  tell  him  of  the 
count,  and  we  shall  soon  know  who  he  is." 

"Take  care,"  returned  Albert ;  "  no  one 
has  been  able  to  accomplish  that." 

"  Oh,  we  have  three  millions  for  our 
police  ;  it  is  true  they  are  almost  always 
spent  beforehand ;  but,  no  matter,  we 
shall  still  have  fifty  thousand  francs  to 
spend  for  this  purpose." 

"  And  when  you  know, will  you  tell  me  ?  " 

"  I  promise  you.  Au  revoir,  Albert. 
Gentlemen,  g-ood-morning-." 

As  he  left  the  room,  Debray  called  out 
loudly,  "  My  carriag-e." 

"  Bravo  !  "  said  Beauchamp  to  Albert ; 
"  I  shall  not  g-o  to  the  chamber,  but  I  have 
something  better  to  offer  my  readers  than 
a  speech  of  M.  Danglars." — "  For  heaven's 
sake,  Beauchamp,"  returned  Morcerf,  "  do 
not  deprive  me  of  the  merit  of  introducing 
him  everywhere.     Is  he  not  peculiar?  " 

"He  is  more  than  that,"  replied  Cha- 
teau-Renaud ;  "he  is  one  of  the  most  ex- 
traordinary men  I  ever  saw  in  my  life. 
Are  you  coming-,  Morrel  ?  " — ''Directly  I 
have  given  m\'  card  to  M.  le  Com!  e,  who 
has  promised  to  pay  us  a  visit  at  Rue  Mes- 
lay,  No.  14."—"  Be  sure  I  shall  not  fail  to 
do  so,"  returned  the  count,  bowing.  And 
Maximilian  Morrel  left  the  room  with  the 
Baron  de  Chateau-Renaud,  leaving  Monte- 
Cristo  alone  with  Morcerf. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

THE     PRESENTATION. 

When  Albert  found  himself  alone  with 
Monte-Cristo,  "  M.  le  Conite,"  said  he, 
"  allow  me  to  commence  my  ciceroueship 
by  showing  j'ou  a  specimen  of  a  bachelor's 
apai'tment.  You,  who  are  accustomed  to 
the  palaces  of  Italy,  can  amuse  yourself 
by  calculating  in  how  many  squaro  feet  a 
young  man  A\ho  is  not  the  woi^^t  lodged  in 
Paris  can  live.  As  we  pass  from  one  room 
to  another,  I  will  open  the  windows  to  let 
you  breathe."  Monte-Cristo  had  ah'oady 
seen  the  breakfast- room  and  the  s^ilon  on 
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the  ground-floor.  Albert  led  him  first  to 
his  atelier,  which  was,  as  we  have  said, 
his  favorite  apartment.  Monte-Cristo  was 
a  worthy  appreciator  of  all  that  Albert 
had  collected  here — old  cabinets,  Japan 
porcelain.  Oriental  stuffs,  Venice  glass, 
arms  from  all  parts  of  the  world — ever^'- 
thing  was  familiar  to  him  ;  and  at  the  first 
glance  he  recog-nized  their  date,  their  coun- 
try, and  their  origin.  Morcerf  had  ex- 
pected he  should  be  the  guide  ;  on  the  con- 
trary, it  was  he  who,  under  tlie  count's 
guidance,  followed  a  course  of  arch^ologN', 
mineralogy,  and  natural  history.  They 
descended  to  tlie  first  floor  :  Albert  led  his 
guest  into  the  salon.  The  salon  was  filled 
with  the  works  of  modern  artists ;  there 
were  landscapes  \)y  Dupre,  with  tlieir  long 
reeds  and  tall  trees,  their  lowing  oxen,  and 
marvelous  skies  ;  Delacroix's  Arabian  cav- 
aliers, with  their  long  white  burnous, 
their  siiining  belts,  their  damasked  arms, 
their  horses,  who  tore  each  other  with 
their  teeth  while  tlieir  riders  contended 
fiercely  with  their  maces;  aquarelles  of 
Boulanger,  representing  Notre  Dame  de 
Paris  with  that  vigor  that  makes  the 
artist  the  rival  of  the  poet;  there  were 
paintings  by  Dias,  who  makes  his  flowers 
more  beautiful  than  flowers,  his  suns  more 
brilliant  than  the  sun  ;  designs  by  Decamp, 
as  vividly  colored  as  those  of  Salvator 
Rosa,  but  more  poetic  ;  jxistels  by  Giraud 
and  Miiller,  I'epresenting  children  like 
angels  and  women  with  the  features  of  a 
virgin  ;  sketches  torn  from  the  album  of 
Dauzats'  "  Travels  in  the  East,"  that  had 
been  made  in  a  few  seconds  on  the  saddle 
of  a  camel,  or  beneath  the  dome  of  a 
mosque:  in  a  word,  all  that  modern  art 
can  give  in  exchange  and  as  recompense 
for  the  art  lost  and  gone  with  ages  long 
since  past. 

Albert  expected  to  have  something  new 
this  time  to  show  to  the  travelrr,  but,  to 
his  great  surprise,  the  latter,  without  seek- 
ing for  the  signatures,  many  of  which, 
indeed,  were  only  initials,  named  instaiitl}' 
the  authoi-of  every  picture  in  such  a  man- 
ner that  it  was  easy  to  see  that  each  name 
was  not  onl}'  known  to  him,  but  that  each 
of  their  styles  had  been  appreciated  and 
studied    by  him.     From    the    salon   they 


passed  into  the  bedchamber :  it  was  a 
model  of  taste  and  simple  elegance.  A 
single  portrait,  signed  Leopold  Robert, 
shone  in  its  carved  and  gilded  frame.  This 
portrait  attracted  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo's  attention,  for  he  made  three  rapid 
steps  in  the  chamber,  and  stopped  sud- 
denly before  it.  It  was  the  portrait  of  a 
young  woman  of  five  or  six  and  twenty, 
with  a  dark  complexion,  and  light  and 
lustrous  eyes,  veiled  beneath  their  long' 
lashes.  She  wore  the  picturesque  costume 
of  the  Catalan  fisherwoman,  a  red  and 
black  bodice,  and  the  golden  pins  in  her 
hair.  She  w^as  looking  at  the  sea,  and  her 
shadow  w^as  defined  on  the  blue  ocean  and 
sky.  The  lig-ht  was  so  faint  in  the  room 
that  Albert  did  not  perceive  the  paleness 
that  spread  itself  over  the  count's  visage, 
or  the  nervous  heaving  of  his  chest  and 
shoulders.  Silence  prevailed  for  an  instant, 
during  which  Monte-Cristo  gazed  intentlj' 
on  the  picture. 

"  You  have  there  a  most  charming"  mis- 
tress, viscount,"  said  the  count  in  a  per- 
fectly calm  tone ;  "  and  this  costume — a 
ball  costume,  doubtless — becomes  her  ad- 
mirabl3\" 

"  Ah,  monsieur  !  "  returned  Albert,  "  I 
would  never  forgive  you  this  mistake  if 
you  had  seen  another  picture  beside  this. 
You  do  not  know  my  mother;  she  it  is 
whom  j-ou  see  here  :  she  had  her  portrait 
painted  thus,  six  or  eig-ht  years  ago.  This 
costume  is  a  fancy  one,  it  appears,  and 
the  resemblance  is  so  great  that  I  think  I 
still  see  mj'  mother  the  same  as  she  was 
in  1830.  The  countess  had  this  portrait 
painted  during  the  count's  absence.  She 
doubtless  intended  giving-  him  an  agree- 
able suiprise  ;  but,  strange  to  say,  this 
portrait  seemed  to  displease  my  father, 
and  the  value  of  the  picture,  which  is,  as 
you  see,  one  of  the  best  woiks  of  Leopold 
Robert,  could  not  overcome  his  di.slike  to 
it.  It  is  true,  between  ourselves,  that  M. 
de  Morcerf  is  one  of  the  most  assiduous 
peers  at  the  Luxembourg,  a  general  re- 
nowned for  theory,  but  a  most  mediocre 
amateur  of  art.  It  is  different  with  mj' 
mother,  who  paints  exceedingly  well,  and 
who,  unwilling  to  part  with  so  valuable  a 
picture,  gave  it  to  me  to  put  here,  where 
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it  would  be  less  likely  to  displease  M.  de 
Morcerf,  whose  portrait,  l\v  Gros,  I  will 
also  show  you.  Excuse  my  talking-  of 
family  inattci-s  ;  but  as  I  shall  have  the 
honor  of  introducing-  you  to  the  count,  I 
tell  you  this  to  prevent  you  making-  any 
allusions  to  this  picture.  The  picture 
seems  to  have  a  malig-n  influence,  for  my 
mother  rarel}''  comes  here  without  looking 
at  it,  and  still  more  rarely  does  she  look 
at  it  without  weeping-.  This  disag-reement 
is  the  only  one  that  has  ever  taken  place 
between  the  count  and  countess,  who  are 
still  as  much  united,  although  married 
moi-e  than  twenty  3'ears,  as  the  first  day 
of  their  wedding-." 

Monte-Cristo  glanced  rapidly  at  Albert, 
as  if  to  seek  a  hiddeiv  meaning-  in  his  words; 
but  it  was  evident  the  young-  man  ut- 
tered theui  in  the  simplicity  of  his  iieart. 
"  Now,"  said  Albert,  "  that  you  have  seen 
all  my  treasures,  allow  me  to  offer  them 
to  3'ou,  unworth}'^  as  they  are.  Consider 
yourself  as  in  your  own  house  :  and  to  put 
yourself  still  more  at  3'our  ease,  praj^  ac- 
compan.y  me  to  the  apartments  of  M.  de 
Moi'cerf,  to  whom  I  wrote  from  Rome  an 
account  of  the  services  you  rendered'me, 
antl  to  whom  I  announced  your  promised 
visit,  and  I  may  say  that  both  the  count 
and  countess  anxiouslj'^  desire  to  thank  you 
in  person.  You  are  somewhat  blase,  I 
know,  and  family  scenes  have  not  much 
effect  on  Sinbad  the  Sailor,  who  has  seen 
so  man}'  others.  However,  accept  what 
1  propose  to  3'ou  as  an  initiation  into  Pa- 
I'isian  life — a  life  of  politeness,  visiting-  and 
introductions."  Monte-Cristo  bowed  with- 
out making-  any  answer;  he  accepted  the 
offer  without  enthusiasm  and  without  re- 
g-ret,  as  one  of  those  conventions  of  society 
which  ever}'-  g-eutleman  looks  upon  as  a 
duty.  Albert  summoned  his  servant,  and 
ordered  him  to  acquaint  M.  and  Madame 
de  Morcerf  of  the  arrival  of  the  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo.  Albert  followed  him  witli 
the  count.  When  they  arrived  at  the 
antechamber,  above  the  door  was  visible 
a  shield,  which,  by  its  rich  ornaments  and 
its  harmony  with  the  rest  of  the  furni- 
ture, indicated  the  itnportance  the  owner 
attached  to  this  blaz.on.  ]\rontc-Cristo 
slopped  and  examined  it  attenlivelv. 


"Azure  seven  merlets,  or,  placed  ben- 
der," said  he.  "  These  are,  doubtless, 
3-our  family  arms  ?  Except  the  k-nowledge 
of  blazons,  that  enables  me  to  decipher 
them,  I  am  ver}'^  ignorant  of  heraldry — I, 
a  count  of  a  fresh  creation,  fabricated  in 
Tuscany  b}'  the  aid  of  a  commandery  of 
St.  Stephen,  and  who  would  not  have 
taken  the  trouble  had  I  not  been  told  that 
when  3'ou  travel  much  it  is  necessary. 
Besides,  you  must  have  something-  on  the 
panels  of  your  cari-iag-e,  to  escape  being- 
searched  by  the  custom-house  officers. 
Excuse  my  putting  such  a  question  to 
you.-' — ''It  is  not  indiscreet,"  returned 
Morcerf,  with  the  simplicity  of  convic- 
tion. "  You  have  guessed  rightly.  These 
are  our  arms  ;  that  is,  those  of  my  father ; 
but  the\'  are,  as  you  see,  joined  to  another 
shield,  which  has  gules,  a  silver  tower, 
which  are  my  mother's.  By  her  side  I 
am  Spanish,  but  the  family  of  Morcerf  is 
French,  and,  I  have  heard,  one  of  the  old- 
est of  the  south  of  France." 

"Yes,"  replied  Monte-Cristo,  ''these 
blazons  prove  that :  almost  all  the  armed 
pilgrims  that  went  to  the  Holy  Land  took 
for  their  arms  either  a  cross,  in  honor  of 
their  mission,  or  birds  of  passage,  in  sign 
of  the  long  voyage  thej-  were  about  to 
undertake,  and  which  they  hoped  to  ac- 
complish on  the  wings  of  faith.  One  of 
your  ancestors  had  joined  the  Crusades; 
and  supposing  it  to  be  onl}'-  that  of  St. 
Louis,  that  nuikes  you  mount  to  the  thir- 
teenth century,  which  is  tolerably  an- 
cient."— ''It  is  possible,"  said  Morcerf: 
•-  my  father  has  in  his  study  a  genea- 
logical tree  which  will  tell  you  all  that, 
and  on  Avhich  I  made  commentaries  that 
would  have  greatly  edifled  Hozier  and 
Jaucourt.  At  present  I  no  longer  think 
of  it :  and  yet  I  must  tell  you  that  we  are 
beginning  to  occupy  oui'selves  greatly 
with  these  things  under  our  popular  gov- 
ernment." 

"Well,  then,  your  government  would 
do  well  to  choose  from  the  past  something 
better  than  the  tilings  that  I  have  noticed 
on  your  monuments,  and  which  have  no 
heraldic  meaning  wliatevei".  As  for  you, 
viscount,"  continued  ^[(^nte-Ciisto  to  Moi"- 
cerf,  "  vou  are  more  fortunate  than  the 
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g-overnment,  for  your  arms  are  reall3" 
beautiful,  and  speak  to  the  iinag"ination. 
Yes,  3'ou  are  at  once  from  Provence  and 
Spain  ;  that  explains,  if  the  portrait  you 
showed  me  be  like,  the  dark  hue  I  so  much 
admired  on  the  visage  of  the  noble  Cata- 
lan." It  would  have  required  the  pene- 
tration of  QEdipus  or  the  Sphinx  to  have 
divined  the  irony  the  count  concealed  be- 
neath these  words,  apparentl}^  uttered 
with  the  greatest  politeness.  Morcerf 
thanked  him  with  a  smile,  and  pushed 
open  the  door  above  which  were  his  arms, 
and  which,  as  we  have  said,  opened  into 
the  salon.  In  the  most  conspicuous  part 
of  the  salon  was  another  portrait.  It  was 
that  of  a  man,  from  five  to  eight  and 
thirty,  in  the  uniform  of  a  general  officer, 
wearing  the  double  epaulet  en  torsade, 
that  indicates  superior  rank ;  the  ribbon 
of  the  Legion  of  Honor  i^ound  liis  neck, 
vvliich  showed  he  was  a  commander ;  and 
on  the  breast,  on  the  right,  the  star  of  a 
grand  officer  of  the  order  of  the  Saviour, 
and  on  the  left  that  of  the  grand  cross  of 
Charles  III.,  which  proved  that  the  per- 
son represented  by  the  picture  had  served 
in  the  wars  of  Greece  and  Spain  ;  or,  what 
was  just  the  same  thing  as  regarded  deco- 
rations, had  fulfilled  some  diplomatic  mis- 
sion in  the  two  countries. 

Monte-Cristo  was  engaged  in  examining 
this  portrait  with  no  less  care  than  he  had 
bestowed  upon  the  other,  when  another 
door  opened,  and  he  found  himself  opposite 
to  the  Count  de  Morcerf  himself.  He  was 
a  man  of  forty  to  fortj'-five  years,  but  he 
seemed  at  least  fifty,  and  his  black  mus- 
tache and  eyebrows  contrasted  strangely 
with  his  almost  white  hair,  which  was  cut 
short,  ill  military  fashion.  He  was  dressed 
in  plain  clothes,  and  wore  at  liis  button- 
hole the  ribbons  of  the  difTerent  orders  to 
wliich  he  belonged.  This  man  entered 
witli  a  tolerably  dignified  step,  and  with  a 
species  of  haste.  Monte-Cristo  saw  him 
advance  toward  him  without  making  a 
single  step.  It  seemed  as  if  his  feet  were 
rooted  to  tin;  ground,  and  his  eyes  on  the 
Count  de  Morceif.  "  Father,"  said  the 
young  man,  *'  I  have  the  honor  of  pre- 
sentiiig  10  you  M.  le  Conile  de  Monte- 
Cristo,  the  generous  friend  whom  I  had 


the  good  fortune  to  meet  in  the  critical 
juncture  of  which  I  have  told  3'ou." — 
"You  are  most  welcome,  monsieur,"  said 
the  Count  de  Morcerf,  saluting  Monte- 
Cristo  with  a  smile;  "and  monsieur  has 
rendered  our  house,  in  preserving  its  only 
heir,  a  service  which  insures  him  our 
eternal  gratitude."  As  he  said  these 
words,  the  Count  de  Morcerf  pointed  to  a 
chair,  while  he  seated  himself  in  another 
opposite  the  window. 

Monte-Cristo,  while  he  took  the  seat 
Morcerf  offered  him,  placed  himself  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  remain  concealed  in 
the  shadow  of  the  large  velvet  curtains, 
and  read  on  the  care-worn  and  livid 
features  of  the  count  a  whole  history  of 
secret  griefs  written  in  each  wrinkle  time 
had  planted  there.  "  Madame  la  Vicom- 
tesse,"  said  Morcerf,"  "was  at  her  toi- 
let when  she  was  informed  of  the  visit 
she  was  about  to  receive.  She  would, 
however,  be  in  the  salon  in  ten  minutes." 
— "  It  is  a  great  honor  for  me,"  returned 
Monte-Cristo,  "  to  be  thus,  on  the  first 
day  of  my  arrival  in  Paris,  brought  in 
contact  with  a  man  whose  merit  equals 
his  i*eputation,  and  to  whom  fortune  has 
for  once  been  equitable ;  but  has  she  not 
still  on  the  plains  of  Mitidja,  or  in  the 
mountains  of  Atlas,  a  marshal's  staff  to 
offer  you  ?" 

"Oh,"  replied  Morcerf,  reddening 
slightly,  "  I  have  left  the  service,  mon- 
sieur. Made  a  peer  at  the  Restoration,  I 
served  through  the  first  campaign  under 
the  orders  of  Marshal  Bourmont.  I  could, 
therefore,  expect  a  higher  rank,  and  who 
knows  what  might  have  happened  had 
the  elder  branch  remained  on  the  throne  ? 
But  the  Revolution  of  July  was,  it  seems, 
sufliciently  glorious  to  allow  itself  to  be 
ungrateful ;  and  it  was  so  for  all  services 
that  did  not  date  from  tlie  imperial 
period.  I  tendered  my  resignation  :  for 
when  you  have  gained  your  epaulets  on 
the  battlefield,  you  do  not  know  how  to 
maneuver  on  the  slippery  ground  of  the 
.salons.  1  have  hung  up  my  sword,  and 
cast  my.self  into  politics.  I  have  devoted 
my.self  to  industry ;  I  study  the  useful 
arts.  During  the  tw(Mity  years  I  served, 
1  often  wished  to  do  so,  but  I  had  not  the 
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time." — "  These  are  the  ideas  that  render 
vour  nation  superior  to  any  other,"  re- 
turned Moute-Cristo.  "'A  gentleman  of 
liig-li  birth,  possessor  of  an  ample  fortune, 
you  have  consented  to  gain  your  promo- 
tion as  an  obscure  soldier,  step  by  step— 
this  is  uncommon ;  then  become  general, 
peer  of  France,  commander  of  the  Legion 
of  Honor,  you  consent  to  again  commence 
a  second  apprenticeship,  without  any 
other  hope  or  any  other  desire  than  that 
of  one  day  becoming  useful  to  your  fellow- 
creatures  ;  this,  indeed,  is  praiseworthy — 
na.y,  more,  it  is  sublime."  Albert  looked 
on  and  listened  with  astonishment ;  he 
was  not  used  to  see  Monte-Cristo  give 
vent  to  such  bursts  of  enthusiasm. 
'"Alas!"  continued  the  stranger,  doubt- 
less to  dispel  the  slight  cloud  that  covered 
Morcerf's  brow,  '*we  do  not  act  thus  in 
Italy  ;  we  grow  according  to  our  race  and 
our  species,  and  we  pursue  the  same  lines, 
and  often  the  same  uselessness,  all  our 
livts." 

''But,  monsieur,"  said  the  Count  de 
Morcerf,  "  for  a  man  of  your  merit,  Italy 
is  not  a  country,  and  France  opens  her 
arms  to  receive  3'ou  ;  respond  to  her  call. 
France  will  not,  perhaps,  be  always  un- 
grateful !  She  treats  her  children  ill,  but 
she  always  welcomes  strangers." 

''Ah,  father!"  said  Albert,  with  a 
smile,  "  it  is  evident  you  do  not  know  M. 
le  Comte  de  Monte-Cristo  ;  he  despises  all 
honors,  and  contents  himself  with  those 
that  are  written  on  his  passport." — 
"  That  is  the  most  just  remark,"  replied 
the  stranger,  "  I  ever  heard  made  con- 
cerning myself." 

"You  have  been  free  to  choose  your 
career,"  observed  the  Count  de  Morcerf, 
with  a  sigh  ;  "  and  3'ou  have  chosen  the 
path  strewed  with  flowers." — "  Precisely, 
nionsieur,"  replied  Monte-Cristo,  with 
one  of  those  smiles  that  a  painter  couUl 
never  represent  or  a  physiologist  analyze. 

"  If  I  did  not  fear  to  fatigue  3'ou,"  said 
tlie  general,  evidently  charmed  with  the 
count's  manners,   '•  I  would    have   taken 

I  you  to  the  Chamber;  there  is  a  debate 
very  curious  to  those  who  are  strangers 
to  our  modern  senators." 
"  I  shall  be  most  grateful,  nionsieur,  if 
1   ■ 


you  will,  at  some  future  time,  renew  your 
offer  ;  but  I  have  been  flattered  with  the 
hope  of  being  introduced  to  the  countess, 
and  I  will  therefore  wait." — "Ah  !  here  is 
my  mother,"  cried  the  viscount.  Monle- 
Cristo  turned  round  hastily,  and  saw 
Madame  de  Morcerf  at  the  entrance  of  the 
salon,  at  the  door  opposite  to  that  by 
which  her  husband  had  entered,  pale  and 
motionless ;  when  Monte-Cristo  turned 
round,  she  let  fall  her  arm,  which  for 
some  unknown  reason  had  been  resting  on 
the  gilded  doorpost.  She  had  been  there 
some  moments,  and  had  overheard  the 
last  words  of  the  visitor.  The  latter  rose 
and  bowed  to  the  countess,  who  inclined 
her-self  without  speaking. 

"Ah!  good  heavens,  madame  I  "  said 
the  count,  "  are  j^ou  unwell,  or  is  it  the 
heat  of  the  room  that  affects  you  ?  " 

'■Are  you  ill,  mother?"  cried  the  vis- 
count, springing  toward  her. 

She  thanked  them  both  with  a  smile. 

'"No,"  returned  she,  "  but  I  feel  some 
emotion  on  seeing,  for  the  first  time,  the 
man  without  whose  intervention  we  should 
have  been  in  tears  and  desolation.  Mon- 
sieur," continued  the  countess,  advancing 
with  the  majest}'  of  a  queen,  •-  I  owe  to 
you  the  life  of  my  son,  and  for  this  I  bless 
you.  Now  I  tliank  you  for  the  pleasure 
you  give  me  in  thus  affording  me  the 
opportunitj^  of  thanking  you  as  I  have 
blessed  you,  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart." 

The  count  bowed  again,  but  lower  than 
before  ;  he  was  even  paler  than  Mercedes. 
•'Madame,"  said  he,  "  M.  le  Comte  and 
yourself  recompense  too  generously  a 
simple  action.  To  save  a  man,  to  spare  a 
father's  feelings,  or  a  mother's  sensibility, 
is  not  to  do  a  good  action,  but  a  simple 
deed  of  humanity."  At  these  words,  ut- 
tered with  the  most  exquisite  sweetness 
and  politeness.  ^ladame  de  ^forcei'f  re- 
plied :  '•  It  is  very  fortuiuite  for  my  son. 
monsieur,  that  he  found  such  a  friend, 
and  I  thank  God  that  things  are  thus." 

And  ]\Iercedes  imised  her  line  eyes  to 
Heaven  with  so  fervent  an  expix'ssiou  of 
gratitude,  that  the  count,  fancied  he  saw 
teal's  in  them.  M.  de  ^lorcerf  approached 
lier.     *' ^[adame."  said  he.  "I   have   al- 
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ready  made  \ny  excuses  to  M.  le  Comte 
for  quitting-  him,  and  I  pra3^  you  to  do  so 
also.  The  sitting-  coraiiieuces  at  two  ;  it 
is  now  three,  and  I  am  to  speak." — ''  Go, 
then,  and  monsieur  and  I  will  strive 
our  best  to  forg-et  your  absence  !  "  replied 
the  countess,  with  the  same  tone  of  deep 
feeling:.  *'' M.  le  Comte,"  continued  she, 
turning-  to  Monte-Cristo,  ''  will  3-ou  do  us 
the  honor  of  passing  the  rest  of  the  daj' 
with  us?  " — "  Believe  me,  madame,  I  feel 
most  grateful  for  your  kindness,  but  I  got 
out  of  my  traveling  carriage  at  your  door 
this  morning,  and  I  am  ignorant  how  I 
am  installed  in  Paris,  which  I  scaicely 
know;  this  is  but  a  trifling  inquietude,  I 
know%  but  one  that  may  be  appreciated." 

*' We  shall  have  this  pleasure  another 
time  !  "  said  the  countess  ;  "^'ou  promise 
that?"  Monte-Cristo  inclined  himself 
without  answering;  but  the  gesture  might 
pass  for  assent.  "  I  will  not  detain  you, 
monsieur,"  continued  the  countess;  *•'! 
w^ould  not  have  our  gratitude  become  in- 
discreet or  importunate." 

*'My  dear  count,"  said  Albert,  •'I  will 
endeavor  to  return  your  politeness  at 
Rome,  and  place  my  coupe  at  3'our  dis- 
posal until  your  own  be  ready." 

"  A  thousand  thanks  for  3-our  kindness, 
viscount,"  returned  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  'Mjut  I  suppose  that  M.  Bertuccio 
has  suitably  employed  the  four  hours  and 
a  half  I  have  given  him,  and  that  I  shall 
find  a  carriage  of  some  sort  ready  at  the 
door."  Albert  was  usi'd  to  the  count's 
manner  of  proceeding  :  he  knew  that,  lil\'e 
Nero,  he  was  in  search  of  the  impossible, 
and  notliing astonished  him  ;  only  wishing 
to  judge  with  his  own  eyes  how  far  tiic 
count's  orders  had  been  executed,.  \n\  ac- 
companied him  to  the  door  of  the  liotel. 
Monte-Cristo  was  not  deceived.  As  soon 
as  he  appeared  in  the  Count  de  Moi'cerf  s 
ant(?chanibcr  a  footman,  the  same  who  at 
Rome  had  brought  tin*  count's  card  to  the 
two  young  men,  and  announced  his  visit, 
sprang  into  the  vestibule,  and  when  he 
arrived  at  the  door  the  illnslrious  trav- 
eler found  his  carriag<^  await  ing  liim.  It 
was  a  coupe  of  Kolh^r's  building,  and  with 
horses  and  harness  for  which  Drake  l)ad, 
to  the  knowledge  of  all  the  lions  of  Paris, 


refused  on  the  previous  day  seven  hundred 
guineas.  "  Monsieur,"  said  the  count  to 
Albert,  "  I  do  not  ask  3'ou  to  accompany 
me  to  ni}'  house,  as  I  can  only  show  you 
a  habitation  fitted  up  in  a  hurry,  and  I 
have,  as  you  know,  a  reputation  to  keep 
up  as  regards  not  being  taken  by  surprise. 
Give  me,  therefore,  one  more  da\'  before  I 
invite  you  :  I  shall  then  be  certain  not  to 
fail  in  my  hospitality." 

"If  you  ask  me  for  a  day,  count,  I  know 
what  to  anticipate;  it  will  not  be  a  house 
I  shall  see,  but  a  palace.  You  have  de- 
cidedh'  some  genie  at  your  control." 

"  Ma  foi  f  spread  that  idea,"  replied 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  putting  his 
foot  on  the  velvet-lined  steps  of  his 
splendid  carriage,  "  and  that  will  be 
worth  something  to  me  among  the 
ladies."  As  he  spoke  he  sprang  into 
the  vehicle,  the  door  was  closed,  but  not 
so  rapidly  that  Monte-Cristo  perceived 
the  almost  imperceptible  movement  which 
stirred  the  curtains  of  the  apartment  in 
which  he  had  left  Madame  de  Morcerf. 
When  Albert  returned  to  his  mother  he 
found  her  in  the  boudoir  reclining  in  a 
large  velvet  arm-chair;  the  whole  room 
so  obscure  that  only  the  shining  spangle, 
fastened  here  and  there  to  the  drapery, 
and  the  angles  of  the  gilded  frames  of  the 
pictures,  gave  a  kind  of  light  to  the  room. 
Albert  could  not  see  the  countenance  of 
the  countess,  which  was  lost  in  a  thin  veil 
she  had  put  on  lier  head,  and  Avhich 
descended  ai-ouiid  her  features  lilce  a 
cloud  of  vapor;  but  it  seemed  to  him  as 
though  her  voice  had  altered.  He  could 
distinguish  amid  the  perfumes  of  the 
roses  and  heliotropes  in  the  flower-stands, 
the  sharp  and  fragrant  odor  of  volatile 
salts,  and  he  remarked  in  one  of  the 
chased  cups  on  tlie  mantelpiece  the  coun- 
tess's smi'lling-bottle,  taken  from  its  sha- 
green case,  and  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of 
un(>asin('ss,  as  he  entered — **  My  dear 
motlicr,  have  you  been  unwell  during  my 
absence?  " 

''No,  no.  ^Vibcrt  !  but  yon  know  these 
roses,  tuhej-oses.and  orange-flowers  Ihrow 
out  at  fli\st,  before  one  is  used  to  them, 
such  violent  perfumes." 

"Then,  niv  dear  mother,"  said  Albert, 
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putting  his  hand  to  the  bell,  "  they  must 
be  taken  into  the  antechamber.  You  are 
really  unwell,  and  just  now  were  so  pale 
as  you  came  into  the  room—" 

'"'  Was  I  pale,  Albert  ?  "— "  Yes ;  a  pale- 
ness that  suits  you  admirably,  mother, 
but  which  did  not  the  less  alarm  my  father 
and  myself !  " 

"Did  your  father  speak  of  it?"  in- 
quired Mercedes,  eagerly. 

"  No,  madanie ;  but  do  you  not  remem- 
ber that  he  remarked  the  fact  to  j'^ou  ?  " 

''Yes,  I  do  remember!"  replied  the 
countess.  A  servant  entered,  summoned 
by  Albert's  ring-  of  the  bell.  "  Take  these 
flowers  into  the  anteroom  or  dressing- 
room,"  said  the  viscount;  "they  make 
the  countess  unwell."  The  footman  obej^ed 
his  orders.  A  long-  pause  ensued,  which 
lasted  until  all  the  flowers  were  removed. 
"  What  is  this  name  of  Monte-Ci-isto  ?  " 
inquired  the  countess,  when  the  servant 
had  taken  away  the  last  vase  of  flow^ers  ; 
'•  is  tfc  a  family  name,  or  the  name  of  the 
estate,  or  a  simple  title?" — "\  believe," 
mother,  it  is  merely  a  simple  title.  The 
count  purchased  an  island  in  the  Tuscan 
Archipelago,  and,  as  he  told  you  to-day, 
has  founded  a  coinmandery.  You  know 
the  same  thing  was  done  for  Saint  Ste- 
phen of  Florence,  Saint  George,  Constan- 
tinian  of  Parma,  and  even  for  the  Order 
of  Malta.  Except  this,  he  has  no  preten- 
sion to  nobility,  and  calls  himself  a  chance 
count,  although  the  general  opinion  at 
Rome  is  that  tlie  count  is  a  man  of  ver}' 
high  distinction." 

'•His  manners  are  admirable!"  said 
the  countess  ;  "at  least,  as  far  as  I  could 
judge  in  the  few  moments  he  remained 
here." — "  The.y  are  perfect,  mother,  so 
perfect  that  they  surpass  by  far  all  I  have 
known  in  the  leading  aristocracy  of  the 
three  proudest  noblesses  of  Europe — the 
English  aristocracy,  Spanish  aristocracy, 
and  German  aristocracy."  The'counless 
paused  a  moment :  then,  after  a  slight 
hesil alien,  she  resumed—'*  You  have  seen, 
my  dear  Albert— I  ask  the  question  as  a 
motluM-— you  have  seen  M.  de  Monte-Cristo 
in  his  house  :  you  are  quick-sighted— have 
nuieh  kiunvledge  of  the  world— more  tact 
than  IS  usual  at  your  age:  do  vou  think 


the  count  is  really  what  he  appears  to 
be  ?  " — "  What  does  he  appear  to  be  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  have  just  said — a  man  of 
high  distinction." — "  I  told  you,  my  dear 
mother,  he  was  esteemed  such." 

"But  what  is  jour  own  opinion,  Al- 
bert ?  " 

"  I  must  tell  you  that  I  have  not  come 
to  any  decided  opinion  respecting  him,  but 
I  think  him  a  Maltese." 

"I  do  not  ask  you  of  his  origin,  but 
what  he  is." — "Ah!  what  he  is;  that  is 
quite  another  thing.  I  have  seen  so  many 
remarkable  things  of  him,  that  if  you 
would  have  me  really  say  what  I  think, 
I  shall  reph'  that  I  realU'  do  look  upon 
him  as  one  of  Byron's  heroes,  whom  Miser\' 
has  marked  with  a  fatal  brand  :  —  some 
Manfred,  some  Lara,  some  W\nnier,  one 
of  those  wrecks,  as  it  were,  of  some  an- 
cient family,  who,  disinherited  of  their 
patrimony,  have  achieved  one  by  the  force 
of  their  adventurous  genius,  which  has 
placed  them  above  the  laws  of  society." 

"You  say — " 

"I  say  that  Monte-Cristo  is  an  island 
in  the  midst  of  the  Mediterranean,  with- 
out inhabitants  or  garrison,  the  resort 
of  smugglers  of  all  nations,  and  pirates 
of  every  flag.  Who  knows  whetlier  or  not 
these  industrious  worthies  do  not  pay  to 
their  feudal  lord  some  dues  for  his  protec- 
tion ?"—"  That  is  possible,"  said  the 
countess,   reflecting. 

"Never  mind,"  continued  the  young 
man,  "  smuggler  or  not,  you  must  agi-ee, 
mother  dear,  as  you  have  seen  him,  that 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  is  a  remark- 
able man,  who  will  have  the  greatest  suc- 
cess in  the  salons  of  Paris.  Why,  this 
veis^'  morning,  at  my  abode,  he  made  his 
entree  among  us  by  striking  every  man 
of  us  with  amazement,  not  even  excepting 
Chateau-Henaud."— "  And  what  do  you 
suppose  is  the  count's  age  ?  *'  inquiriMl 
Mercedes,  evidently  attaching  great  im- 
portance to  this  question. 

"Thirty-five  or  thirty-six,  mother." 

"So  young!  it  is  impossible."  said 
]\rerc(>des.  replying  at  the  same  time  to 
wliat  Albert  said  as  well  as  to  her  own 
private  reflection. 

"It   is  the  truth,   liowever.     Three  or 
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four  times  he  has  said  to  me,  and  cer- 
tainly without  tlie  slightest  premedita- 
tion, at  such  a  period  I  was  five  years 
old,  at  another  ten  j^ears  old,  at  another 
twelve,  and  I,  induced  by  curiosity,  which 
kept  me  alive  to  these  details,  have  com- 
pared the  dates,  and  never  found  him  in- 
accurate. The  ag-e  of  this  singular  man, 
who  is  of  no  age,  is,  then,  I  am  certain, 
thirty-five.  Besides,  mother,  remark  how 
vivid  his  eye,  how  raven-black  his  hair, 
and  his  brow,  though  so  pale,  is  free  from 
wrinkles — he  is  not  only  vigorous,  but 
also  young.*'  The  countess  bent  her 
head,  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  wave  of 
bitter  thoughts.  ''And  has  this  man 
displayed  a  friendship  for  you,  Albert?" 
she  asked,  with  a  nervous  shudder. 
"I  am  inclined  to  think  so." 
"  And — do — 3-0U — like — him  ?  " 
"  Why,  he  pleases  me  in  spite  of  Franz 
d'Epinay,  wiio  tries  to  convince  me  that 
he  is  a  being  returned  from  the  other 
world."  The  countess  shuddered. — "Al- 
bert," she  said,  in  a  voice  which  was 
altered  hy  emotion,  "  I  have  always  put 
you  on  your  guard  against  new  acquaint- 
ances. Now  3'ou  are  a  man,  and  are  able 
to  give  me  advice ;  3'^et  I  repeat  to  you, 
Albert,  be  prudent." — '-Why,  my  dear 
mother,  it  is  necessary,  in  order  to  make 
your  advice  turn  to  account,  that  I  should 
know  beforehand  what  I  have  to  distrust. 
The  count  never  plays,  he  only  drinks 
pure  water  tinged  with  a  little  sherry, 
and  is  so  rich  that  he  cannot,  without 
intending  to  laugh  at  me,  tr3^  to  borrow 
money.  What,  thcMi,  have  I  to  fear  fi'om 
him  ?  " 

**You  are  right,"  said  the  countess, 
"and  my  feais  are  weakness,  cspecrnJly 
when  directed  against  a  man  who  has 
saved  your  life.  How  did  your  father 
receive  bin:,  Albert  ?  It  is  necessary  that 
we  should  be  more  than  complaisant  to 
the  count.  M.  de  Morcerf  is  sometimes 
occupied  ;  his  business  makes  liim  reflect- 
ive; nnd  hemiglil.  witliout  inlendingit — " 
"Nothing  could  be  in  belter  taste  than 
my  father's  demeanor.  m;idame."  said 
Albert;  "nay,  more,  lie  seemed  greatly 
flattered  at  two  or  three  compliments 
which  the  count  verv  skillfully  nnd  agree- 


ably paid  him  with  as  much  ease  as  if 
he  had  known  him  these  thirty  3'ears. 
Each  of  these  little  tickling  arrows  must 
have  pleased  ray  father,"  added  Albert, 
with  a  laugh.  "And  thus  they  parted  the 
best  possible  friends :  and  M.  de  Morcerf 
even  wished  to  take  him  to  the  Chamber 
to  hear  the  speakers."  The  countess  made 
no  repl3\  She  fell  into  so  deep  a  reverie 
that  her  eyes  gradualh^  closed.  The  young 
man,  standing  up  before  her,  gazed  upon 
her  with  that  filial  affection  which  is  more 
tender  and  endeaiing  with  children  whose 
mothers  are  still  young  and  handsome. 
Then,  after  seeing  her  eyes  closed,  and 
hearing"  her  breathe  gentl^^  he  believed 
she  had  dropped  asleep,  and  left  the 
apartment  on  tiptoe,  closing  the  door 
after  him  with  the  utmost  precaution. 
"This  devil  of  a  fellow,"  he  muttered, 
shaking  his  head ;  "  I  said  at  the  time 
he  would  create  a  sensation  here,  and  I 
measure  his  effect  by  an  infallible  ther- 
mometer. My  mother  has  not  iced  Wiim. 
and  he  must  therefore,  perforce,  be  re- 
markable." He  went  down  to  the  stables, 
not  without  some  slight  annoy:ince,  when 
he  remembered  that  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  had  laid  his  hands  on  a  "  turn- 
out "  which  sent  his  ba3'S  down  to  num- 
ber 2  in  the  opinion  of  connoisseurs. 
"Most  decidedly,"  said  he,  "men  are 
not  equal,  and  I  must  beg  my  father  to 
develop  this  theorem  in  the  Chamber  of 
Peers." 


CHAPTER   XLH. 

MONSIEUR    BEKTUCCIO. 

During  this  time  the  count  had  arrived 
at  his  house  ;  it  liad  taken  him  six  min- 
utes to  pei'form  the  distance;  but  these 
six  minutes  were  sullicient  to  induce 
twenty  young  men  who  knew  the  price  of 
the  eijuipage  they  had  been  un;ible  to  pur- 
chase themselves,  to  i)ut  their  horses  in  a 
gallop  in  order  to  see  the  rich  foreigner 
wlio  could  afford  to  give  '.'O.OOO  francs 
apiece  for  his  liorses.  The  house  Ali  had 
chosen,  and  which  was  to  serve  as  a  town 
residence  to  Monte-Cristo,  was  situated 
on  the  right  hand  as  you  ascended  the 
Champs  Elysees.  A  thick  clump  of  trees 
and  shrubs  rose  in  the  center,  and  masked 
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a  portion  of  the  front ;  around  this  shrub- 
bery two  alleys,  like  two  arms,  extended 
right  and  left,  and  formed  a  carriag-e-drive 
from  the  iron  gates  to  a  double  portico,  on 
every  step  of  which  stood  a  porcelain  vase, 
filled  with  flowers.  This  house,  isolated 
from  the  rest,  had,  besides  the  main  en- 
trance, another  in  the  Rue  Ponthieu. 
Even  before  the  coachman  had  hailed  the 
concierge,  the  massy  gates  rolled  on  their 
hinges : — the}'-  had  seen  the  count  coming, 
and  at  Paris,  as  everywhere  else,  he  was 
served  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning.  The 
coachman  entered,  and  descending  the 
half-circle  without  slackening  his  speed, 
the  gates  were  closed  ere  the  wheels  had 
ceased  to  sound  on  the  gravel.  The  car- 
riage stopped  at  the  left  side  of  the  por- 
tico, two  men  presented  themselves  at  the 
carriage-window ;  the  one  was  Ali,  who, 
smiling  with  an  expression  of  the  most 
sincere  joy,  seemed  amply  repaid  by  a 
mere  look  from  Monte-Cristo.  The  other 
bowed  respectfully,  and  offered  his  arm  to 
assist  the  count  in  descending.  "Thanks, 
M.  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count,  springing- 
lightly  up  the  three  steps  of  the  portico ; 
"  and  the  notary  ?  " — ''  He  is  in  the  small 
salon,  excellency,"  returned  Bertuccio. 

"And  the  cards  1  ordered  to  be  en- 
graved as  soon  as  you  knew  the  number 
of  the  house  ?  " — "  M.  le  Comte,  it  is  done 
alread3\  I  have  been  myself  to  the  best 
engraver  of  the  Palais  Royal,  who  did  the 
plate  in  my  presence.  The  first  card  struck 
otf  was  taken,  according  to  your  orders, 
to  M.  le  Baron  Danglars,  Rue  de  la  Chaus- 
see  d'Antin,  No.  7  ;  the  others  are  on  the 
mantel [)iece  of  j'our  excellency's  bed- 
room." 

"  Good  ;  what  o'clock  is  it  ?  "— "  Four 
o'clock."  Monte-Cristo  gave  his  hat, 
cane,  and  gloves  to  the  same  French  foot- 
man who  had  called  his  carriage  at  the 
Count  de  Morcerf's,  and  then  he  passed 
into  I  he  small  salon,  preceded  by  Bertuc- 
cio. who  showed  him  the  way.  "These 
.  are  but  inditTerent  marbles  in  this  ante- 
chamber," said  Monte-Cristo.  "I  tinist 
all  this  will  soon  be  taken  away."  Ber- 
tuccio bowed.  As  the  stewanl  had  said, 
the  notary  awaited  him  in  the  small  salon. 
He  was  a  simple-looking  lawyer's  clerk, 


elevated  to  the  extraordinary'  dignity  of  a 
provincial  scrivener.  "  You  are  the  notary 
empowered  to  sell  the  country-house  that 
I  wish  to  purchase,  monsieur?"  asked 
Monte-Cristo."—"  Yes,  M.  le  Comte,"  re- 
turned the  notary'. — "  Is  the  deed  of  sale 
ready  ?  "— "  Yes,  M.  le  Comte."—"  Have 
you  brought  it  ?  " — "  Here  it  is." 

"Very  well;  and  where  is  this  house 
that  I  purchase  ?  "  asked  the  count,  care- 
lessl3%  addressing  himself  half  to  Bertuc- 
cio, half  to  the  notary.  The  steward  made 
a  gesture  that  signified,  "I  do  not  know." 
The  notar^'^  looked  at  the  count  with  as- 
tonishment. "What!"  said  he,  "does 
not  M.  le  Comte  know  where  the  house  he 
purchases  is  situated  ?  " 

"  No,"  returned  the  count. 

"'  M.  le  Comte  does  not  know  it  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  know  it  ?  I  have  arrived 
from  Cadiz  this  morning.  I  have  never 
before  been  at  Paris  :  and  it  is  the  first 
time  I  have  ever  even  set  my  foot  in 
France  !  " 

"Ah  !  that  is  different;  the  house  you 
purchase  is  situate  at  Auteuil."  At 
these  words  Bertuccio  turned  pale.  "  And 
where  is  Auteuil?"  asked  the  count. — 
"Close  here,  monsieur,"  replied  the  no- 
tary— "  a  little  beyond  Passy  ;  a  charm- 
ing situation,  in  the  heart  of  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne." — "So  near  as  that  ?'"  said  the 
count;  "but  that  is  not  in  the  country. 
What  made  you  choose  a  house  at  the 
gates  of  Paris,  M.  Bertuccio?" 

"  I!"  cried  the  steward  with  a  strange 
expression.  "M.  le  Comte  did  not  charge 
me  to  purchase  this  house.  If  ^I.  le 
Comte  will  recollect— if  he   will    think — " 

"  Ah.  true,"  observed  Monte-Cristo  :  "I 
recollect  now.  1  read  the  advertisement 
in  one  of  the  papers,  and  was  tempted  by 
the  false  title,  *  a  country  liouse  .*  " 

"It  is  not  too  late,"  cried  Bertuccio, 
eagerly  ;  "and  if  your  excellency  will  in- 
trust me  with  the  commission,  I  will  find 
you  a  better  at.  Enghien,  at  Fonteniy- 
aux-Roses,  or  at  Bellevue." 

"Oh,  no."  returned  :>ronte-Crislo,  neg- 
ligentlv  ;  "  since  I  have  this.  1  will  keep 
it." 

"Ami  you  are  qiuie  ngnu"  said  the 
notary,  who  feared  to  lose  his  fee.     '"It 
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is  a  charming-  place,  well  supplied  with 
spring'-vvater  and  fine  trees;  a  comforta- 
ble habitation,  althoug-h  abandoned  for  a 
long"  time ;  without  reckoning  the  furni- 
ture, which,  although  old,  is  yet  valuable, 
now  that  old  thing's  are  so  much  sought 
after.  I  suppose  M.  le  Comte  has  the 
tastes  of  the  day  ?'" 

"To  be  sure,"  returned  Monte-Cristo ; 
"it  is  very  convenient,  then  ?" 

"  It  is  more — it  is  magniflcent." 

"  Pesie  !  let  us  not  lose  such  an  oppor- 
tunity," returned  Monto-Cristo.  "The 
deed,  if  you  please,  M.  le  Notaire."  And  he 
signed  it  rapidlj',  after  having-  fii-st  run  his 
e.ye  over  that  part  of  the  deed  in  which 
were  specified  the  situation  of  the  house 
and  the  names  of  the  proprietors.  "  Ber- 
tuccio,"  said  he,  "give  fifty-five  thousand 
francs  to  monsieur."  The  steward  left 
the  room  with  a  faltering-  step,  and  re- 
turned with  a  bundle  of  bank-notes,  which 
the  notaiy  counted  like  a  man  who  never 
g-ives  a  receipt  for  money  until  after  legal 
examination.  "And  now,"  demanded  the 
count,  "'  are  all  the  forms  complied  with?" 

"All,  M.  le  Comte." 

"  Have  j^outlie  keys?" 

"  The3''  are  in  the  hands  of  the  con- 
cierge, who  takes  care  of  the  house;  but 
here  is  the  order  I  have  g-iven  him  to  in- 
stal  Monsieur  le  Comte  in  liis  new  posses- 
sion."— "Very  well;"  and  Monte-Cristo 
made  a  sig-n  with  his  hand  to  the  notary, 
which  s;iid,  "I  liavc  no  furtlier  need  of 
5'ou;  you  may  go." 

"  But,"  observed  the  honest  notary, 
"^•ou  are  mistaken,  I  think,  M.  le  Comte  ; 
it  is  only  fifty  thousand  fi-ancs,  eveiy- 
thing-  included." — "  And  your  fee  ?" 

"  Is  included  in  the  sum." 

"  But  have  vou  not  couk;  from  Auteuil 
here  !" 

"Yes,  certainly."— "Well,  then,  it  is 
but  fair  that  you  should  he  paid  for  your 
loss  of  tim(5  and  trouble,"  said  1h(>  count  ; 
and  he  made  a  gesture  of  polite  dismissal. 
The  notary  left  the  room  backward,  and 
bowing  down  to  the  ground  ;  it  was  the 
first  time  he  had  ever  met  a  similar  client. 

"See  this  genthMiian  out,"  said  the 
count  to  Bertuccio.  And  tlie  steward 
followed    tlje   notarv   out    of    the    room. 


Scarcelj^  was  the  count  alone  when  he 
drew  fi-om  his  pocket  a  book  closed  with  a 
lock,  and  opened  it  with  a  key  which  he 
wore  round  his  neck,  and  which  never  left 
him.  After  having  sought  for  a  few 
minutes,  he  stopped  at  a  leaf  which  had 
several  notes  and  compared  them  with 
the  deed  of  sale,  which  lay  on  the  table, 
and  recalling  \\\&  souvenirs  : — "  'Auleuil 
Rue  de  la  Fontaine,  No.  28  ;"  it  is  indeed 
the  same,"  said  he;  "and  now,  am  I  to 
rely  upon  an  avowal  extorted  by  religious 
or  ph3'sical  terror  ?  However,  in  an  hour 
I  shall  know  all.  Bertuccio!"  cried  he, 
striking  a  light  hammer  with  a  pliant 
handle  on  a  small  gong.  "Bertuccio!" 
The  steward  appeared  at  the  door. 
"Monsieur  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count, 
"did  3'ou  never  tell  me  that  you  had 
traveled  in  France?" — "In  some  parts 
of  France — yes,  excellency." 

"You  know  the  environs  of  Paris, 
then  ?  " 

"  No,  excellency,  no,"  returned  the 
steward,  with  a  sort  of  nervous  trem- 
bling, which  Monte-Cristo,  a  connoisseur 
in  all  emotions,  rightly  attributed  to  great 
disquietude.  —  "It  is  unfortunate,"  re- 
turned he,  "that  you  have  never  visited 
the  environs,  for  I  wish  lo  see  my  new 
property  this  evening,  and  had  you  gone 
with  me,  you  could  have  given  me  some 
useful  information."  —  "To  Auteuil  !  " 
cried  Bertuccio,  whose  copper  complexion 
became  livid — "  I  go  to  Auteuil  ?  " 

"  Well,  what  is  t  here  surprising  in  that  ? 
When  I  live  at  Auteuil,  you  must  come 
there,  as  you  belong  to  my  service." 
Bertuccio  hung  down  his  head  before  the 
imperious  look  of  his  master,  and  remained 
motionless,  witliout  making  any  answer. 
"  Wh^',  what  has  happened  to  you? — are 
you  going  to  make  me  I'ing  a  second  time 
for  the  carriage?"  asked  Montc-Crislo, 
in  the  same  \ono.  that  Louis  XIV.  pro- 
nounced tlie  famous,  "  I  have  been  almost 
oblig-ed  to  wait."  Bert.uccio  made  but 
one  bound  to  the  antechamber,  and  cried 
in  a  hoarse  voice  —  "His  excellency's 
horses  !  "  Monte-Cristo  wrote  two  or 
three  notes,  and  as  he  sealed  the  last,  the 
steward  appeared.  "Your  excellency's 
carriage  is  at  the  door,"  said  he. 
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•'  Well,  take  your  hat  and  gloves,"  re- 
turr)ed  Monte-Cristo. 

"  Am  I  to  accompan.y  you,  M.  le 
Couite  ?  "  cried  Bertuccio. 

"  Certainly,  you  must  give  your  ordoi-s, 
for  I  intend  residing:  at  the  house."  It 
was  unexiimpled  for  a  servant  of  the 
count's  to  dare  dispute  an  order  of  his; 
so  the  steward,  without  saying-  a  word, 
followed  his  master,  who  got  into  the  car- 
riage, and  signed  him  to  follow,  which  he 
did,  seating  himself  respectfully  on  the 
front  seat. 


I 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

THE  HOUSE   OF  AUTEUIL. 

Monte-Cristo  had  remarked  that,  as 
they  descended  the  staircase,  Bertuccio 
signed  himself  in  the  Corsican  manner, 
that  is,  had  formed  the  sign  of  the  cross 
in  the  air  with  his  thumb,  and  as  he 
seated  himself  in  the  carriage,  muttered 
a  short  prayer.  Any  one  but  a  curious 
man  would  have  had  pity  on  seeing  the 
steward's  extraordinary  repugnance  for 
the  count's  projected  drive  extra  muros  ; 
but  it  seemed  the  count  was  too  curious 
to  excuse  Bertuccio  this  little  journey'.  In 
twenty  minutes  the\'  were  at  Auteuil  : 
the  steward's  emotion  had  continued  to 
augment  as  they  entered  the  village. 
Bertuccio,  crouched  in  a  corner  of  the 
carriage,  began  to  examine  with  a  fever- 
ish anxiety  every  house  they  passed. 
"Tell  them  to  stop  at  Rue  de  la  Fon- 
taine, No.  28,"  said  the  count,  fixing  his 
eyes  on  the  steward,  to  whom  he  gave 
this  order.  Bertuccio's  forehead  was 
covered  with  pei-spiration  ;  but,  however, 
he  obeyed,  and,  leaning  out  of  the  window, 
he  crii'd  to  the  coachman — "  Rue  de  la 
Fontaine,  No.  28."  No.  28  was  situated 
at  the  extremity  of  the  village;  during 
the  drive  night  had  set  in,  or  rathei"  a 
black  cloud,  charged  with  electricity, 
gave  to  these  vapors  the  appearance  and 
solenmity  of  a  dramatic  episode.  The 
carriage  stopped,  the  footman  sprang  olT 
the  box,  and  opened  the  door.  "Well," 
said  the  count,  "you  do  not  get  out,  M. 
Bertuccio -you  are  going  to  stay  in  the 
carriage,  then?  What  are  you  thinking 
of  this  evening  ?  "     Bertuccio  sprang  out, 


and  offered  his  shoulder  to  the  count,  who, 
this  lime,  leaned  upon  it  as  he  descended 
the  three  steps  of  the  carriage.  "  Knock," 
said  the  count,  "  and  announce  me." 
Bertuccio  knocked,  the  door  opened,  and 
the  concierge  appeared.  "What  is  it?" 
asked  he. 

"'  It  is  3'our  new  master,  m3'-  good  fel- 
low," said  the  footman.  And  he  held  out 
to  the  concierge  the  notary's  order. 

"  The  house  is  sold,  then  ?  "  demanded 
the  concierge ;  "  and  this  gentleman  is 
coming  to  live  here?  " 

"  Yes,  my  friend,"  returned  the  count ; 
"  and  I  will  endeavor  to  give  you  no  cause 
to  regret  3'our  old  master." — "Oh,  mon- 
sieur," said  the  concierge,  "  I  shall  not 
have  much  cause  to  regret  him,  for  he 
came  here  but  seldom  ;  it  is  five  years 
since  he  was  here  last ;  and  he  did  well  to 
sell  the  house,  for  it  did  not  bring  him  in 
anything  at  all." 

"  What  was  the  name  of  your  old  mas- 
ter ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  M.  le  Marquis  de  Saint-Meran.  Ah,  I 
am  ^ure  he  has  not  sold  the  house  for  what 
he  gave  for  it." 

"The  Marquis  de  Saint-Meran  I  "  re- 
turned the  count.  "  The  name  is  not 
unknown  to  me;  the  Marquis  de  Saint- 
]\leian  I  "  and  he  appeared  to  meditate. — 
"An  old  gentleman,"  continued  the  con- 
cierge, "  a  stanch  follower  of  the  Bour- 
bons ;  he  had  an  only  daughter,  who 
married  M.  de  Villefort,  who  had  been  the 
procureur  du  roi  at  Nimes,  and  afterward 
at  Versailles."  Monte-Ci'isto  glanced  at 
Bertuccio,  who  became  wliiter  than  the 
wall  against  which  he  leaned  to  prevent 
himself  from  falling. — "  And  is  not  tiiis 
daughter  dead  ?"  demanded  Monte-Cristo; 
"  I  fancy  I  have  heard  so.'' — •*  Yes,  mon- 
sieur, one-and-twenty  years  ago ;  and 
since  tlien  we  have  not  seen  the  poor  mar- 
quis three  times." 

"Tlianks,  thanks."  said  Monte-Cristo. 
judging  from  the  steward's  utter  prostra- 
lion  that  he  could  not  stretch  the  coixi 
further  without  danger  of  lireaking  it. 
"  Give  me  a  light." 

"Shall  I  accompany  you.  monsieur?" 

"No.it  is  unnecessary:  Bertuccio  will 
show  me  a  light."     And  Monte-(^'isto  ac- 
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companied  these  words  by  the  g"ift  of  two 
pieces  of  gold,  which  produced  a  torrent 
of  thanks  and  blessing-s  from  the  con- 
ciorg-e.  ''Ah,  monsieur/'  said  he,  after 
having-  vainly  searched  on  the  mantel- 
piece and  the  shelves,  ''  I  have  not  got 
any  candles." — "  Take  one  of  the  carriage- 
lumps,  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count,  ''and 
show  me  the  apartments.''  The  steward 
obeyed  in  silence,  but  it  was  easy  to  see, 
from  the  manner  in  which  the  hand  that 
held  the  light  trembled,  how  much  it  cost 
him  to  obey.  They  went  over  a  tolerabl}' 
large  ground-floor,  a  first  floor  consisting 
of  a  salon,  a  bath-room,  and  two  bed- 
rooms ;  by  one  of  these  beds  they  arrived 
at  a  winding  staircase  that  opened  on  to 
the  garden. 

"  Ah  !  here  is  a  private  staircase,"  said 
the  count;  ''that  is  convenient.  Light 
me,  M.  Bertuccio,  and  go  first ;  we  will 
see  where  it  leads  to. — "Monsieur,"  re- 
plied Bertuccio,  "  it  leads  to  the  garden." 
"  And,  pray,  how  do  you  know  that  ?  " 
"  It  ought  to  do  so,  at  least." 
"  Well,  let  us  be  sure  of  that."  Ber- 
tuccio sighed,  and  went  on  first  :  the 
stairs  led,  in  reality,  to  the  garden.  At 
the  outer  door  the  steward  paused.  "  Go 
on.  Monsieur  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count. 
But  he  to  whom  In;  spoke  was  stupefied, 
bewildered,  stunned  ;  his  haggard  eyes 
glanced  round,  as  if  in  search  of  the  traces 
of  some  terrible  event,  and  with  his 
clenched  hands  he  seemed  striving  to  shut 
out  some  horrible  recollections.  "  Well  I  " 
insisted  the  count. — "  No,  no,"  cried  Ber- 
tuccio, setting  down  the  lantern  at  the 
angle  of  the  interior  wall.  "  No,  mon- 
sieur, it  is  impossible  :  I  can  go  no  fur- 
ther." 

"What  does  this  mean  ?*' demanded 
the  irresistible  voice  of  Monte- Cristo. 

"Wh.y,  you  must  see,  M.  Ic  Comte." 
cried  the  steward,  "that  this  is  not  nat- 
ural ;  that,  having  a  house  to  purchase, 
you  purchase  it  exactly  at.  Auteuil  :  and 
thai,  purchasing  it  at  Auteuil,  this  liou.se 
should  b<!  No.  28,  Rue  de  la  Fontaine.  Oli ! 
why  did  I  not  tell  you  all  ?  I  am  sure  you 
would  not  have  forced  me  to  come.  I 
hoped  your  house  would  have  l)e«'n  some 
other  one  than  this;  as  if  there  was  not 


another  house  at  Auteuil  than  that  of 
the  assassination  !  " — "Ah  I  ah  !  "  cried 
Monte-Cristo,  stopping  suddenly,  "what 
words  did  you  utter?  Devil  of  a  man. 
Corsican  that  you  are — always  mysteries 
or  superstitions.  Come,  take  the  lantern, 
and  let  us  visit  the  garden  ;  you  are  not 
afraid  of  ghosts  with  me,  I  hope  ?  "  Ber- 
tuccio raised  the  lantern  and  obeyed.  The 
door,  as  it  opened,  disclosed  a  gloomy  skj-, 
in  which  the  moon  strove  A'ainl^'  to  strug- 
gle through  a  sea  of  clouds  that  covered 
her  with  their  somber  wave,  that  she  illu- 
mined for  an  instant,  and  was  then  lost  in 
the  darkness.  The  steward  wished  to  turn 
to  the  left.  "No,  no,  monsieur,"  said 
Monte-Cristo.  "  What  is  the  use  of  fol- 
lowing the  alle3's  ?  Here  is  a  beautiful 
lawn  ;  let  us  go  on  straight  forward." 

Bertuccio  wiped  the  perspiration  from 
his  brow,  but  obeyed  ;  however,  he  con- 
tinued to  take  the  left  hand.  Monte- 
Cristo,  on  the  contrary,  took  the  right 
hand  ;  arrived  near  a  clump  of  trees,  he 
stopped.  The  steward  could  not  restrain 
himself.  "  Move,  monsieur — move  away, 
I  entreat  you  ;  you  are  exactly  in  the 
spot!"— "What  spot?"— "W^here  he  fell." 

''\My  dear  Monsieur  Bertuccio,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  laughing,  "  recover  your- 
self ;  we  are  no  longer  at  Sartene  or  at 
Corte.  This  is  not  a  mCiquis  but  an  En- 
glish garden  ;  badly  kept,  I  own,  but  still 
you  must  not  calumniate  it  for  that." 

"Monsieur,  I  implore  you,  do  not  stay 
there!" — "I  think  3'ou  are  going  mad, 
Bertuccio,"  .said  the  count  coldly.  "  If 
that  is  the  case,  I  warn  \'ou,  I  shall  have 
you  put  in  a  lunatic  asylum." 

"  Alas,  excellency,"  returned  Bertuccio. 
joining  his  hands,  and  shaking  his  head  in 
a  n)anner  that  would  have  excited  the 
count's  laughter,  had  not  thoughts  of  a 
su|)erior  iutt'rest  occupied  him,  and  len- 
deied  him  attentive  to  the  least  i'<'\ elation 
of  this  timorous  conscience.  "Alas!  ex- 
cellency, the  evil  has  arrived  !  " 

"  ^r.  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count,  •*  I  am 
wry  glad  to  tell  you.  that  while  you  ges- 
ticulate, you  wring  your  hands  and  roll 
your  eyes  like  a  man  possessed  by  a  devil 
who  will  not  leave  him  ;  and  I  have  al- 
wavs  remarked,  that   the  devil  mo.st  ob- 
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stinate  to  be  expelled  is  a  secret.  I  knew 
you  were  a  Corsicaii.  I  knew  3'ou  \vere 
g-loomy,  and  alwaj^s  brooding-  over  some 
old  history  of  the  vendetta  ;  and  I  over- 
looked that  in  Italy,  because  in  Italy  those 
thin.£:s  are  thought  nothing  of.  But  in 
France  they  are  considered  in  very  bad 
taste  ;  there  are  gendarmes  who  occupy' 
themselves  with  such  affairs,  judges  who 
condemn,  and  scaffolds  which  avenge." 
Bertuccio  clasped  his  hands,  and  as,  in 
all  these  evolutions,  he  did  not  let  fall  the 
lantern,  the  light  showed  his  pale  and  al- 
tered countenance.  Monte-Cristo  exam- 
ined him  with  tlie  same  look  that,  at  Rome, 
had  viewed  the  execution  of  Andrea,  and 
then,  in  a  tone  that  made  a  shudder  pass 
through  the  veins  of  the  poor  steward — 
"The  Abbe  Busoni,  then,  told  me  an  un- 
truth." said  he,  '•  when,  after  his  journey 
in  France,  in  1829,  he  sent  you  to  me,  with 
a  letter  of  recommendation,  in  which  he 
enumerated  all  your  valuable  qualities. 
Well,  I  shall  write  to  the  abbe;  I  shall 
render  him  responsible  for  his  protege's 
misconduct,  and  I  shall  soon  know  all 
about  this  assassination.  Only,  I  warn 
you,  that  when  I  reside  in  a  country,  I 
conform  to  all  "its  code,  and  I  have  no  wish 
to  put  myself  within  the  compass  of  the 
French  laws  for  your  sake." 

"  Oh,  do  not  do  that,  excellency  ;  I  have 
always  served  you  faithfully,"  cried  Ber- 
tuccio, in  despair.  '^I  have  always  been 
an  honest  man,  and,  as  far  as  lay  in  nu' 
power,  I  have  done  good." 

"I  do  not  deny  it,"  returned  the  count ; 
"but  why  are  you  thus  agitated?  It  is 
a.  bad  sign  ;  a  quiet  conscience  does  not 
occasion  such  paleness  in  the  cheeks  and 
such  fear  in  th(i  hands  of  a  man." 

"  But,  M.  lo  Comte,"  replied  Bertuccio, 
hesitatingly,  "did  not  M.  I'Abbe  Busoni. 
who  heard  my  confession  in  the  prison  at 
Ninies,  tell  you  I  had  a.  heavy  reproach 
to  make  against  myself  ?  "— "  Yes;  but  as 
he  said  you  wonld  make  an  excellent 
steward,  I  concluded  vou  had  stolen — thai 
was  all." 

"Oh,  Monsieur  le  Comte  !  "  returned 
Bertuccio.  contemptuously. 

'*  Or,  as  you  are  a  Corsican.  that  you 
had    been   unable   to   resist  the  desire  of 


making  a  peau,  as  you  call  it." — "Yes, 
my  good  master,"  cried  Bertuccio,  cast- 
ing himself  at  the  count's  feet,  "'  it  was 
simply  a  vengeance — nothing  else." — ••  I 
understand  that,  but  I  do  not  understand 
Avhat  it  is  that  galvanizes  you  in  this 
manner." — "But,  monsieur,  it  is  very 
natural,"  returned  Bertuccio,  "since  it 
\yas  in  this  house  that  my  vengeance  was 
accomplished." — "'  What  !  n)y  house  ?  " — 
"  Oh,  M.  le  Comte,  it  was  not  youi-s 
then." — "Whose  then?  M.  le  Marquis 
de  Saint-Meran,  I  think,  the  concierge 
said.  What  had  a'ou  to  revenge  on  the 
Marquis  de  Saint-Meran  ?  " — "  Oh,  it  was 
not  on  him,  monsieur;  it  was  on  another." 

"This  is  strange,"  returned  Monte- 
Cristo,  seeming  to  3'ield  to  his  reflections, 
"that  you  should  find  3'ourself  without 
an\'  preparation  in  a  house  where  the 
event  happened  that  causes  you  so  much 
remorse." — "Monsieur,"  said  the  stew- 
ard, "it  is  fatalit3',  I  am  sure.  First, 
you  purchase  a  house  at  Auteuil — this 
house  is  the  one  where  I  have  committed 
an  assassination  ;  3'ou  descend  to  the  gar- 
den by  the  same  staircase  b^'  which  he 
descended  ;  3'ou  stop  at  the  spot  where  he 
received  the  blow  ;  and  two  paces  further 
is  the  grave  in  Avhich  he  had  just  bnried 
his  cliild.  This  is  not  chance  ;  for  chance, 
in  this  case,  resembles  Providence  too 
much." 

"  Well,  M.  le  Corse,  let  us  suppose  it  is 
Providence.  I  alwaA's  suppose  anything 
people  please  ;  and,  besides,  30U  must  con- 
cede something- to  diseased  minils.  Come, 
collect  3"0urself,  and  tell  meall." — "  I  have 
never  related  it  but  once,  and  that  was  to 
the  Abbi'  Busoni.  Such  things,"  contimied 
Bertuccio,  shaking  his  head,  "  are  ouIn^  re- 
lated under  the  seal  of  confession." 

"  Then,"  said  the  count,  "  I  refer  you 
to  vour  confessor.  Turn  Chart reux  or 
Trappist,  and  relate  30ur  secrets;  but, 
as  for  me,  I  do  not  like  any  one  who  is 
alarmed  bv  such  fantasnis.  and  I  do  not 
choose  that  m.v  servants  shoulil  be  afraid 
to  walk  in  the  garden  of  an  evening.  I 
confess  I  am  not  verN'  desirous  of  a  visit 
from  the  cofuinissairo  th-  police  :  for,  in 
Ital.v,  justice  is  onl\'  paid  when  silent — in 
France  she  is  paid  onl\'  when  she  speaks. 
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Peste  !  I  thought  you  somewhat  Corsican, 
a  great  deal  smuggler,  and  an  excellent 
stewiti'd  ;  but  I  see  3'ou  have  other  strings 
to  your  bow.  You  are  no  longer  in  mj' 
service,  Monsieur  Bertuccio." 

"  Oh,  M.  le  Comte,  M.  le  Corate  ! " 
cried  the  steward,  struck  with  terror  at 
this  threat,  'Mf  that  is  the  only  reason  I 
cannot  remain  in  your  service,  I  will  tell 
all  ;  for  if  I  quit  you,  it  will  only  be  to  go 
to  the  scaffold."— "That  is  different,"  re- 
plied Monte-Cristo  ;  ''but  if  3^ou  intend  to 
tell  an  untruth,  reflect  it  were  better  not 
to  speak  at  all." 

"No,  monsieur,  I  swear  to  you,  by  my 
hopes  of  salvation,  I  will  tell  you  all,  for 
the  Abbe  Busoni  himself  only  knew  a  part 
of  vay  secret ;  but,  I  pray  you,  go  away 
from  that  plane-tree  :  the  moon  is  just 
bui'sting  through  the  clouds,  and  there, 
standing  where  you  do,  and  wrapped  in 
that  cloak  that  conceals  your  figure,  you 
remind  me  of  M.  do  Villefort."— "  What!" 
cried  Monte-Cristo,  "it  was  M.  de  Ville- 
fort ?" — "  Your  excellency  knows  him  ?  " 

"The  former  prociireur  du  roi  at 
Nimes?  "— "  Yes."— "  Who  married  the 
Count  de  Saint-Meran's  daughter  ?  " 

"Yes." — "  Wlio  cnjo.yed  the  reputa- 
tion of  being  the  most  severe,  the  most 
upriglit,  the  most  rigid  magistrate  on  the 
bench  ?"—"  Well,  monsieur,"  said  Ber- 
tuccio, "this  man  with  this  spotless  repu- 
tation—"—" Well  ?"— "  Was  ai  villain." 

"  Bah  !  "  replied  Monte-Cristo,  "  impos- 
sible !"—"  It  is  as  I  tell  you."— "Ah, 
really  I  "  said  Monte-Cristo.  "  Have  you 
proof  of  this  ?  "— "  I  had  it."— "  And  you 
have  lost  it;  how  stupid  !" — "Yes;  but 
by  careful  search  it  might  be  recovered." 

"  Really,"  I'etui'ned  the  count,  "relate 
it  to  me,  for  it  begins  to  interest  me." 
And  the  rouiil,  Imnnning  an  all-  fi'oni 
lAicin  cli  Tjininicrnionr,  went  to  sit  down 
on  a  bt'iich,  while  I'crtuccio  followed  him, 
collecting  his  llioughts.  Bertuccio  re- 
mained standing  l^eforc  him. 


(JH AFTER  XLIV. 

THK    VKNDKTTA. 

'•  FiiOM  what  point  sliall  I  <<)mnience 
my  story,  M.  le  Comte?"  asked  Bertuc- 
cio.— "  Fc(nii  wlu'cc  you  please,"  returned 


Monte-Cristo,   "since  I  know  nothing  at 
all  of  it."  . 

"  I  thought  M.  I'Abbe  Busoni  had  told 
3"our  excellency'." 

"  Some  particulars,  doubtless  ;  but  that 
is  seven  or  eight  3'ears  ago,  and  I  have 
forgotten  them." 

"  Then  I  can  speak  without  fear  of  tir- 
ing your  excellency." 

"  Go  on,  M.  Bertuccio  :  yon  will  supplj-- 
the  want  of  the  evenmg  papers." 

"The  story  begins  in  1815," 

"  Ah,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  1815  is  not 
yesterday." 

"  No,  monsieur ;  and  3'et  I  recollect  all 
things  as  clearly  as  if  they  had  happened 
but  then.  I  had  a  brother,  an  elder 
brother,  who  was  in  the  service  of  the 
emperor ;  he  had  become  lieutenant  in  a 
regiment  composed  entirely  of  Corsicans, 
This  brother  was  my  only  friend ;  we  be- 
came orphans — I  at  five,  he  at  eighteen. 
He  brought  me  up  as  if  1  had  been  his 
son,  and  in  1814  he  married.  When  the 
emperor  returned  from  the  island  of  Elba, 
my  brother  instantly  joined  the  ai-my, 
was  slightly'-  wounded  at  Waterloo,  and 
retired  with  the  army  behind  the  Loire." 

"  But  that  is  the  histor\'  of  the  Hundred 
Days,  M.  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count; 
"  unless  I  am  mistaken,  it  has  been  al- 
ready written." 

"Excuse  me,  excellency,  but  these  de- 
tails are  necessary,  and  j'ou  promised  to 
be  patient." 

"Go  on;    I  will  keep  m_y  word." 

"One  day  we  received  a  letter.  I 
should  tell  you  that  wo  lived  in  the  little 
village  of  Rogliano,  at  tlie  extremity  of 
Cape  Corsf.  This  letter  was  from  my 
brother.  He  told  us  that, the  ai-my  was 
disbanded,  and  that  he  should  return  by 
Chateiiuroux.  Clermont-Ferrand,  Le  Puy, 
and  Nimes;  and,  if  I  had  any  money, 'lie 
prayed  nH>  to  leave  it  for  him  at  Nimes, 
with  an  anhergiste  witli  whom  I  had  deal- 
ings."— "In  the  smuggling  line?"  said 
Monte-Cr-isto. 

"VM.  M.  le  Comt(»  ?  Ever\-  one  nuisl 
live." — "  Certainly  ;  continue." 

"  I  loved  my  brot.her  tenderly,  as  1  told 
your  excellency,  and  I  resolved  not  to 
send  tlu>  money,  but  to  take  it  to  liim  my- 
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self.  I  possessed  a  thousand  francs  ($200). 
I  left,  five  hundred  with  Assunta,  1113^  sis- 
ler-in-law,  and  with  the  other  five  hun- 
dred I  set  off  for  Ninies.  It  was  easy 
to  do  so ;  and  as  I  had  my  boat  and  a 
lading-  to  take  in  at  sea,  everything-  fa- 
vored my  project.  But,  after  we  had 
taken  in  our  cargo,  the  wind  became  con- 
trarv,  so  that  we  were  four  or  five  days 
without  being  able  to  enter  the  Rhone. 
At  last,  however,  we  succeeded,  and 
worked  up  to  Aries.  I  left  the  boat  be- 
tween Bellegarde  and  Beaucaire,  and  took 
the  road  to  Nimes." 

''  We  are  getting-  to  the  story  now  ?  " 
"  Yes,  your  excellency  ;  excuse  me,  but, 
as  .you  will  see,  I  only  tell  j^ou  what  is  ab- 
solutely necessary.  Just  at  this  time  the 
famous  massacres  of  the  south  of  France 
took  place.  Two  or  three  brigands,  called 
Trestaillon,  Truphem}^  and  Graffan,  pub- 
licly assassinated  ever3"body  whom  the^^ 
suspected  of  Bonapartism.  You  have 
doubtless  heard  of  these  massacres,  M.  le 
Comte?"  —  "Vaguel}-;  I  was  far  from 
France  at  that  period.     Go  on." 

*'  As  I  entered  Nimes,  I  literally  waded 
in  blood  ;  at  every  step  3'ou  encountei-ed 
dead  bodies  and  bands  of  the  murderers, 
wiio  killed,  plundered,  and  burned.  At 
the  sight  of  this  slaughter  and  devasta- 
tion 1  became  terrified,  not  for  myself — 
for  I,  a  simple  Corsican  fisherman,  had 
nothing  to  fear  ;  on  the  contrary,  that 
time  was  most  favorable  for  us  smug-glers 
— but  for  my  brother,  a  soldier  of  the  em- 
pn^e,  returning  from  the  army  of  the  Loire, 
with  his  uniform  and  his  epaulets,  there 
was  everytliing  to  apprehend.  I  hastened 
to  the  aubergiste.  My  presag-es  had  been 
but  too  true  :  my  brother  had  arrived  the 
previous  evening  at  Nimes,  and,  at  the 
wvy  door  of  the  house  where  he  was 
about  to  demand  hospitality,  he  had  been 
assassinated.  I  did  all  in  my  power  to 
discover  the  murderers,  but  no  one  durst 
tell  me  their  names,  so  much  were  they 
dreaded.  I  then  thought  of  that  French 
justice  of  which  I  had  heard  so  nuioh.  and 
which  fear.'d  nothing,  and  I  went  to  the 
procurenr  dn  rot."— '-And  this/)/-oc?nr?/r 
(In.  roi  was  named  Villefort  ? "  asked 
^fonte-Ci-isto  careless!}'. 


"Yes,  your  excellency;  he  came  from 
Marseilles,  where  he  had  been  deputy  pro- 
cureur.  His  zeal  had  procured  him  ad- 
vancement, and  he  was  said  to  be  one  of 
the  first  who  had  informed  the  g-overn- 
ment  of  the  departure  from  the  island  of 
Elba."— "Then, "said  Monte-Cristo,  ''you 
went  to  him  ?  " 

"'Monsieur,'  I  said,  '  m}-  brother  was 
assassinated  j-esteixla^^  in  the  streets  of 
Nimes,  I  know  not  b^^  whom,  bub  it  is 
3'our  dut}'-  to  find  out.  You  are  the  head 
of  justice  here,  and  it  is  for  justice  to 
avenge  those  she  has  l^een  unable  to  pro- 
tect.'— 'Who  was  5'our  brother?'  asked 
he. — 'A  lieutenant  in  the  Corsican  bat- 
talion.'— 'A  soldier  of  the  usurper  then  ?  ' 
— 'A  soldier  of  the  French  arm^*.' — 'Well,' 
replied  he,  'he  has  smitten  with  the 
sword,  and  has  perished  by  the  sword." — 
'  You  are  mistaken,  monsieur,'  I  replied  ; 
'he  has  perished  by  the  poniard.' — 'What 
do  3'ou  want  me  to  do  ?  '  asked  the  magis- 
trate.— 'I  have  already'-  told  you — avenge 
him.' — 'On  whom?' — 'On  his  murderers.' 
— '  How  should  I  know  who  they  are  ?  " — 
•  Order  them  to  be  sought  for.' — '  W'hv, 
your  brother  has  been  involved  in  a  quar- 
rel, and  killed  in  a  duel.  All  these  old 
soldiers  commit  excesses  which  were  tol- 
erated in  the  time  of  the  emperor,  but 
which  are  not  suffered  now:  for  the  people 
hei'e  do  not  like  soldiers  of  such  disorderly 
conduct .' — '  j\Ionsieur,'  I  replied.  "  it  is  not 
for  myself  that  I  entreat  your  interfer- 
ence— I  should  grieve  for  him  or  aveng-e 
him  ;  but  m.v  jioor  brother  had  a  wife, 
and,  were  an3'thing  to  happen  to  me,  the 
poor  creature  would  perish  from  want : 
for  my  brother's  pay  alone  kept  her. 
Pra.v,  try  and  obtain  a  small  government 
pension  for  her.' 

"'Evei\y  revolution  has  its  catastro- 
phes,' said  M.  de  Villefort :  •  your  bi-other 
has  been  the  victim  of  this.  It  is  a  mis- 
fortune, and  government  owes  nothing"  to 
his  family.  If  we  are  to  judge  by  all  the 
vengeance  that  the  followers  of  t  he  usurper 
exercised  on  tiie  partisans  of  the  king:, 
when,  in  their  turn,  they  were  in  power, 
your  lirot  her  wt^dd  be  to-day,  in  all  proba- 
bility, oondenuied  to  death.  Wluit  has 
happened  is  quite  natural,  and  is  onlv  ti'" 
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law  of  reprisals.'— 'What  I'  cried  I,  'do 
you,  a  magistrate,  speak  thus  to  me  ?  ' — 
'  All  these  Corsicaus  are  mad,  on  m3'' 
honor,'  replied  M.  de  Villefort ;  Hhey 
fancy  that  their  countryman  is  still  em- 
peror. You  have  mistaken  tlie  time ;  you 
should  have  told  me  this  two  months  ag-o; 
it  is  too  late  now.  Depart  instantly,  or  I 
will  compel  3"ou  to  do  so.' 

'•  I  looked  at  him  an  instant  to  see  if, 
by  renewed  entreaties,  there  was  anything 
to  hope.  But  this  man  was  of  stone.  I 
approached  him,  and  said  in  a  low  voice, 
*  Well,  since  you  know  the  Corsicans  so 
well,  you  know  that  the}"  always  keep 
their  Avord.  You  think  that  it  was  a  good 
deed  to  kill  my  brother,  who  was  a  Bona- 
partist,  because  you  are  a  roj^alist !  Well, 
I,  who  am  a  Bonapartist  also,  declare  one 
thing  to  you,  which  is,  that  I  will  kill  you  ! 
From  this  moment  I  declare  the  vendetta 
against  you  ;  so  protect  yourself  as  well 
as  3'ou  can,  for  the  next  time  we  meet  j'our 
last  hour  has  come  !  And  before  he  had 
recovered  from  his  surprise,  I  opened  the 
door  and  left  the  room." 

"  Ah,  ah  !  "  said  Montc-Cristo,  "  with 
your  innocent  appearance  you  do  those 
things,  M.  Bertuccio,  and  to  a  procureur 
du  roi!  Moreover,  did  he  know  what  was 
meant  b^'  this  terrible  word  '  vendetta'  ?  " 
"  He  knew  so  woll,  that  from  that  mo- 
ment he  shut  himself  in  his  house,  and 
nover  went  out  unattended,  seeking  me 
high  and  low.  Fortunately,  I  was  so  well 
concealed  that  he  could  not  find  me.  Then 
he  became  alarmed,  and  dared  not  reside 
an}'  longer  at  Nimes  ;  so  lie  solicited  a 
change  of  residence,  and,  as  he  was  in 
reality  very  influenvial,  he  was  nominated 
to  V«M-sailles.  But,  as  you  know,  a  Corsi- 
c:in  who  has  sworn  to  avenge  himself  cares 
not  for  distance  ;  so  his  carriage,  fast  as 
it  went,  was  never  above  half  a  day's 
journey  before  me,  who  followed  him  on 
foot.  The  most  important  thing  was.  not 
to  kill  him  only— for  I  had  an  opportunity 
of  doing  so  a  hundred  limes — l»ut  1o  kill 
him  without  being  discovered — at  least, 
without  being  arrested.  I  no  longer  be- 
longed to  mvseir,  foi-  I  h;id  my  si.ster-in- 
law  to  protect  and  provide  for.  During 
three  months  I  watched  M.  de  Villefort; 


for  three  months  he  took  not  a  step  out 
of  doors  without  my  following  him.  At 
length  I  discovered  that  he  went  mysteri- 
ously to  Auteuil.  I  followed  him  thither, 
and  I  saw  him  enter  the  house  where  we 
now  are  ;  only,  instead  of  entering  by  the 
great  door  that  looks  into  the  street,  he 
came  on  horseback,  or  in  his  carriage,  left 
the  one  or  the  other  at  the  little  inn,  and 
entered  by  the  gate  you  see  there  !  " 
Monte-Cristo  made  a  sign  with  his  head 
that  he  could  discern  amid  the  darkness 
the  door  to  which  Bertuccio  alluded.  "As 
I  had  nothing  more  to  do  at  Versailles,  I 
went  to  Auteuil,  and  gained  all  the  infor- 
mation I  could.  If  I  wished  to  surprise 
him,  it  was  evident  this  was  the  spot  to 
lie  in  wait  for  him.  The  house  belonged, 
as  the  concierge  informed  your  excellenc}^ 
to  ]\I.  de  Saint-Meran,  Villefort's  father- 
in-law.  M.  de  Saint-Meran  lived  at  Mar- 
seilles, so  that  this  country  house  was 
useless  to  him,  and  it  was  reported  to  be 
let  to  a  young  widow,  known  only  by  the 
name  of  Mhe  Baroness.' 

''One  evening,  as  I  was  looking  over 
the  wall,  I  saw  a  young  and  handsome 
woman  who  was  walking  alone  in  that 
garden,  which  was  not  overlooked  by 
any  windows,  and  I  guessed  that  she 
was  awaiting  M.  de  Villefort.  When 
she  was  suflQcientl}'  near  to  distinguish 
her  features,  I  saw  she  was  from  eigh- 
teen to  nineteen,  tall  and  very  fair.  As 
she  had  a  loose  muslin  dress  on,  and  as 
nothing  concealed  her  figure,  I  saw  she 
would  ere  long  become  a  mother.  A  few 
moments  after  the  little  door  was  opened 
and  a  man  entered ;  the  young  female 
hastened  to  meet  him  ;  they  threw  them- 
selves iiil(^  each  other's  arms,  embraced 
tenderly,  and  I'l'turned  together  to  the 
house.  This  man  was  ^I.  df  Villefort. ;  I 
fully  believed  that  when  he  went  out  in 
the  night  h»i  would  be  foired  to  traverse 
the  whole  of  the  garden  alone." — "  And," 
asked  the  count,  "did  you  ever*know  the 
name  of  this  woman?'' — "No,  excellen- 
cy," returned  Bertuccio:  "you  will  seel 
had  no  time  to  learn  it." — "  Go  on." 

"Tliat  evening,"  continued  Bertuccio, 
"I  coidd  have  killed  the  procureur  du  roi; 
but  as  I  was  not  sufliciently  master  of  the 
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localities,  I  was  fearful  of  not  killing-  him 
on  the  spot,  and  that,  should  his  cries 
give  the  alarm,  I  could  not  escape,  I  put 
it  off  until  the  next  occasion,  and  in  order 
that  nothing-  should  escape  me,  I  took  a 
chamber  looking-  into  the  street  along 
which  ran  the  wall  of  the  garden.  Three 
days  aftei-?  about  seven  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  I  saw  a  servant  on  horseback 
leave  the  house  at  full  gallop,  and  take 
the  road  that  led  to  Sevres.  I  conject- 
ured he  was  going  to  Versailles,  and  I 
was  not  deceived.  Three  hours  after,  the 
man  returned  covered  w^ith  dust,  his  er- 
rand was  performed  :  and  ten  miIu^tes 
after,  another  man  on  foot,  muffled  in  a 
mantle,  opened  the  little  door  of  the  gar- 
den, which  he  closed  after  him.  I  de- 
scended rapidly;  although  I  had  not 
seen  Villefort's  face,  I  recognized  him 
l\v  the  beating  of  my  heart.  I  crossed 
the  street,  and  stopped  at  a  post  placed 
at  the  angle  of  the  wall,  and  by  means  of 
which  I  had  once  before  looked  into  the 
garden.  This  time  I  did  not  content  my- 
self with  looking,  but  I  took  my  knife  out 
of  my  pocket,  felt  that  the  point  Avas 
sharp,  and  sprang  over  the  wall.  My 
first  care  was  to  run  to  the  door;  he 
had  left  the  key  in  it,  taking  the  simple 
precaution  of  turnmg  it  twice  in  the  lock. 
Nothing,  then,  preventing  m^^  escape  by 
this  means,  I  examined  the  localities.  The 
garden  formed  a  long  square ;  a  terrace 
of  smooth  turf  extended  in  the  middle, 
and  at  the  corners  were  tufts  of  trees 
with  thick  and  massy  foliage,  that 
mingled  with  the  shrubs  and  flowers. 
In  order  to  go  from  the  door  to  the 
house,  or  from  the  house  to  the  door, 
M.  de  Villefort  was  compelled  to  pass 
by  one  of  these  clumps. 

"  It  was  the  end  of  September ;  the 
wind  blew  violently.  The  faint  glimpses 
of  the  pale  moon,  hidden  at  every  in- 
stant by  the  masses  of  dark  clouds  that 
were  sweeping  across  the  sky,  whit- 
ened the  gravel  walks  that  led  to  tlie 
house,  but  were  unable  to  pierce  the  ob- 
scurity of  the  thick  shrubberies,  in  which 
a  mail  could  conceal  himself  without  any 
fear  of  discovery.  I  l,iil  myself  in  the 
one   n<\irest   to  the  path  Villrfort   must 


take ;  and  scarcely  was  I  there  when, 
amid  the  gusts  of  wind,  I  fancied  I  heard 
groans ;  but  you  know,  or  rather  you  do 
not  know,  M.  le  Comte,  that  he  who  is 
about  to  commit  an  assassination  fancies 
he  hears  low  cries  perpetually'  i-inging  in 
his  ears.  Two  hours  passed  thus,  during 
which  I  imagined  I  heard  these  moans 
repeated.  Midnight  struck.  As  the  last 
stroke  died  away,  I  saw  a  faint  light 
shine  through  the  windows  of  the  pri- 
vate staircase  b\'  which  we  have  just  de- 
scended. The  door  opened,  and  the  man 
in  the  mantle  reappeared. 

"  The  terrible  moment  had  come  I  but  I 
had  so  long  been  prepared  for  it  that  my 
heart  did  not  fail  in  the  least ;  I  di'ew  my 
knife  from  my  pocket  again,  opened  it, 
and  prepared  m^'self  to  strike.  The  man 
in  the  mantle  advanced  to\yard  me,  but 
as  he  drew  near  I  saw  he  had  a  weapon  in 
his  hand.  I  w^as  afraid,  not  of  a  strug- 
gle, but  of  a  failure.  When  he  w^as  only 
a  few  paces  from  me,  I  saw  that  what  I 
had  taken  for  a  weapon  was  only  a  spade. 
I  was  still  unable  to  divine  for  what  rea- 
son M.  de  Villefort  had  this  spade  in  liis 
hands,  when  he  stopped  close  to  the  clump, 
glanced  round,  and  began  to  dig  a  hole  in 
the  earth.  I  then  perceived  that  lie  hid 
something  beneath  his  mantle,  which  he 
laid  on  the  grass  in  order  to  dig  more 
freely.  Then,  I  confess,  curiosity  became 
mixed  with  m}'  hatred  ;  I  wished  to  see 
what  Villefort  was  going  to  do  there,  and 
I  remained  motionless  and  holding  my 
breath.  Then  an  idea  crossed  my  mind, 
which  was  confirmed  when  I  saw  the  pro- 
cureur  du  roi  lift  from  under  his  mantle  a 
box,  two  feet  long,  and  six  or  eight  inches 
deep.  I  let  him  place  the  box  in  the  hole 
he  had  made ;  then,  while  he  stamped 
with  his  feet  to  remove  all  traces  of  his 
occupation,  I  rushed  on  him  and  plunged 
my  knife  into  his  breast,  exclaiming — 'I 
am  Giovanni  Bertuccio  :  thy  death  for 
my  brother's  ;  thy  treasure  for  his  widow: 
thou  seest  that  my  vengeance  is  more 
complete  than  I  had  hoped."  I  know  not 
if  he  heard  these  words:  I  think  he  did 
not,  for  he  fell  without  a  cry.  I  felt  his 
blood  gush  over  my  face,  but  I  was  intoxi- 
cated.  I  was  delirious,  and    the  blood   re- 
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freshed,  instead  of  burning-  me.  In  a  sec- 
ond I  had  disinterred  the  box;  then,  that 
it  might  not  be  known  I  had  done  so,  I 
filled  up  the  liole,  tlirew  the  spade  over 
the  wall,  and  rushed  through  the  door, 
which  I  double-locked,  carrying  ofT  the 
key." 

"Ah!"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "it  seems 
to  me  this  was  only  a  murder  and  rob- 
bery."— "No,  3'our  excellency,"  returned 
Bertuccio;  "it  was  a  vendetta  followed 
by  a  restitution." 

"And  was  the  sura  a  large  one  ?" 

"  It  was  not  mone^'." 

"Ah!  I  recollect,"  replied  the  count; 
"  did  3''ou  not  sa}'  something  of  an  in- 
fant ? " — "Yes,  excellency';  I  hastened 
to  the  river,  sat  down  on  the  bank,  and 
with  my  knife  forced  open  the  lock  of  the 
box.  In  a  fine  linen  cloth  was  wrapped 
a  new-born  child.  Its  purple  visage,  and 
its  violet-colored  hands,  showed  it  had 
perished  from  suffocation  ;  but  as  it  was 
not  yet  cold,  I  hesitated  to  throw  it  into 
the  water  that  ran  at  m}'-  feet ;  in  realit3', 
at  the  end  of  an  instant  I  fancied  I  felt  a 
slight  pulsation  of  the  heart;  and  as  I 
had  been  assistant  at  the  hospital  at 
Baslia,  I  did  what  a  doctor  would  have 
done — I  inflated  the  lungs  by  blowing-  air 
into  them,  and  at  the  expiration  of  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  I  saw  the  breathing  com- 
mence, and  a  feeble  cry  was  heard.  In 
my  turn  I  uttered  a  cry,  but  a  cry  of  joy. 
*  God  has  not  cursed  me  then,'  I  cried, 
'since  he  permits  me  to  save  the  life  of  a 
human  creature,  in  exchange  for  the  life  I 
have  taken  away.'  " 

"  And  what  did  you  do  wit.h  the  child  ?" 
asked  Monte-Cristo.  "  It  was  an  embar- 
rassing load  for  a  man  seeking-  to  escape." 
— "Iliad  not  for  a.  moment  the  idea  of 
keeping  it.  but  I  knew  that  at  Paris  there 
was  a  liospital  where  th(\v  receive  thesis 
poor  ci-eal  urcs.  As  I  passed  the  barrier 
I  di'clart'd  I  had  found  this  child  on  Mie 
road,  and  I  inciuircd  where  th(!  liospital 
was:  the  box  conrirmed  my  statement; 
the  linen  proved  it  lielonged  to  wealthy 
parents  ;  th«*  blood  wit  h  which  I  was  cov- 
ered might  liav«^  proceeded  from  th(!  child 
as  well  as  from  any  on-  elst'.  No  objec- 
tion was  raised,  l)ut  they  pointed  out  to 


me  the  hospital,  which  was  situated  at 
the  upper  end  of  the  Rue  d'Enfer,  and 
after  having  taken  the  precaution  of  cut- 
ting- the  linen  in  two  pieces,  so  that  one 
of  the  two  letters  which  marked  it  was 
wrapped  round  the  child,  while  the  other 
remained  in  my  possession,  I  rang  the  bell, 
and  fled  with  all  speed.  A  forf  night  after 
I  was  at  Rogliano,  and  I  said  to  Assunta 
— '  Console  thyself,  sister  ;  Israel  is  dead, 
but  he  is  avenged.'  She  demanded  what 
I  meant,  and  when  I  had  recounted  all 
to  her — '  Giovanni,'  said  Assunta,  'j'ou 
should  have  brought  this  child  with  j^ou  ; 
we  would  have  replaced  the  parents  it  has 
lost,  have  called  it  Benedetto,  and  then, 
in  consequence  of  this  good  action,  God 
would  have  blessed  us.'  In  reply  I  gave 
her  the  half  of  the  linen  I  had  kept  in 
order  to  reclaim  him  if  we  became  rich," 

"  What  letters  were  marked  on  the 
linen?"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  An  H  and  an  N,  surmounted  by  a 
baron's  coronet." 

"By  Heaven,  M.  Bertucccio,  3'ou  make 
use  of  heraldic  terms ;  where  did  you 
study  heraldry'  ?  " — "  In  your  service,  ex- 
cellency, where  everything  is  learned." 

"  Go  on  :  I  am  curious  to  know  two 
things." 

"  What  are  they,  monseigneur?  " 
"  What  became  of  this   little    boy  ?    for 
I   think   you  told  me  it    was  a  boy,    M, 
Bertuccio." 

"  No,  excellency,  I  do  not  recollect  tell- 
ing- you  thit." 

"  I  thought  you  did  :  I  nuist  have  been 
mistaken." — "No,  you  were  not,  for  it 
was  in  reality  a  little  boy.  But  your  ex- 
cellency wished  to  know  two  tliing-s  ;  what 
was  the  seconti  ?  " 

"The  second  was  the  crime  of  which 
you  were  accused  when  you  asked  foi-  a 
confessor,  and  the  Abbe  Bnsoni  came 
to  visit  you  at  your  i*equest  in  t  h(>  prison 
at  Nimes." 

"  The  story  will  be  very  lo?ig,  excel- 
lency."— "What  matter?  you  know  1 
take  but  little  sleep,  and  I  do  not  suppose 
you  are  very  much  inclined  for  it  eith(>r," 
Bertuccio  bowed,  and  resumed  his  story, 

"Partly  to  drown  the  recollections  of 
the  past  that  ha>inted  me,  partly  to  sup- 
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ply  the  wants  of  the  poor  \Yidow,  I  eagerly 
returned  to  ray  trade  of  smuggler,  which 
had  become  more  easy  since  that  relaxa- 
tion of  the  laws  which  always  follows  a 
revolution.  The  southern  districts  were 
ill-watched  in  particular,  in  consequence 
of  the  disturbances  that  were  perpetually 
breaking-  out  in  Avig-non,  Nimes,  or  Uzes. 
We  profited  hy  the  kind  of  respite  g-overn- 
ment  gave  us  to  make  friends  everywhere. 
Since  my  brother's  assassination  in  the 
streets  of  Nimes,  I  had  never  entered  the 
town  ;  the  result  was,  the  aubergiste  with 
whom  we  were  connected,  seeing  we 
would  no  longer  come  to  him,  was  forced 
to  come  to  us,  and  had  established  a  branch 
to  his  inn,  on  the  road  from  Bellegarde  to 
Beaucaire,  at  the  sign  of  the  Pont  du 
Gard.  We  had  thus,  both  on  the  side  of 
Aigues-Mortes,  Martiques,  or  at  Bouc, 
a  dozen  places  where  we  left  our  goods, 
and  where,  in  case  of  necessity,  we  con- 
cealed ourselves  from  the  gendarmes  and 
custom-house  officers.  Smuggling  is  a 
profitable  trade,  when  a  certain  degree 
of  vigor  and  intelligence  is  employed  ;  as 
for  myself,  brought  up  in  the  mountains, 
1  had  a  double  motive  for  fearing  the  gen- 
darmes and  custom-house  officers,  as  m^^ 
apipearance  before  the  judges  w^ould  cause 
an  inquiry,  and  an  inquiry  always  looks 
back  into  the  past.  And  in  my  past  life 
thej'  might  find  something  far  more  grave 
than  the  selling  of  smuggled  cigars,  or 
barrels  of  brandy  without  a  permit.  So, 
preferring  death  to  capture,  I  accom- 
plished the  most  astonishing  deeds,  and 
which,  more  than  once,  showed  me  that 
the  too  great  care  we  take  of  our  bodies 
is  the  only  obstacle  to  the  success  of  those 
projects  which  require  a  rapid  decision, 
and  vigorous  and  determined  execution. 
In  reality,  when  you  have  once  devoted 
your  life,  you  are  no  longer  the  equal  of 
other  men,  or,  rather,  other  men  are  no 
longer  your  equals  ;  and  whosoever  has 
taken  this  resolution,  feels  his  strength 
and  resources  doubled." 

*' Philosophy,  M.  Bertuccio,"  inter- 
rupted the  count ;  "  you  have  done  a  little 
of  everything  in  your  life." 

"  Oh,  excellency." 

"No,  no;  but  philosophy   at  half-past 


ten  a1<  night  is  somewhat  late  ;  yet  I  have 
no  other  observation  to  make,  for  what 
you  say  is  correct,  which  is  more  than  can 
be  said  for  all  philosophy." 

"M3'  journeys  became  more  and  more 
extensive  and  more  productive.  Assunta 
took  care  of  all,  and  our  little  fortune 
increased.  One  day  that  I  was  setting  off 
on  an  expedition,  '  Go,'  said  she ;  '  at  your 
return  I  will  give  you  a  surprise.'  I 
questioned  her,  but  in  vain  ;  she  would  tell 
me  nothing,  and  I  departed.  Our  expedi- 
tion lasted  nearly  six  weeks  :  we  had  been 
to  Lucca  to  take  in  oil,  to  Leghorn  for 
English  cottons,  and  we  ran  our  cargo 
without  opposition,  and  returned  home 
full  of  joy.  When  I  entered  the  house, 
the  first  thing  I  beheld  in  the  center  of 
Assunta's  chamber  was  a  cradle  that 
might  be  called  sumptuous  compared  with 
the  rest  of  the  furniture,  and  in  it  a  babj' 
of  seven  or  eight  months  old.  I  uttered  a 
cr3"  of  joy  ;  the  only  moments  of  sadness 
I  had  known  since  the  assassination  of  the 
procureur  du  roi  were  caused  by  the  recol- 
lection that  I  had  abandoned  this  child. 
For  the  assassination  itself  I  had  never 
felt  any  remorse.  Poor  Assunta  had 
guessed  all.  She  had  profited  by  my  ab- 
sence, and  furnished  with  the  half  of  the 
linen,  and  having  written  down  the  da\' 
and  hour  at  which  I  had  deposited  the 
child  at  the  hospital,  had  set  off  for  Paris 
and  had  reclaimed  it.  No  objection  was 
raised,  and  the  infant  was  given  up  to 
her.  Ah,  I  confess,  M.  le  Comte,  when  I 
saw  this  poor  creature  sleeping  peace- 
fully in  its  cradle  I  felt  my  eyes  fill  with 
tears.  'Ah,  Assunta,'  cried  I,  '  3'ou  are 
an  excellent  woman,  and  Heaven  will  bless 
you.'" — "This, "said  Monte-Cristo,  **  is 
less  correct  than  your  philosophy,  it  is 
only  faith." 

''Alas!  your  excellency  is  right, "'  re- 
plied Bertuccio,  "and  God  made  this 
infant  the  instrument  of  our  punishment. 
Never  did  a  perverse  nature  declare  itself 
more  premat  urely  :  and  yet  it  was  not  ow- 
ing to  any  fault  in  his  bringing  up.  He 
was  a  most  lovely  child,  with  large  blue 
eyes,  of  that  deep  color  that  harmoni7A\s 
so  well  with  the  general  fairnt-ss  of  the 
complexion  :  only  his  hair,  which  was  too 
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light,  gave  his  face  a  most  singular  ex- 
pression, which  redoubled  the  vivacitj^  of 
his  look  and  the  malice  of  his  smile.  Un- 
fortunately', there  is  a  proverb  that  says 
that  'red  is  either  altogether  good  or 
altogether  bad.'  The  proverb  was  but 
too  correct  as  regarded  Benedetto,  and 
even  in  his  infancj'  he  manifested  the  worst 
disposition.  It  is  true  that  the  indulgence 
of  his  mother  encouraged  him.  This  child, 
for  whom  iny  poor  sister  would  go  to  the 
town,  five  or  six  leagues  olf,  to  purchase 
the  earliest  fruits  and  the  most  tempting 
sweetmeats,  preferred  to  the  grapes  of 
Pal  ma,  or  the  preserves  of  Genoa,  the 
chestnuts  stolen  from  a  neighbor's  or- 
chard, or  the  dried  apples  in  his  loft,  when 
he  could  eat  as  well  of  the  nuts  and  apples 
that  grew  in  ni}'  garden.  One  day,  Avhen 
Benedetto  was  about  five  or  six,  our  neigh- 
bor Wasilio,  who,  according  to  the  custom 
of  the  countrj^  never  locked  up  his  purse 
or  his  valuables — for,  as  j'our  excellency 
knows,  there  are  no  thieves  in  Corsica — 
complained  that  he  had  lost  a  louis  out  of 
his  purse  ;  we  thought  he  must  have  made 
a  mistake  in  counting  his  mone}',  but  he 
persisted  in  the  accuracy  of  his  statement. 
One  day,  Benedetto,  who  had  quitted  the 
house  since  the  morning,  to  our  great 
anxiety  did  not  retui-n  until  late  in  the 
evening,  dragging  a  monkej^  after  him, 
which  he  said  he  had  found  chained  to  the 
foot  of  a  tree.  For  more  .than  a  month 
past,  the  mischievous  child,  who  knew  not 
what  to  wish  for,  had  taken  it  into  his 
head  to  have  a  monkey.  A  boatman,  who 
had  passed  by  Rogliano,  and  who  had 
several  of  these  animals,  wiiose  tricks  had 
greatly  diverted  him,  had,  doubtless,  sug- 
gesti'd  this  idea  to  him.  '  Monkeys  are 
not  found  in  our  woods  chained  to  trees,' 
said  I ;  'confess  how  you  obtained  this 
animal.'  Bi-ncdctto maintained  the  truth 
of  what  h(^  had  said,  and  accompanied  it 
with  details  that  did  more  honor  to  liis 
imagination  than  to  liis  veracity.  I  be- 
came; angiy  ;  Ik; began  to  laugh  ;  I  threat- 
ened to  stfike  him,  and  hemach;  t  wo  steps 
backward.  'You  cannot  beat  me,'  said 
he;  *  yoti  have  no  right,  for  yon  are  not 
my  father.' 

"  We  nev'er  knew  who  had  i-(>ve:ilcd  this 


fatal  secret,  which  we  had  so  cai^efully 
concealed  from  him  ;  however,  it  was  this 
answer,  in  which  the  child's  whole  char- 
acter revealed  itself,  that  almost  terrified 
me,  and  my  arm  fell  withoat  touching 
him.  The  bo}'  triumphed,  and  this  vic- 
torj'  rendered  him  so  audacious  that  all 
the  mone^'  of  Assunta,  whose  affection  for 
him  seemed  to  increase  as  he  became  more 
unworthy  of  it,  was  spent  in  caprices  she 
knew  not  how  to  contend  against,  and  fol- 
lies she  had  not  the  courage  to  prevent. 
When  I  was  at  Rogliano  everything  went 
on  properly;  but  no  sooner  was  my  back 
turned  than  Benedetto  became  master, 
and  everything  went  ill.  When  he  Avas 
onh'  eleven,  he  chose  his  companions  from 
among  the  young  men  of  eighteen  or 
twent3%  the  worst  characters  in  Bastia, 
or,  indeed,  in  Corsica ;  and  they  had  al- 
ready, for  some  pieces  of  mischief,  been 
several  times  threatened  with  a  prosecu- 
tion. I  became  alarmed,  as  any  prose- 
cution might  be  attended  with  serious 
consequences.  I  was  compelled,  at  this 
period,  to  leave  Corsica  on  an  important 
expedition;  I  reflected  for  a  long  time, 
and  with  the  hope  of  averting  some  im- 
pending misfortune,  I  resolved  that  Bene- 
detto should  accompany  me.  I  hoped 
that  the  active  and  laborious  life  of  a 
smuggler,  with  the  severe  discipline  on 
board,  would  have  a  salutarjM'ffect  on  his 
character,  wellnigh,  if  not  quite,  corrupt- 
ed. I  spoke  to  Benedetto  alone,  and  pro- 
posed to  him  to  accompany'  me,  endeav- 
oring to  tempt  him  by  all  the  promises 
most  likely  to  dazzle  the  imagination  of  'a 
child  of  twelve  years  old.  He  heard  me 
patiently  ;  and  when  I  had  finished,  burst 
out  laughing. 

"'  Are  you  mad,  uncle  ';'  (lie  called  me 
by  this  name  when  he  was  in  a  good  hn- 
moi-)  ;  'do  you  think  I  am  going  to 
change  the  life  I  lead  for  your  mode  of 
existence — my  agreeable  indolence  for  the 
hard  and  pi-eearious  toil  you  impose  on 
yoursi'lf?  exposed  to  the  bitter  frost  at 
night,  and  the  scorching  lieat  by  day, 
compelled  to  conceal  yourself,  and  when 
you  are  perc(>ived,  receive  a  volley  of 
IkiUs,  and  all  to  earn  a  paltry  sum  ? 
Whv,  I  have  as  much  money  as  1  want  ; 
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mother  Assunta  always  furnishes  me 
when  I  ask  for  it !  You  see  that  I  should 
be  a  fool  to  accept  your  ofler.'  The  argu- 
ments, and  this  audacity,  perfectly  stupe- 
fied me.  Benedetto  rejoined  his  associ- 
ates, and  I  saw  him  from  a  distance  point 
me  out  to  them  as  a  fool."' 

''Sweet  child!"  murmured  Monte- 
Cristo. 

"  Oh  !  had  he  been  m.y  own  son,"  re- 
plied Bertuccio,  "  or  even  my  nephew,  I 
would  have  broug-ht  hiui  back  to  the  rig-ht 
road,  for  the  knowledge  that  you  are  do- 
ing your  duty  gives  you  strength ;  but 
the  idea  that  I  was  striking  a  child  whose 
father  I  had  killed,  made  it  impossible  for 
me  to  punish  him.  I  gave  my  sister,  who 
constantlj"^  defended  the  unfortunate  bo^', 
good  advice  ;  and  as  she  confessed  that 
she  had  several  times  missed  money  to  a 
considerable  amount,  I  showed  her  a  safe 
place  in  which  to  conceal  our  little  treas- 
ure for  the  future.  My  mind  was  already 
made  up;  Benedetto  could  read,  write, 
and  cipher  perfectl^'^ ;  for  when  the  fit 
seized  him,  he  learned  more  in  a  da}'  than 
others  in  a  week ;  my  intention  was  to 
enter  him  as  a  clerk  in  some  ship,  and 
without  letting  him  know  anj'thing  of  my 
plan,  to  convey  him  some  morning  on 
board  :  by  this  means  his  future  treat- 
ment would  depend  upon  his  own  conduct. 
I  set  off  for  France,  aftei"  having  fixed  up- 
on the  plan.  All  our  cargo  was  to  be 
landed  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons;  and  this 
plan  was  the  more  difficult,  since  we  were 
in  1829.  The  most  perfect  tranquillitj^ 
was  restored,  and  the  vigilance  of  the  cus- 
tom-house officers  was  redoubled,  and 
their  strictness  .  was  increased  at  this 
time,  in  consequence  of  the  fair  of  Beau- 
caire. 

''  Our  expedition  commenced  favorably. 
We  anchored  our  bark,  which  had  a  double 
hold,  where  our  goods  were  concealed, 
amid  a  number  of  other  vessels  that  bor- 
dered the  banks  of  the  Rhone  from  Beau- 
caire  to  Arlfs.  On  our  arrival  there  we 
began  to  discharge  our  cargo  in  the  night . 
and  to  convey  it  ln(,o  the  town,  by  the 
help  of  the  aubergistes  with  \vhom  we 
were  connected.  Whether  success  ren- 
dered us  imprudent,  or  whether  we  were 


betraj'ed,  I  know  not ;  but  one  evening, 
about  five  o'clock,  our  little  cabin-boy 
hastened,  breathless,  to  inform  us  that  he 
had  seen  a  detachment  of  custom-liouse 
officers  advancing  in  our  direction.  It  was 
not  their  vicinit}'^  that  alarmed  us,  for 
detachments  were  constantly  patroling 
along  the  banks  of  the  Rhone,  but  the 
care,  according  to  the  boy's  account,  they 
took  to  avoid  being  seen.  In  an  instant 
we  were  on  the  alert,  but  it  was  too  late ; 
our  vessel  was  surrounded,  and  among  the 
custom-house  officers  I  observed  several 
gendarmes  ;  and,  as  terrified  at  the  sight 
of  their  uniforms  as  I  was  brave  at  tlie 
sight  of  an,v  other,  I  sprang  into  the  hold, 
opened  a  port,  and  dropped  into  the  river, 
dived,  and  only  rose  at  intervals  to 
breathe,  until  I  reached  a  cutting  that 
led  from  the  Rhone  to  the  canal  that  runs 
from  Beaucaire  to  Aigues  Mortes.  I  was 
now  safe,  for  I  could  swim  along  the  cut- 
ting without  being  seen,  and  I  reached  the 
canal  in  safetj'.  I  had  designedly  taken 
this  direction.  I  have  already  told  your 
excellency  of  an  aubergiste  of  Nimes  who 
had  set  up  a  little  inn  on  the  road  from 
Bellegarde  to  Beaucaire." — "Yes,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  '•  I  perfect!}'  recollect  him  ; 
I  think  he  was  your  colleague." 

"  Precisely,"  answered  Bertuccio  :  '"  but 
he  had,  seven  or  eight  years  before  this 
period,  sold  his  establishment  to  a  tailor 
at  j\Iarseilles,  who,  having  almost  ruined 
himself  in  his  old  ti-ade,  wished  to  make 
his  fortune  in  another.  Of  course,  we 
made  the  same  an^angements  with  the 
new  landlord  that  we  had  with  the  old  : 
and  it  was  of  this  man  that  I  intended  to 
ask  shelter.'' — -'What  was  his  name?" 
inquired  the  count,  who  seemed  to  become 
somewhat  interested  in  Bertuccio's  stoi*v. 

"  Gaspard  Caderousse  :  he  had  niarritnl 
a.  woman  from  the  village  of  Carconte, 
and  whom  we  did  not  know  by  any  other 
name  than  that  of  her  village.  She  was 
sulTering  from  the  marsh-fever,  and 
seemed  dying  by  inches.  As  for  iier  hus- 
band, he  was  a  strapping  fellow  of  fort.v, 
or  live-and-fot-ty.  who  had  more  than  once, 
in  time  of  danger,  given  ample  proof  of 
his  presence  of  mind  and  courage." — 
''And  you  say."  interrupted  Monte-Cristo, 
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"  that  this  took  place  toward  the  year — " 
—•'1829,  M.  le  Comte." 

''In  what  moiiLh  ?  " — "  June." 

"The  beginning  or  the  end?" — "The 
evening-  of  the  3d." 

"Ah,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "tlie  even- 
ing- of  the  3d  of  June,  1829.    Go  on." 

"It  was  from  Caderousse  that  I  in- 
tended demanding  shelter ;  and,  as  we 
never  entered  by  the  door  that  opened 
on  to  the  road,  I  resolved  not  to  break 
through  the  rule,  and,  climbing  over  the 
garden-hedge,  I  crept  among  the  olive 
and  wild  fig  trees  ;  and,  fearing  that  Cade- 
rousse might  have  some  one  there,  I  en- 
tered a  kind  of  shed  in  which  I  had  often 
passed  the  night,  and  which  Avas  only 
separated  from  the  inn  by  a  partition,  in 
which  holes  had  been  made  in  order  to 
enable  us  to  watch  an  opportunity  of  an- 
nouncing our  presence.  My  intention  was, 
if  Caderousse  was  alone,  to  acquaint  him 
with  my  presence,  finish  the  meal  the 
custom-house  officers  had  interrupted,  and 
profit  by  the  threatened  storm  to  return 
to  the  Rhone,  and  ascertain  the  state  of 
our  vessel  and  its  crew.  I  stepped  into 
the  shed,  and  it  was  fortunate  I  did  so, 
for  at  that  moment  Caderousse  entered 
with  a  stranger. 

"I  waited  patiently-,  not  to  overhear 
what  \\\ey  said,  but  because  I  could  do 
nothing  else  ;  besides,  the  same  thing  had 
occurred  often  before.  The  man  who  was 
with  Caderousse  was  evidentl3^  a  stranger 
to  the  south  of  Fi-ance ;  he  was  one  of 
those  raei'chants  who  come  to  sell  jewelry 
at  the  fair  of  Beaucaire,  and  who  during 
the  month  the  fair  lasts,  and  during  which 
there  is  so  great  an  influx  of  mei-chants 
and  customers  from  all  parts  of  Europe, 
often  have  dealings  to  the  amount  of  100,- 
000  to  150,000  francs  ($20,000  to  $30,000). 
Caderousse  entered  hastily.  Then,  seeing 
that  t  he  room  was,  as  usual,  empty,  and 
only  guarded  by  the  dog,  he  called  to  his 
wife,  '  Hilloa,  Carconte  ! '  said  he,  '  the 
worthy  priest  has  not  deceived  us ;  the 
diamond  is  leal.'  An  exclamation  of  joy 
was  heard,  and  the  staircase  creaked  be- 
neath a  feeble  step.  '  What  do  you  say  ?  ' 
asked  his  wife,  pale  as  deatli. 

"  *  I  say  that  the  diamond  is  real,  and 


that  this  gentleman,  one  of  the  first  jew- 
elers of  Paris,  will  give  us  50,000  francs 
for  it  ($10,000).  Only,  in  order  to  satisfy 
himself  it  really  belongs  to  us,  he  w'ishes 
you  to  relate  to  him,  as  I  have  done  al- 
ready, the  mii'aculous  manner  in  which 
the  diamond  came  into  our  possession. 
In  the  meantime,  please  to  sit  down,  mon- 
sieur, and  I  will  fetch  j-ou  some  refresh- 
ment.' The  jeweler  examined  attentively 
the  interior  of  the  inn  and  visible  poverty 
of  the  persons  who  were  about  to  sell  him 
a  diamond  that  seemed  to  have  come  from 
the  casket  of  a  prince.  '  Relate  ^our 
story,  madame,'  said  he,  wishing,  no 
doubt,  to  profit  by  the  absence  of  the 
husband,  so  that  the  latter  could  not  in- 
fluence the  wife's  story,  to  see  if  the  two 
recitals  tallied. 

'•  '  Oh  I  '  returned  she,  '  it  was  a  §:ift  of 
heaven  !  'My  husband  was  a  great  friend, 
in  1814  or  1815,  of  a  sailor  named  Edmond 
Dantes.  This  poor  fellow,  whom  Cade- 
rousse had  forgotten,  had  not  forgotten 
him,  and  at  his  death  he  bequeathed  this 
diamond  to  him.' — ''  But  how  did  he  obtain 
it  ?  '  asked  the  jeweler  ;  '  had  he  it  before 
lie  was  impi-isoned  ?  ' —  '  No,  monsieur  ; 
but  it  appears  that  in  prison  he  made  the 
acquaintance  of  a  rich  Englishman  ;  and 
as  in  prison  he  fell  sick,  and  Dantes  took 
the  same  care  of  him  as  if  he  had  been  his 
brother,  the  Englishman,  when  he  was 
set  free,  gave  this  stone  to  Dantes,  who, 
less  fortuiiate,  died,  and.  in  his  turn,  left 
it  us,  and  charged  the  excellent  abbe,  v.ho 
was  here  this  morning,  to  deliver  it." — 
'  The  same  story  I '  muttered  lh<'  jeweler  ; 
'and  impiobable  as  it  seems  at  first,  the 
history  ma}'  be  true.  There's  only  the 
price  we  are  not  agreed  about.' — '  How 
not  agreed  about  ?  '  said  Caderousse.  '  1 
thought  we  agreed  for  the  price  I  a.»<Ued.' 
— '  That  is,'  I'eplied  the  jeweler, '  I  olTered 
40,000  francs.'—'  Forty  thon.sand  !'  cried 
La  Carconte;  'we  will  not  part  with  it 
for  that,  sum.  The  abbe  told  us  it  was 
worth  50,000  without  the  setting.' 

'*  '  Wljat  was  the  abbe's  name  ?  '  asked 
the  indefatigable  <|uestioner. — '  The  Abbe 
Busoiii.'  said  La  Carconte. — 'He  was  a 
foreigner?  ' — *  An  Italian,  from  the  neigh, 
boihood  of  Mantua,  1  believe.' — '  Let  me 
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see  this  diamond  ag-ain,'  replied  the  jew- 
eler ;  '  the  first  time  you  are  often  mis- 
taken as  to  the  value  of  a  stone.' — Cade- 
rousse  took  from  his  pocket  a  small  case 
of  black  shagreen,  opened,  and  g-ave  it  to 
the  jeweler.  At  the  sight  of  the  diamond, 
which  was  as  larg-e  as  a  hazel-nut,  La 
Carcoute's  eyes  sparkled  with  cupidity'." 

"  And  what  did  3'ou  think  of  this  fine 
story,  eavesdropper  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo  ; 
''  did  you  credit  it  ?  " 

"Yes,  3^our  excellency.  I  did  not  look 
on  Caderousse  as  a  bad  man,  and  I  thought 
him  incapable  of  committing-  a  crime,  or 
even  a  theft." 

"  That  did  more  honor  to  3'our  heart 
than  to  3'our  experience,  M.  Bertuccio. 
Had  3'ou  known  this  Edmond  Dantes,  of 
whom  they  spoke  ?  " 

'•  No,  your  excellency,  I  had  never  heard 
of  liim  before,  and  never  but  once  after- 
ward, and  that  was  from  the  Abbe  Busoni 
himself,  when  I  saw  him  in  the  prison  at 
Nimes." — "Goon." 

"  The  jeweler  took  the  ring^,  and  draw- 
ing' from  his  pocket  a  pair  of  steel  pliers 
and  a  small  set  of  copper  scales,  taking- 
the  stone  out  of  its  setting-,  he  weig-hed  it 
carefull}'.  'I  will  give  you  45,000,'  said 
he,  •'  but  not  a  half-penny  more  ;  besides, 
as  that  is  the  exact  value  of  the  stone,  I 
brought  just  that  sum  wilh  me.' — *' Oh, 
that's  no  matter,'  replied  Caderousse,  '  I 
will  go  back  with  .you  to  fetch  the  other 
5,000  francs.' — 'No,'  returned  the  jeweler, 
g-ivmg-  back  the  diamond  and  the  ring-  to. 
Cadei-ousse — *no,  it  is  worth  no  more; 
and  I  am  sorry  I  offered  so  much,  for  the 
stone  h:is  a  flaw  in  it,  which  I  had  not 
seen.  However,  I  will  not  go  from  my 
word,  and  I  will  give  4'). 000.' — '  At  least, 
replace  the  diamond  in  the  ring-,'  snid  La 
Carconte,  sharply.— •' Ah,  true,'  replied 
the  jewelei',  and  he  reset  the  stone.—-  No 
matter,'  observed  Caderousse,  replacing 
the  box  in  his  pocket,  '  some  one  else  will 
piii-chase  it.'— 'Yes,'  contiinied  the  jewel- 
er :  *  but  some  one  else  will  not  be  so  easy 
as  I  am.  or  content  himself  with  t^e  same 
story.  It  is  not  natural  tliat.  a  man  like 
yon  should  possess  such  a  iliamoiul.  He 
will  inform  against  yoii.  You  will  have 
to  Ihul  the  Abbe  Busoni  :   and  abbes  who 


give  diamonds  worth  two  thousand  louis 
are  rare.  Justice  would  seize  it,  and  put 
3'ou  in  prison;  if  at  the  end  of  three  or  four 
months  3'ou  are  set  at  liberty',  the  ring 
will  be  lost,  or  a  false  stone,  worth  three 
francs,  will  be  given  3'ou,  instead  of  the 
diamond  worth  50,000  or  perhaps  55,000 
francs ;  b3'  which  you  must  allow  one 
runs  considerable  risk  in  purchasing-.' 
Caderousse  and  his  wife  looked  eag-erl3'  at 
each  other. — '  No,'  said  Caderousse,  '  we 
are  not  rich  eiiougrh  to  lose  5,000  francs.' 
— •  As  you  please,  m}'  dear  sir/  said  the 
jeweler ;  *  I  had,  however,  as  a'ou  see, 
brought  30U  the  mone3'"  in  bright  coin.' 
And  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  handful  of 
gold,  which  he  made  to  sparkle  in  the 
dazzled  e3'es  of  the  inn-keeper,  and  in  the 
other  hand  he  held  a  packet  of  bank-notes, 

"  There  was  evidenth'  a  severe  struggle 
in  the  mind  of  Caderousse  ;  it  was  evident 
that  the  small  shagreen  case,  which  he 
turned  and  returned  in  his  hand,  did  not 
seem  to  liim  commensurate  in  value  to  the 
enormous  sum  which  fascinated  his  gaze. 
He  turned  toward  his  wife.  '  What  do 
3'ou  think  of  this?'  he  asked,  in  a  low 
voice.  —  '  Let  him  have  it — let  him  have  it,' 
she  said.  'If  he  returns  to  Beaucaire 
Avithout  the  diamond,  he  will  inform 
against  us  ;  and,  as  he  saA's,  who  knows 
if  we  shall  ever  again  see  the  Abbe  Bu- 
soni ? — in  all  probabilii3'  we  shall  never 
see  him.' — 'Well,  then,  so  I  will  I  *  said 
Caderousse;  'so  30U  ma\'  have  the  dia- 
mond for  45.000  francs.  But  m\'  wife 
wants  a  gold  chain,  and  I  want  a  pair  of 
silver  buckles.'  The  jeweler  drew  from 
his  pocket  a  long  flat  box.  which  contained 
several  samples  of  the  articles  demanded. 
'Here,'  he  said,  'lam  verv  plain  in  my 
dealings — take  vour  choice.'  The  woman 
selected  a  gold  chain  worth  about  five 
louis,  and  the  husband  a  pair  of  buckles, 
worth  perhaps  fifteen  francs.  '  I  hope  .vou 
will  not  complain  now  ?  '  said  tlie  jeweler. 

'"The  abbe  told  me  it  was  worth 
50,000  francs,'  muttered  Caderousse.— 
'  Come,  come — give  it  to  me  !  What  a 
strange  fellow  you  are  !'  said  the  jeweler, 
taking  the  diamond  fromhishand.  'I  give 
you  45,000  francs— that  is.  2.500  livivs  of 
incouK* — ti   fortune  such  as  I  wish  I  had 
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mj'self,  and  you  are  not  satisfied  !' — '  And 
the  flve-and -forty  thousand  francs,'  in- 
quired Caderousse  in  a  hoarse  voice, 
•  where  are  they  ?  Come — let  us  see 
them!' — 'Here  they  are,'  replied  the 
jeweler;  and  he  counted  out  upon  the 
table  15,000  francs  in  g-old,  and  30,000 
francs  in  bank-notes. 

"  '  Wait  while  I  light  the  lamp.'  said  La 
Carconte  ;  '  it  is  g-rowing  dark,  and  there 
may  be  some  mistake.'  In  fact,  the  night 
had  come  on  during  this  conversation, 
and  with  the  night  the  storm  which  had 
been  threatening  for  the  last  half-hour. 
The  thunder  was  heard  growling  in  the 
distance ;  but  neither  the  jeweler,  nor 
Caderousse,  nor  La  Carconte  seemed  to 
heed  it,  absorbed  as  they  were  all  three 
with  the  demon  of  gain.  I  m^^self  felt  a 
strange  kind  of  fascination  at  the  sight 
of  all  this  gold  and  all  these  bank-notes ; 
it  seemed  to  me  that  I  Avas  in  a  dream; 
and,  as  it  always  happens  in  a  dream,  I 
felt  myself  riveted  to  the  spot.  Cade- 
rousse counted  and  again  counted  the 
gold  and  the  notes ;  then  handed  them  to 
his  wife,  who  counted  and  counted  them 
again  in  her  turn.  During  this  time,  the 
jeweler  made  the  diamond  play  and 
sparkle  beneath  the  ray  of  the  lamp,  and 
the  gem  threw  out  jets  of  light  which 
made  him  unmindful  of  those  which — 
precursors  of  the  storm — began  to  play 
in  at  the  windows.  'Well,'  inquired  the 
jeweler,  '  is  the  cash  all  right  ?' 

"'Yes,'  said  Caderousse.  'Give  me 
the  pocket-book.  La  Carconte,  and  find  a 
bag  somewhere.' 

"La  Carconte  went  to  a  cupboard,  and 
returned  with  an  old  leathern  pocket- 
book,  from  which  slie  took  some  greasy 
letters,  and  put  in  their  place  the  bank- 
notes, and  a  bag.  in  wliich  were  at  tlie 
moment  t  wo  or  tlii-ec^  crowns  of  six  livres 
each,  and  wliicli,  in  all  probability, 
formed  the  entire  fortune  of  tho  misera- 
ble couple.  'There,'  .said  Caderousse; 
*and  now,  allhongh  you  have  wronged  us 
of  perhaps  10,000  francs,  will  j'ou  have 
your  supper  with  us?  I  invite  you  with 
good-will.'  —  'Thank  you,'  i-eplied  tlie 
jeweler  ;  '  it  must  be  gclting  late,  and  I 
must  return  to  Beaucaire — mv  wife  will  bf> 


getting  uneasy.'  He  drew  out  his  watch 
and  exclaimed,  '  Moi^bleu !  nearly  nine 
o'clock  ! — why,  I  shall  not  get  back  to 
Beaucaire  before  midnight  !  Good-night, 
my  dears.  If  the  Abbe  Busoni  should  by 
any  accident  return,  think  of  me.' — 'In 
another  week  you  will  have  left  Beau- 
caire,' remarked  Caderousse,  'for  the 
fair  finishes  in  a  few  days.' — 'True;  but 
that  is  no  consequence.  Wiite  to  me  at 
Paris,  to  M.  Joannes,  in  the  Palais  Royal, 
Stone  Gallery,  No.  45  :  I  will  make  the 
journey'  on  purpose  to  see  him,  if  it  is 
worth  while.'  At  this  moment  there  was 
a  tremendous  clap  of  thunder,  accom- 
panied by  a  flash  of  lightning  so  vivid, 
that  it  quite  eclipsed  the  light  of  the 
lamp. 

"  '  Oh,  dear  I '  exclaimed  Caderousse. 
'  You  cannot  think  of  going  out  in  such 
weather  as  this.' — 'Oh,  I  am  not  afraid 
of  thunder  ! '  said  the  jeweler. —  '  And 
then  there  are  robbers,'  said' La  Carconte. 
'The  road  is  never  very  safe  during  fair 
time.' — 'Oh!  as  to  the  robbers,'  said 
Joannes,  '  here  is  something  for  them,' 
and  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  pair  of 
small  pistols,  loaded  to  the  muzzle. 
'  Here,'  said  he,  '  are  dogs  who  bark  and 
bite  at  the  same  time  :  thej'^  are  for  the 
two  first  who  shall  have  a  longing  for 
your  diamond,  Daddy  Caderousse.' 

"  Caderousse  and  his  wife  again  inter- 
changed a  meaning  look.  It  seemed  as 
though  they  were  both  inspired  at  the 
same  time  with  some  horrible  thought. 
'  Well,  then,  a  good  journey  to  3'ou,'  said 
Caderouss(\ 

"' Thank  ye,' replied  the  jeweler.  He 
then  took  his  cane,  which  he  liad  placed 
against  an  old  cujiboard,  and  went  out. 
At  the  moment  when  he  opened  tlie  dooi*. 
such  a  gust  of  wind  came  in  that  the  lamp 
was  nearly  extHiguished.  'Oh!'  said 
he,  'this  is  very  nice  weather ;  and  two 
leagues  to  go  in  sucli  a  si orm  !  ' — *  Re- 
main,'said  Caderousse.  'You  can  sleep 
here.' — 'Yes;  do  stay,' added  La  Car- 
conte, in  a  tremulous  voice;  '  we  will  take 
every  care  of  you.' — '  No  ;  1  nmst  sleep  al 
Beaucaire.  So,  onc«^  more,  good-night  !  ' 
Cadei'onssr  followed  lijni  slowly  to  the 
Ihi't'sliold.     •  1  can  neither  see  lieaven  nor 
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earth  !  '  said  the  jeweler,  who  was  out- 
side the  door.  '  Do  I  turn  to  the  right, 
or  to  the  left  hand  ?  '— '  To  the  rig-ht,'  said 
Caderousse.  'You  cannot  g-o  wrong— 
the  road  is  horde i-ed  b^'  trees  on  both 
si(jes.' — 'Good — all  right!'  said  a  voice 
almost  lost  in  the  distance. — '  Close  the 
door,' said  La  Carconte  ;  'I  do  not  like 
open  doors  when  it  thunders.' — 'Partic- 
ularly when  there  is  money  in  the  house, 
eh  ?  '  answered  Caderousse,  double-locking 
the  door. 

"  He  came  into  the  room,  went  to  the 
cupboard,  took  out  the  bag  and  pocket- 
book,  and  both  began,  for  the  third  time, 
to  count  their  gold  and  bank-notes.  I 
never  saw  such  an  expression  of  cupidity 
as  the  flickering  lamp  revealed  in  the  two 
countenances.  The  woman,  especially', 
was  hideous  :  the  feverish  tremulousness 
she  usually  had  was  redoubled  :  her 
countenance  had  become  livid,  and  her 
eyes  resembled  burning*  coals.  •'  Why,' 
she  inquired  in  a  hoarse  voice,  '  did  you 
invite  him  to  sleep  here  to-night  ?  '^ 
'  Wh}^  ?  '  said  Caderousse  with  a  shudder; 
'  why,  that  he  might  not  have  the  trouble 
of  returning  to  Beaucaire.' — 'Ah!'  re- 
sponded the  woman,  with  an  expression 
impossible  to  render ;  '  I  thought  it  was 
for  something  else.' — 'Woman,  woman — 
why  do  j-^ou  have  such  ideas  ?  '  cried  Cade- 
rousse ;  '  or,  if  you  have  them,  why  don't 
you  keep  them  to  yourself  ?  ' — '  Well,'  said 
La  Carconte,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
'you  are  not  a  man!' — 'What  do  you 
mean  ?  '  added  Caderousse.—'  If  you  had 
been  a  man,  you  would  not  have  let  him 
go  from  here.' — '  Woman  !  " — '  Or  else  he 
should  not  liave  reached  Beaucaire.' — 
'Woman  !  *— •  The  road  takes  a  turn — he 
is  obliged  to  follow  it — while  alongsiile  of 
the  canal  there  is  a  shorter  road.' — 
'Woman!— you  offend  the  ban  Dien  ! 
There  !— listen  !  '  And  at  this  moment 
there  was  heard  a  tremendous  peal  of 
thunder,  while  the  livid  lightning  illumined 
th(>  room  ;  and  the  thunder,  then  rolling 
away  to  a  distance,  seemed  as  though 
it  left  the  cursed  aboile  lingeringly. 
'  Mercy  !  '  said  Caderousse.  ci-ossitm-  liiui- 
self. 

"At    the    same    moment,    and    in    the 


midst  of  the  silence  so  full  of  terror  which 
usually  follows  claps  of  thunder,  they 
heard  a  knocking  at  the  door.  Caderousse 
and  his  wife  started  and  looked  aghast  at 
each  other.  '  W^ho's  there  ?  '  cried  Cade- 
rousse, rising,  and  drawing  up  in  a  heap 
the  gold  and  notes  scattered  over  the 
table,  and  which  he  covered  with  his  two 
hands. — '  It  is  I,'  shouted  a  voice. — 'And 
who  are  you  ?  ' — '  Eh,  pardieu  !  Joannes, 
the  jeweler.' — 'Well,  and  you  said  I  of- 
fended the  hon  Dieu,'  said  Carconte,  with 
a  horrid  smile.  '  Why,  it  is  the  hon  Dieu 
who  sends  him  back  again.'  Caderousse 
fell  back,  pale  and  breathless,  in  his  chair. 
"  La  Carconte,  on  the  contrary-,  rose, 
and  going  with  a  firm  step  toward  the 
door,  opened  it,  saying,  as  she  did  so — 
'  Come  in,  dear  M.  Joannes.' — '  Ma  foi  !  ' 
said  the  jeweler,  drenched  with  rain,  '  it 
seems  as  if  I  was  not  to  return  to  Beau- 
caire to-night.  The  shortest  follies  are 
best,  vay  dear  Caderousse.  You  offered 
me  hospitality,  and  I  accept  it ;  and  have 
returned  to  sleep  beneath  your  friendly 
roof.'  Caderousse  stammered  out  some 
words,  while  he  wiped  awa^'^  the  damp 
that  started  to  his  brow.  La  Carconte 
double-locked  the  door  behind  the  jeweler. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE   RAIN   OF  BLOOD. 

"  As  the  jeweler  returned  to  the  apart- 
ment, he  cast  around  him  a  scrutinizing 
glance — but  there  was  nothing  to  excite 
suspicion,  if  it  existed  not,  or  to  confirm 
it,  if  already  awakened.  Caderous.se's 
hands  still  grasped  his  gold  and  bank- 
notes, and  La  Carconte  called  up  lier 
sweetest  smiles  while  welcoming  the  re- 
appearance of  their  guest,  '  Heyday  I  ' 
said  the  jeweler,  'you  seem,  my  good 
friends,  to  have  had  some  fears  respecting 
the  accuracy  of  your  money,  by  counting 
it  over  so  caivfully  directly   I  was  gone.' 

"  '  No,  no,'  answereil  Caderousse,  *  that 
was  not  my  reason,  I  can  assure  you  :  but 
the  circumstances  by  which  we  have  hc- 
come  possessed  of  this  wealth  are  so  un- 
expected, as  to  make  us  scarcely  cixKiit 
our  good  fortune,  and  it  is  only  by  plac- 
ing the  actual  proof  of  our  riches  before 
our  ('v«^s  that    \v<<  v.wx   oersnade  ourselves 
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the  whole  affair  is  not  a  dream."  The 
jeweler  smiled.  —  'Have  you  any  other 
guests  in  your  house?'  inquired  he. — 
*  Nbbodj"  but  ourselves,'  replied  Cade- 
rousse  ;  '  the  fact  is,  we  do  not  lodge  trav- 
elers— indeed,  our  auberge  is  so  near  to 
the  town,  that  nobody  Avould  think  of 
stopping-  here.' — '  Then  I  am  afraid  I  shall 
very  much  inconvenience  you!' — '  Oh,  dear 
me,  no  I — indeed,  good  sir,  you  will  not,' 
said  La  Carconte,  in  her  most  gracious 
manner.  '  I  vow  and  protest  your  passing 
tlie  night  under  shelter  of  our  poor  roof 
will  not  make  the  slightest  difference  in 
the  world  to  us.' — '  But  where  will  you 
manage  to  stow  me  ?  ' — '  In  the  chamber 
overhead.' — 'Surely  that  is  where  you 
yourselves  sleep  ?  ' — •'  Never  mind  that ; 
we  have  a  second  bed  in  the  adjoining 
room.'  Caderousse  stared  at  his  wife 
with  much  astonishment. 

"  The  jeweler,  meanwhile,  was  hum- 
ming a  song  as  he  stood  warming  himself 
b}^  the  bright,  cheering  blaze  of  a  large 
fagot  kindled  by  the  attentive  Carconte, 
to  dry  the  wet  garments  of  her  guest ; 
and  this  done,  she  next  occupied  herself 
in  arranging  his  supper,  by  spreading  a 
napkin  at  the  end  of  the  table,  and  plac- 
ing on  it  the  slender  remains  of  their  din- 
ner, to  which  she  added  three  or  four 
fresh-laid  eggs.  Cadei'ousse  had  once 
more  parted  with  his  treasures — the  bank- 
notes were  replaced  in  the  pocket-book, 
the  gold  put  back  into  the  bag,  and  the 
whole  carefully  locked  in  the  armoire, 
which  formed  his  stronghold  ;  he  then 
commenced  pacing  the  room  with  a  pen- 
sive and  gloomy  air,  glancing  from  time 
to  time  at  the  jeweler,  who  stood  reeking 
with  the  steam  from  his  wet  clothes,  and 
merely  changing  his  place  on  thc^  warm 
hearth,  to  enable  the  whole  of  the  gar- 
ments to  be  in  turns  di-ied  by  th(^  genial 
heat  that  issued  from  it. 

"'Now  then,  my  dear  sir,'  said  La 
Carconte,  as  she  placed  a  bottle  of  wine 
on  th<'  table,  *  supper  is  ready  wln'iiever 
you  arc  inclined  to  partake  of  it.' — '  But 
you  are  going  to  sit  down  with  me,  are 
you  not?'  asked  Joanties. — 'T  shall  not 
take  any  supper  to-night.'  said  Cade- 
rousse.— '  We  dined  so  very  late,'  liastily 


interposed  La  Carconte. — '  Then  it  seems 
I  am  to  eat  alone,'  remarked  the  jeweler. 
— '  01),  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of 
waiting-  upon  you,'  answered  La  Car- 
conte, with  an  eager  attention  she  was 
not  accustomed  to  manifest  even  to  guests 
who  paid  for  what  they  took. 

"  From  one  minute  to  another,  Cade- 
rousse darted  on  his  wife  keen,  searching 
glances,  but  rapid  as  the  lightning  flash. 
The  storm  still  continued.  'There! 
there  !  '  said  La  Carconte ;  '  do  3"ou  hear 
that  ?  L'pon  ray  word,  you  did  well  to 
return  hithei-.'  —  '  Nevertfieless,'  replied 
the  jeweler,  '  if  b}'  the  time  I  have  fin- 
ished my  supper  the  tempest  has  at  all 
abated,  I  shall  make  another  attempt  to 
complete  my  journe}-.' 

"'Oh,'  said  Caderousse,  shaking  his 
head,  'there  is  not  the  slightest  chance 
of  its  abating- — it  is  the  mistral,  and  that 
will  be  sure  to  last  till  to-morrow  morn- 
ing.' He  then  sighed  heavih-. — 'Well,' 
said  the  jeweler,  as  he  placed  himself  at 
table,  'all  I  can  say  is,  so  much  the 
worse  for  those  who  are  abroad  and  can- 
not obtain  a  shelter.'  —  '  Ah  I'  chimed  in 
La  Carconte,  'they  wull  have  a  wretched 
night  of  it,  be  they  who  they  may.' 

"The  jeweler  commenced  eating  his 
supper,  and  the  woman,  who  was  ordi- 
narily so  querulous  and  indifferent  to  all 
who  approached  her,  was  suddenly  trans- 
formed into  the  most  smiling  and  attentive 
hostess.  Had  the  unhappy  man  on  whom 
she  lavished  her  assiduities  been  pre- 
viously' acquainted  with  her,  so  sudden  an 
alteration  might  well  have  excited  suspi- 
cion in  his  mind,  or  at  least  liave  g-reatly 
astonished  him.  Caderousse,  meanwhile, 
continued  in  gloomy  silence  to  pace  the 
room,  sedulously  avoiding  the  sig-ht  of  his 
g-uest ;  but  as  soon  as  the  s1?ranger  iiad 
compU'ted  his  repast,  tlie  agitated  anbcj- 
gist(^  went  eagerly  to  the  door  and  opened 
it.  '  The  stoi-m  seems  over,'  said  he.  But 
as  if  to  contradict  liis  statement,  at  that 
instant  a  violent  clap  of  thunder  seemed 
to  shake  the  house  to  its  vei-y  foundation, 
while  a.  siuldeu  gust  of  wind,  mingled  with 
rain,  extinguished  the  lamp  he  held  in  his 
hand.  Ti-embling  and  awestruck,  Cade- 
rousse liastily  shut  the  door  and  return«'d 
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to  his  g-uest,  while  La  Carconte  hg-hted 
a  candle  by  the  smoldering-  ashes  that 
g-liininered  on  the  hearth.  'You  must  be 
tired,'  said  she  to  the  jeweler  ;  '  I  have 
spread  a  pair  of  my  finest  and  whitest 
sheets  on  your  bed,  so  you  have  nothing^ 
to  do  but  to  sleep  as  soundly  as  I  wish  you 
may — you  can  easily  find  your  room  ;  it  is 
exactly  over  this.' 

"Joannes  remained  a  short  time  listen- 
ing- whether  the  storm  seemed  to  abate  in 
its  fury,  but  a  brief  space  of  time  sufficed 
to  assure  him  that,  far  from  diminishing-, 
the  violence  of  the  rain  and  thunder  mo- 
mentarily increased  ;  resig-ning  himself, 
therefore,  to  what  seemed  inevitable,  he 
bade  his  host  good-nig'ht  and  mounted  to 
his  sleeping-  apartment.  As  he  passed 
over  my  head,  the  flooring-  seemed  to  creak 
beneath  his  tread,  proving-  how  slight 
must  be  the  division  between  us.  The 
quick,  eag-er  g-lance  of  La  Carconte  fol- 
lowed him  as  he  ascended  the  staircase, 
while  Caderousse,  on  the  contrarj^  turned 
his  back,  and  seemed  most  anxiously  to 
avoid  even  glancing-  at  him. 

"  AH  these  particulars  did  not  strike  me 
as  painfully  at  the  time  as  they  have  since 
done  ;  in  fact,  all  that  had  happened  (with 
the  exception  of  the  story  of  the  diamond, 
which  certainly  did  wear  an  air  of  improb- 
ability), appeared  natural  enoug-h,  and 
called  for  neither  apprehension  nor  mis- 
trust ;  but,  worn  out  as  I  was  with  fatig-ue, 
and  fully  purposing-  to  proceed  onward 
directly  the  tempest  abated,  I  determined 
to  take  advantage  of  the  comparative 
silence  and  tranquillit3^  that  prevailed  to 
obtain  the  refreshment  of  a  few  hours' 
sleep.  Overhead  I  could  accurately  dis- 
ting-uish  every  movement  of  the  jeweler, 
who,  after  making-  the  best  arranuements 
in  his  power  for  passing-  a  comfortable 
nig-ht,  threw  himself  on  his  bed,  and  I 
could  hear  it  creak  and  g-roan  beneath 
liis  weight.  Insensibly  my  eyelids  g-rew 
heavy,  deep  sleep  stole  over  me,  and 
having  no  suspicion  of  anything-  wroni:-.  I 
sought  not  to  shake  it.  olV.  For  tlie  last 
time  T  looked  in  upon  the  room  whert' 
("Caderousse  and  his  wife  were  siti  ing  :  1  he 
former  was  seated  upon  one  of  lhosi>  low 
wooden  stools  which  in  country  places  are 


frequentl}^  used  instead  of  chairs  ;  his  back 
being-  turned  toward  me,  prevented  ine 
from  seeing-  the  expression  of  his  couulc- 
nance — neither  should  I  have  been  able 
to  do  so  had  he  been  placed  ditferently, 
as  his  head  was  buried  between  his  two 
hands.  La  Carconte  continued  to  gaze  on 
him  for  some  time  in  contemptuous  silence, 
then,  shrug-g-ing-  up  her  shoulders,  she 
took  her  scat  immediately  opposite  to  him. 
At  this  moment  the  expiring-  embers  threw 
up  a  fresh  flame  from  the  kindling-  of  a 
piece  of  wood  that  la^y  near,  and  a  bright 
gleam  was  thrown  on  the  scene. and  the 
actors  in  it.  La  Carconte  still  kept  her 
e^^es  fixed  on  her  husband,  but  as  ho  made 
no  sig-n  of  changing-  his  position,  she  ex- 
tended her  hard,  bon}''  hand,  and  touched 
him  on  the  forehead. 

"  Caderousse  shviddered.  The  woman's 
lips  seemed  to  move,  as  though  she  were 
talking  ;  but  whether  she  merely  spoke  in 
an  imdertone,  or  that  my ,  senses  were 
dulled  by  sleep,  I  did  not  catch  a  word 
she  uttered.  Confused  sig-hts  and  sounds 
seemed  to  float  before  me,  and  gradually 
I  fell  into  a  deep  heavy  sleep.  Ht)w  long' 
I  had  been  in  this  unconscious  state  I  know 
not,  when  I  was  suddenly  aroused  by 
the  report  of  a  pistol,  followed  by  a  fear- 
ful cry.  Weak  and  tottering-  footsteps 
resounded  across  the  chamber  above  nic, 
and  the  next  instant  a  dull,  heavy  weigfht 
seemed  to  fall  powerless  on  the  staircase. 
I  had  not  yet  fully  recovered  my  recollec- 
tion, when  again  I  heard  g-roans,  mingrled 
with  half-stifled  cries,  as  if  from  pei-sons 
eng-ag-ed  in  a  deadly  strug-g-Ie.  Tiiese  evi- 
dences of  the  perpetration  of  sonn?  vio- 
lent deed  effectually,  roused  me  from  my 
drowsy  lethargy.  Hastily  raising-  myself 
on  one  arm.  I  looked  around,  but  all  was 
dark  ;  and  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  the  lain 
must  have  peneti-ated  through  tlu>  llooring- 
of  t  lie  room  above,  for  some  kuul  of  moist- 
ure appeared  to  fall,  drop  by  drop.  up<»n 
my  for<>liead.  ami  when  I  passed  my  ha  ad 
across  my  brow.  I  WXV  it  wet  and  elaniiny. 

'•To  the  fearful  noises  that  hail  awak- 
ened me  had  succeeded  the  most  |>erftvt 
silence — unbioken.  save  by  the  footsteps 
of  a  man  walking-  about  in  the  chamlxT 
above,     l^v  the  croaking  of  the  st.airciise 
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I  judg-ed  the  individual,  whoever  he  was, 
was  procet'din.q'  to  the  lower  apartment. 
In  another  minute  I  heard  some  person 
moving"  there,  and,  looking'  through,  saw 
a  man  stooping-  toward  the  fire  to  light  a 
candle  he  held  in  his  hand.  As  he  turned 
round,  I  recognized  the  features  of  Cade- 
rousse — pale,  ghastW,  and  convulsed — 
wliile  tlie  front  and  sleeves  of  his  dress 
were  covered  with  blood.  Having  ob- 
tained the  light  he  had  evidently'-  de- 
scended to  seek,  he  hurried  upstairs 
ag"ain,  and  once  more  I  heard  his  rapid 
and  uneasy  step  in  the  chamber  above. 
Ere  long  he  came  below,  holding  in  his 
hand  the  small  shagreen  case,  which  he 
opened,  to  assure  himself  it  contained  the 
diamond — seemed  to  hesitate  as  to  which 
pocket  he  should  put  it  in,  then,  as  if 
dissatisfied  with  the  security  of  either 
pocket,  he  deposited  it  in  his  red  handker- 
chief, which  he  carefully  rolled  round  his 
head.  After,  this  he  took  from  his  cup- 
board the  bank-notes  and  gold  he  had  put 
there,  thrust  the  one  into  the  pocket  of 
his  trousers,  and  the  other  into  that  of  his' 
waistcoat,  hastily  tied  up  a  small  bundle 
of  linen,  and  rushing  toward  the  door, 
disappeared  in  the  dai'kness  of  the  night. 
"  Then  all  became  clear  and  manifest  to 
me ;  and  I  reproached  m3'self  with  what 
had  happened,  as  though  I  mj'self  had 
done  the  guilty  deed.  I  fancied  that  I  still 
heard  faint  moans,  and  imagining  that 
the  unfortunate  jeweler  might  not  be  quite 
dead,  I  determined  to  go  to  his  relief,  by 
way  of  atoning  in  some  slight  degree, 
not  for  the  crime  I  had  committed,  but 
for  that  which  I  had  not  endeavored  to 
prevent ;  for  this  purpose  I  applied  all  the 
strength  I  possessed  lo  force  an  entrance 
from  the  cramped  spot  in  which  I  lay  to 
the  adjoining  room  ;  the  badly-arranged 
plnnks  which  alone  divided  me  from  it 
yielded  lo  my  efforts,  and  I  found  myself 
in  the  lionse ;  hastily  snatching  up  the 
lighted  cnndle,  I  hurried  to  the  staii-case; 
toward  the  middle  of  it  I  stumbled  over 
a  human  body  lying  quit(^  across  the 
stairs.  As  I  stooped  to  raise  it  I  discov- 
ered in  the  agoniz<xl  features  those  of 
La  Carconte.  The  pistol  I  liad  heard 
had  doubtless  been  discharged  at  the  un- 


fortunate woman,  whose  throat  it  had 
frightfulh^  lacerated,  leaving  a  gaping 
wound  from  which,  as  well  as  the  mouth, 
the  blood  was  welling  in  sanguinary 
streams.  Finding  the  miserable  creature 
past  all  human  aid,  I  strode  past  her, 
and  ascended  to  the  sleeping  chamber, 
which  presented  an  appearance  of  the 
wildest  disorder.  The  furniture  had  been 
knocked  over  in  the  deadly  struggle  that 
had  taken  place  there,  and  the  sheets, 
to  which  the  unfortunate  jeweler  had 
doubtless  clung,  were  di'agged  across  the 
room ;  the  murdered  man  lay  on  the 
ground,  his  head  leaning-  against  the 
wall,  weltering  in  a  gory  stream,  poured 
forth  from  three  large  wounds  in  his 
breast ;  there  was  a  fourth  g-ash,  but  the 
blood  was  prevented  escaping-  in  conse- 
quence of  the  weapon  (a  large  table-knife) 
still  sticking-  in  it. 

"  I  stumbled  over  some  object ;  I  stooped 
to  examine — it  was  the  second  pistol, ^\ilich 
had  not  gone  off,  probably  from  the  pow- 
der being-  wet.  I  approached  the  jeweler, 
who  was  not  quite  dead,  and  at  the  sound 
of  my  footsteps,  causing  as  thej'  did  the 
creaking-  of  the  floor,  he  opened  his  ejH^s, 
fixed  them  on  me  with  an  anxious  and  in- 
quiring gaze,  moved  his  lips  as  though 
trying  to  speak,  then,  overcome  b3'  the 
effort,  fell  back  and  expired.  This  appal- 
ling sight  almost  bereft  me  of  ray  senses, 
and  finding  that  I  could  no  longer  be  of 
service  to  any  one  in  the  Imuse,  my  only 
desire  was  to  fly  from  such  aji  accumu- 
lation of  horrors  as  quickly  as  I  could  : 
almost  distracted,  I  rushed  toward  the 
staircase,  clasping  my  burning-  temples 
with  both  hands,  and  uttering-  cries  of 
horror.  Upon  reaclung  the  room  below. 
I  found  five  or  six  custom-house  officei's. 
accompanied  by  an  armed  ti-oop  of  sol- 
diery, wlio  immediately  seized  me,  ei-e, 
indeed,  1  liad  sullieiently  (-ollected  my 
ideas  to  offer  any  resislanci; ;  in  truth,  my 
senses  seemed  to  have  wholly  forsaken 
me,  and  when  I  strove  to  speak,  a  few 
inai-ticulatc  sounds  alone  escaped  my  lips. 

"As  I  noticed  the  significant  manner  in 
which  the  whole  party  pointed  to  my 
blood-stained  garmejits  I  involuntarily 
surveyed  myself,  and    then   1   discovered 
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that  the  thick  warm  drops  that  had  so  be- 
dewed me  as  I  lay  beneath  the  staircase 
must  have  been  the  blood  of  La  Carconte. 
Paralyzed  with  horror,  I  could  barely  indi- 
cate by  a  movement  of  my  hand  the  spot 
wliere  I  had  concealed  myself.  '  What  does 
he  mean  ?  '  asked  a  g-endarme.  One  of  the 
douaniers  went  to  the  place  I  directed. 
'He  means/  replied  the  man  upon  his  re- 
turn, 'that  he  effected  his  entrance  by 
means  of  this  hole,'  showing-  the  place 
where  I  had  broken  my  way  through  the 
planks  into  the  house. 

"  Then,  and  not  before,  the  true  nature 
of  my  situation  flashed  on  me,  and  I  saw 
that  I  was  considered  the  guilty  autlior 
of  all  that  had  occurred  ;  with  this  fright- 
ful conviction  of  my  danger,  I  recovered 
force  and  energ\'^  enough  to  free  m3'self 
from  the  hands  of  those  who  held  me, 
while  I  managed  to  stammer  forth — '  I 
did  not  do  it  !  Indeed,  indeed  I  did  not  ! ' 
A  couple  of  gendarmes  held  the  muzzles 
of  their  carbines  against  m.y  breast — 
'  Stir  but  a  step,'  said  they,  '  and  you  are  • 
a  dead  man  ! ' — 'Why  should  3'ou  threaten 
me  with  death,'  cried  I,  'when  I  have  al- 
ready declared  my  innocence?' — 'Tush, 
tush!'  cried  the  men;  'keep  3'our  inno- 
cent stories  to  tell  to  the  judge  at  Nimes. 
Meanwhile,  come  along  with  us  ;  and  the 
best  advice  we  can  give  you  is  to  do  so 
unresistingly.'  Alas  !  resistance  was  far 
from  my  thoughts.  I  was  utterly  over- 
powered by  surprise  and  terror ;  and  with- 
out a  word  I  suffered  myself  to  be  hand- 
cuffed and  tied  to  a  horse's  tail,  in  which 
disgraceful  plight  I  arrived  at  Nimes. 

"  It  6eems  I  had  been  tracked  by  a 
douanier,  who  had  lost  sight  of  me  near 
the  auberge  ;  feeling  assured  that  I  in- 
tended to  pass  the  night  there,  he  had  re- 
turned to  summon  his  comrades,  who  just 
arrived  in  time  to  hear  the  report  of  the 
pistol,  and  to  take  me  in  the  midst  of  such 
circumstantial  proofs  of  m.v  g\iilt  as  ren- 
dered all  hopes  of  [ii-oving  my  innocence 
utterly  at  an  end.  One  only  chance  was 
left  me,  that  of  beseeching  the  magistrate 

I  before  whom  I  was  taken  to  cause  every 
inquiry  to  be  made  for  an  individual 
named  the  Abbe  Busoni,  who  had  stopped 


the  morning  previous  to  the  murder.  If, 
indeed,  Caderousse  had  invented  the  story 
relative  to  the  diamond,  and  there  existed 
no  such  person  as  the  Abbe  Busoni,  then, 
indeed,  I  was  lost  past  redemption,  or,  at 
least,  my  life  hung  upon  the  feeble  chance 
of  Caderousse  himself  being  ap[)rehended 
and  confessing  the  whole  truth.  Two 
months  passed  away  in  hopeless  expecta- 
tion on  ray  part,  while  I  must  do  the  mag- 
istrate justice  by  declaring  he  used  every 
means  to  obtain  information  of  the  person 
I  declared  could  exculpate  me  if  he  would. 
Caderousse  still  evaded  all  pursuit,  and  I 
had  resigned  myself  to  what  seemed  my 
inevitable  fate.  My  trial  was  to  come  on 
at  the  approaching  sessions  ;  when,  on  the 
8th  of  September — that  is  to  say,  pre- 
ciselj^  three  months  and  five  days  after 
the  events  which  had  periled  m^'-  life — the 
Abbe  Busoni,  whom  I  never  ventured  to 
believe  I  should  see,  presented  himself  at 
the  prison  doors,  saying  he  understood 
one  of  the  prisoners  wished  to  speak  to 
him  ;  he  added,  that  having  learned  the 
particulars  of  vay  imprisonment,  he  has- 
tened to  comply  with  m^""  desire.  You 
may  easil.y  imagine  with  what  eagerness 
I  welcomed  him,  and  how  minutely  I  re- 
lated the  whole  of  what  I  had  seen  and 
heard.  I  felt  some  degree  of  nervousness 
as  I  entered  upon  tlie  historj'^  of  the  dia- 
mond ;  but,  to  my  inexpressible  astonish- 
ment, he  confirmed  it  in  exery  particular, 
and,  to  my  equal  surprise,  he  seemed  to 
place  entire  belief  in  all  I  stated.  And 
then  it  was  that,  Avon  by  his  mild  chai'ity, 
perceiving  him  acquainted  with  all  the 
habits  and  customs  of  ray  own  country, 
and  considering  also  that  pardon  for  the 
only  crime  of  which  I  was  really  guilty 
might  come  with  a  double  power  from 
lips  so  benevolent  and  kind,  I  besought 
him  to  receive  my  confession,  under  the 
seal  of  which  I  recounted  the  affair  of 
Auteuil,  in  all  its  tk>tails,  as  well  as  every 
other  ti-ansaction  of  my  life.  That  which 
I  had  done  by  the  in; pulse  of  my  best  feel- 
ings produced  the  same  effect  as  though 
it  had  been  the  result  of  calculation.  My 
voluntary  confession  of  the  assassination 
at  Auteuil  proved  to  him  that  I  had  not 
committed  that  with  wliich    I   sto«-Kl   no- 
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cused.  When  he  quitted  me,  he  bade  me 
be  of  erood  courag-e,  and  ve\y  upon  his 
doing  all  in  his  power  to  convince  m^' 
judires  of  m^''  innocence. 

"  I  had  speedj^  proofs  that  the  excellent 
abbe  was  eng-ag"ed  in  m^-^  behalf,  for  the 
rigors  of  m\' imprisonment  were  alleviated 
by  man\'  trifling  though  acceptable  indul- 
gences ;  and  I  was  told  that  my  trial  was 
to  be  postponed  to  the  assizes  following 
those  now  being  held.  In  the  interim  it 
pleased  Providence  to  cause  the  apprehen- 
sion of  Caderousse,  who  was  discovered 
in  some  distant  country-,  and  brought  back 
to  France,  where  he  made  a  full  confes- 
sion, refusing  to  make  the  fact  of  his 
wife's  having  suggested  and  ari-anged  the 
murder  any  excuse  for  his  own  guilt.  The 
wretched  man  was  sentenced  to  the  gal- 
leys for  life,  and  I  Avas  immediately  set  at 
liberty." 

"And  then  it  was,  I  presume,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "  that  j-ou  came  to  me 
as  the  bearer  of  a  letter  from  the  Abbe 
Busoni  ?  " — ''  It  was,  your  excellency;  the 
benevolent  abbe  took  an  evident  interest 
in  all  that  concei-ned  me. 

"'Your  mode  of  life  as  a  smuggler," 
said  he  to  me  one  day,  '  will  be  the  ruin 
of  you  if  you  persist  in  it ;  let  me  advise 
3'ou  when  you  get  out  of  prison  to  choose 
sometl)ing  more  safe  as  well  as  respect- 
able.'— 'But  how,'  inquired  I,  'am  I  to 
maintain  myself  and  m^-  poor  sister  ?  ' 

"  '  A  person,  whose  confessor  I  am,'  re- 
plied he,  'and  who  entertains  a  high  re- 
gard for  me,  applied  to  me  a  short  time 
since  to  procure  him  a  confidential  serv- 
ant. Would  3'ou  like  such  a  post  ?  If  so, 
I  will  give  you  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
the  friend  I  allude  to.'— 'With  thankful- 
ness shall  I  profit  by  your  permitting  me 
to  wait  upon  the  gentleman  you  speak 
of.' — '  On»i  thing  you  nuist  do  ;  swear  sol- 
emnly tliat  I  shall  never  have  reason  to 
repent  my  recommendation.'  I  extended 
my  hand,  and  was  about  to  pledge  myself 
by  any  promise  he  would  dictate,  but  he 
stopped  me.  *  It  is  unnecessary  for  you 
to  bind  yourself  by  any  vow,'  said  he  ;  *  I 
Icnow  and  admire  th(>  Corsican  nature  too 
W(>11  to  fear  you  I  TTere,  take  this,'  con- 
tinued he,  after  I'apidly  wi-iting  the  few 


lines  I  brought  to  your  excellency,  and 
upon  receipt  of  which  you  deigned  to  re- 
ceive me  into  your  service,  and  I  venture 
most  respectfully^  and  humbly,  to  ask 
whether  your  excellency  has  ever  had 
cause  to  repent  having  done  so  ?  " — "  On 
the  contrary,  Bertuccio,  I  have  ever  found 
you  faithful,  honest,  and  deserving.  One 
fault  I  find  with  you,  and  that  is,  your 
not  having  placed  sufficient  confidence  in 
me." — "Indeed,  3'our  excellency,  I  know 
not  what  you  mean  !  " — "  Simpl3'-  this  : 
how  comes  it,  that  having  both  a  sister 
and  an  adopted  son,  you  have  never 
spoken  to  me  of  either  ?" — "Alas  !  I  have 
still  to  recount  the  most  distressing  period 
of  my  life.  Anxious  as  you  may  suppose 
I  was  to  behold  and  comfort  m3"  dear  sis- 
ter, I  lost  no  time  in  hastening  to  Corsica, 
but  wheji  I  arrived  at  Rogliano  I  found  a 
house  of  mourning  and  of  desolation,  the 
consequences  of  a  scene  so  horrible  that 
the  neighbors  remember  arid  speak  of  it 
to  this  day.  Acting  bj'  my  advice,  my 
poor  sister  had  refused  to  complj'^  with 
the  unreasonable  demands  of  Benedetto, 
who  was  continually  tormenting  her  for 
mone.y,  as  long  as  he  believed  there  was  a 
sou  left  in  her  possession.  One  morning 
that  he  had  demanded  money,  threaten- 
ing her  with  the  severest  consequences  if 
she  did  not  supply  him  with  what  he 
desired,  he  disappeared  throughout  the 
whole  of  the  daj',  leaving  the  kind-hearted 
Assunta,  who  loved  him  as  if  he  were  her 
own  child,  to  weep  over  his  conduct  and 
bewail  his  absence.  Evening  came,  and 
still,  witli  all  the  patient  solicitude  of  a 
mother,  she  watched  for  his  return. 

"  As  the  eleventh  hour  struck,  he  en- 
tered with  a  swaggering  air,  attended  by 
two  of  the  most  dissolute  and  reckU-ss  of 
his  ordinary  companions.  As  poor  As- 
sunta rose  to  clasp  her  truant  in  her  arms, 
forgetting  all  but  the  liappinc^ss  of  seeing 
liim  again,  she  was  seized  upon  by  three 
rufTians,  while  the  unnatural  Benedetto 
exclaimed -'Come,  if  the  old  girl  refuses 
to  tell  us  where  she  keeps  her  money,  let 
us  just  give  her  a  taste  of  tlu^  tortui-e; 
that  will  make  her  find  her  tongue,  I'll 
engage.' 

"It  unfortunately   happened    that   our 
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neighbor,  Wasilio,  was  at  Bastia,  leavin<jr 
no  person  in  his  house  but  his  wife ;  no 
human  creature  except  she  could  hear  or 
see  anything'  that  took  place  within  our 
dwelling'.  Two  of  the  brutal  companions 
of  Benedetto  held  poor  Assunta,  who,  un- 
able to  conceive  that  any  harm  was  in- 
tended to  her,  smiled  innocently  and  kindly 
in  the  face  of  those  who  were  soon  to  be- 
come her  executioners,  while  the  third 
ruffian  proceeded  to  barricade  the  doors 
and  windows;  then  returning-  to  his  in- 
famous accomplices,  the  three  united  in 
stifling  the  cries  uttered  by  the  poor  vic- 
tim at  the  sight  of  these  alarming-  prepa- 
rations. This  effected,  the3'  drag-g-ed  the 
unoffending-  object  of  their  barbarity  to- 
ward the  Are,  on  which  the^'-  forcibly  held 
her  feet,  expecting-,  by  this  diabolical  ex- 
pedient, to  wring-  from  her  where  her  sup- 
posed treasure  was  secreted.  In  the  strug- 
g-les  made  by  ni}^  poor  sister  her  clothes 
caught  fire,  and  her  fiendish  and  cow- 
ardly tormentors  were  compelled  to  let 
g-o  their  hold  in  order  to  preserve  them- 
selves from  sharing-  the  same  fate.  Cov- 
ered with  flames,  Assunta  rushed  wildlj^ 
to  the  door,  but  it  was  fastened  ;  tortured 
by  the  agon}'  she  endured,  the  unfortunate 
sufferer  flew  to  the  windows,  but  the3" 
were  also  strongly  barricaded  ;  then  her 
cries  and  shrieks  of  ang-uish  filled  the 
place  ;  to  these  succeeded  convulsive  sobs 
and  deep  groans,  which,  subsiding-  in  faint 
moans,  at  leng-th  died  awa}",  and  all  was 
still  as  the  grave.  Next  morning-,  as  soon 
as  the  wife  of  WasiUo  could  muster  up 
courage  to  venture  abroad,  she  caused  the 
door  of  our  dwelling  to  bo  opened  by  the 
pubhc  authorities,  when  Assunta,  al- 
though dreadfully  burned,  was  found 
still  breathing::  every  drawer  and  closet 
in  the  house  had  been  forced  open,  and 
everything  worth  carrying-  olT  stolen  from 
them.  Benedetto  never  again  appeareii 
at  Rogliano,  neither  have  I  since  that  day 
either  seen  or  heard  anything  concorning- 
him. 

*'  It  was  subsi^quently  to  these  dreadful 
events  that  I  waited  on  your  excellency. 
to  whom  it  would  have  been  folly  to  have 
mentioned  Benedetto,  since  all  trace  of 
him  seemiHl  entirely  lost ;  or  of  mv  sister. 


since  she  was  dead." — "  And  in  what  light 
did  you  view  the  tragical  occurrence?" 
inquired  Monte-Cristo. — "  As  a  punish- 
ment for  the  crime  I  had  committed,"  an- 
swered Bertuccio.  ''  Oli,  those  Villeforts 
are  an  accursed  race!"  —  *' Trul3''  they 
are,"  murmured  the  count,  with  a  most 
singular  expression  of  countenance. 

"And  now,"  resumed  Bertuccio,  "your 
excellency  ma}',  perhaps,  be  able  to  com- 
prehend that  this  place,  which  I  revisit 
for  the  first  time — this  g-arden,  the  posi- 
tive scene  of  m}^  crime — musL  have  given 
rise  to  reflections  of  no  ver^'  agreeable 
nature,  and  produced  that  g-loom  and  de- 
pression of  spirits  which  excited  the  notice 
of  3^our  excellenc.y,  who  was  pleased  to 
express  a  desire  to  know  the  cause.  At 
this  instant  a  shudder  passes  over  me  as 
I  reflect  that  possibl^^  I  am  now  standing- 
on  the  very  g-rave  in  Avhicli  lies  M.  de 
Villefort,  by  whose  hand  the  g-round  was 
dug  to  receive  the  corpse  of  his  child." — 
"It  may  be  so,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  rising- 
from  the  bench  on  which  he  had  been  sit- 
ting-;  "but,"  added  he,  in  a  lower  tone, 
"'  whether  the  procuveur  da  roi  be  dead 
or  not,  the  Abbe  Busoni  did  right  to  send 
3"0u  to  me,  and  30U  have  also  acted  ex- 
tremel}-  properly  in  relating  to  me  the 
whole  of  3'our  histor}",  as  it  will  prevent 
m3^  forming-  ^ny  erroneous  opinions  con- 
cerning 3HH1  in  future.  As  for  that  Bene- 
detto, who  so  g-rossl3'  belied  his  name, 
have  3'ou  never  made  nn3'  effort  to  trace 
out  whither  he  has  g:one,  or  what  has  be- 
come of  him  ?  ■ ' 

"  No ;  far  f i-om  wishing-  to  learn  whither 
he  had  betaken  himself,  I  should  have 
shunned  the  possibilit}'  of  meeting-  him  as 
I  would  a  Avild  beast  or  a  savag-e  monster. 
Thank  God,  I  have  never  heard  his  name 
mentioned  b}'  any  person,  and  I  hope  and 
believe  he  is  dead."—"  Flatter  not  your- 
self that  such  is  the  case."  replied  the 
count;  "an  all-wise  Providence  permits 
not  sinners  to  escape  thus  easily  from  the 
l>nnishment  thev  have  merited  on  earth, 
but  reserves  them  to  aid  his  own  desig-ns. 
using-  them  as  instruments  when'b\'  to 
work  his  vengeance  on  the  guilty." 

"I  am  content  to  have  him  live."  con- 
tinued Bertuccio,  "  so  that  lie  spares  me 
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the  miseiy  of  ever  ag-ain  beholding-  him. 
And  now,  M.  le  Comte,"  added  the  stew- 
ard, bending-  humbly  forward,  '"you  know 
every  secret  of  my  life — yow  are  1113^  judge 
on  earth,  as  the  Almight}'  is  in  heaven  ; 
have  3'ou  no  words  of  consolation  to  be- 
stow on  a  repentant  sinner?" — ''My  g-ood 
friend,  I  know  of  none  more  calculated  to 
calm  your  mind  than  the  expressions  em- 
plo3'ed  by  the  Abbe  Busoni  when  speak- 
ing- of  3'ou  to  me.  Yillefort,  the  man 
you  killed,  merited  the  punishment  he 
received  at  ^yoiir  hands,  as  a  just  reward 
for  the  wrong-s  he  had  done  3''on,  and,  it 
may  be,  for  other  crimes  likewise.  Bene- 
detto, if  still  living,  will  become  the  in- 
strument of  divine  retribution  in  some 
way  or  other,  and  then  be  duly  punished 
in  his  turn.  As  far  as  you  yourself  are 
concerned,  I  see  but  one  point  in  which 
3''ou  are  realh^  g-uilt\'.  Ask  3'ourself, 
wherefore,  after  rescuing-  the  infant  form 
its  living-  g-rave,  j^ou  did  not  restore  it  to 
its  mother?  There  Avas  the  crime,  Ber- 
tuccio — that  was  where  yow  became  really 
culpable." 

'•'True,  m}'-  lord;  there,  as  ,you  say,  I 
acted  wickedh%  and,  moreover,  cowardl3'. 
M3'  first  dut\',  directh'  I  had  succeeded 
in  recalling-  the  babe  to  life,  should  have 
been  to  have  restored  it  to  its  mother; 
but,  in  order  to  do  so,  I  must  have  made 
close  and  careful  inquir3%  which  would, 
in  all  pi-obability,  have  led  to  m.v  own 
apprehension  :  and  I  cliuig-  to  life,  partlv 
on  m3'  sister's  account,  and  partlv  from 
that  feeling-  of  pride  inborn  in  our  hearts 
of  desiring-  to  come  olf  untouched  and 
victorious  in  the  execution  of  our  \en- 
g-eance.  Perhnps,  too,  llie  natural  and 
instinctive  love  of  life  made  me  wish  to 
avoid  endangering  m3'-  own.  And  then, 
again,  1  was  not  formc^d  as  brave  and 
courageous  as  m3'  poor  brother."  Bcr- 
tuccio  liid  his  face  in  his  hands  as  he  ut- 
tered these  words,  while  Monte-Crislo 
fixed  on  him  a  long-  and  indoscril)al)le 
g:\7.G.  After  a  brief  silence,  rendered 
still  more  solemn  1)3'  the  time  and  pl;ice, 
the  count  said,  in  a  tone  of  melanclioly 
wholl3'  unlike  his  usual  manner,  ''In 
gnler  to  bring  Ihis  conversation  to  a 
befitting  termination   (as  I  promise  3'ou 


never  again  to  revert  to  it),  I  will  repeat 
to  3'ou  some  words  I  have  heard  from 
the  lips  of  the  Abbe  Busoni  himself,  and 
which  I  recommend  3'ou  to  treasure  up 
for  your  consolation  :  that  all  earthl3'  ills 
y\e\d  to  two  all-potent  remedies — time  and 
silence.  And  now  leave  me  ;  I  would  en- 
J03'-  the  cool  sohtude  of  this  place.  The 
yevy  circumstances  which  inflict  on  j'^ou, 
as  a  principal  in  the  tragic  scene  enacted 
here,  such  painful  emotions,  are  to  me, 
on  the  contrar3'-,  a  source  of  extreme  de- 
lig-ht,  and  serve  but  to  enhance  the  value 
of  this  dwelling-  in  m3'-  estimation.  The 
chief  beaut3^  of  ti^ees  consists  in  the  deep 
shadow  of  their  umbrag-eous  boug-hs,  while 
fanc3'  pictures  a  moving-  multitude  of 
shapes  and  forms  flitting-  and  passing- 
beneath  that  shade.  Here,  I  am  ag-ree- 
abl3'^  surprised  b3'  the  sig-ht  of  a  g-arden 
laid  out  in  such  a  way  as  to  affoi'd  the 
fullest  scope  for  the  imag-ination,  and 
furnished  with  thickly-g-rown  trees,  be- 
neath which  leaf3'  screen  a  visionar3'  like 
m3'self  ma3^  conjure  up  phantoms  at  will, 
and  revel  in  the  dream3^  reveries  of  his 
own  mind.  This,  to  me,  who  expected 
but  to  find  a  blank  inclosure  surrounded 
b3'-  a  straig-ht  wall,  is,  I  assure  3'ou,  a 
most  ag-reeable  surprise.  I  have  no  dread 
of  supernatural  thingfs,  and  I  have  never 
heard  it  said  that  so  much  harm  had 
been  done  b3'  the  dead  during-  six  thou- 
sand 3'ears  as  is  wrought  b3'  the  living  in 
one  single  da3'.  Retire  within,  Bertuccio, 
and  tranquilize  3'our  mind.  Should  3'our 
confessor  be  less  indulgent  to  you  in  3'our 
d.ving  moments  than  3'ou  found  the  Abbe 
Busoni,  send  for  me,  if  I  am  still  on  eai"th, 
and  I  will  soothe  3'our  ears  with  words  1  hat 
shallefl"ectuallvcalm  and  soothe  3'our  part- 
ing soul  ei'e  it  goes  forth  to  that  '  bourne 
from  whence  no  traveler  returns.'  " 

Bertuccio  bowed  lowl v  and  respectfully, 
:m(l  turned  awa3',  sighing  heavil3'  as  he 
([uilted  liis  patron.  When  he  had  quite 
disappeared,  Monte-Cristo  arose,  and,  tak- 
ing three  oi*  four  steps  onward,  he  mur- 
mui'ed,  "Here,  beneath  this  plane-tree, 
must  have  bi>en  whei-e  t  he  infant's  grave 
was  dug.  There  is  the  little  door  opening 
into  the  garden.  At  tins  corner  is  the 
private  staircase  coiunumicating  with  the 
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sleeping  apartment.  There  will  be  no 
necessity  for  rae  to  make  a  notQ  of  these 
particulars,  for  there,  before  my  eyes,  be- 
neath ni}'-  feet,  all  around  me,  I  have  the 
plan  sketched  with  all  the  living-  reality 
of  truth."  After  making-  the  tour  of  the 
garden  a  second  time,  the  count  regained 
the  house  and  re-entered  his  carriage; 
while  Bertuccio,  who  perceived  the 
thoughtful  expression  of  his  master's 
features,  took  his  seat  beside  the  driver 
without  uttering  a  word.  The  carriage 
proceeded  rapidl^^  toward  Paris. 

That  same  evening,  upon  reaching  his 
abode  in  the  Champs  Elysees,  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo  went  over  the  whole  build- 
ing with  the  air  of  one  long  acquainted 
with  each  nook  or  corner.  Nor,  although 
preceding  the  party,  did  he  once  mistake 
one  door  for  another,  or  commit  the  small- 
est error  when  choosing-  any  particular 
corridor  or  staircase  to  conduct  him  to  a 
place  or  suite  of  rooms  he  desired  to  visit. 
Ali  was  his  principal  attendant  during  the 
somewhat  late  hour  of  his  survey.  Hav- 
ing given  various  orders  to  Bertuccio  rela- 
tive to  the  improvements  and  alterations 
he  desired  to  make  in  the  house,  the  count, 
drawing  out  his  watch,  said  to  the  atten- 
tive Nubian,  "It  is  half-past  eleven  o'clock; 
Hay  dee  will  not  be  long  ere  she  arrives. 
Have  the  French  attendants  been  sum- 
moned to  await  her  coming-?"  Ali  ex- 
tended his  hands  toward  the  apartments 
destined  for  the  fair  Greek,  which  were  at 
a  distance  from  the  habitable  part  of  the 
dwelling,  and  so  effectually  concealed,  by 
means  of  a  tapestried  entrance,  that  it 
would  have  puzzled  the  most  curious  to 
have  divined  that  beyond  that  spot  lay  hid 
a  suite  of  rooms  fitted  up  with  a  rich  mag- 
nificence worthy  of  the  lovely  being  who 
was  to  tenant  them.  Ali,  having  pointed 
to  tiie  apartments,  counted  three  on  the 
fingers  of  his  right  hand,  and  then,  plac- 
ing- it  beneath  his  head,  shut  his  eyes  and 
feigned  to  sleep.  "I  undoi-stand."  said 
Monlc-Cristo,  well  acquainted  with  All's 
pantomime ;  "  you  mean  to  tell  me  that 
three  female  attendants  await  their  new 
tnist.ress  in  her  sleeping-chamber."  Ali. 
with  considerable  animation,  made  a  sign 
in  the  afiirmat  ive. 


'•'  The  young  lady  must  needs  be  fatigued 
with  her  journey,"  continued  Monte-Cristo, 
"  and  will,  no  doubt,  Avish  to  retire  to  rest 
immediately  upon  her  arrival.  Desire  the 
French  attendants  not  to  wear}'  her  with 
questions,  but  merely  to  pay  their  respect- 
ful duty  and  retire.  You  will  also  see  that 
the  Greek  servants  hold  no  communication 
with  those  of  this  country."  Ali  bowed 
obedientl}'-  and  reverentially'.  Just  at  that 
moment  voices  were  heard  hailing  the  con- 
cierge. The  gate  opened,  a  carriag-e  rolled 
down  the  avenue,  and  stopped  at  the  flight 
of  steps  leading  to  the  house.  The  count 
hastily  descended,  and  presented  himself 
at  the  already  opened  carriage-door  to  as- 
sist a  young  female,  completely'  enveloped 
in  a  mantle  of  green  and  gold,  to  alight. 
The  female  raised  the  hand  extended  to- 
Avard  her  to  her  lips,  and  kissed  it  with  a 
mixture  of  love  and  respect.  Some  few 
words  passed  between  them  in  that  sonor- 
ous languag-e  in  which  Homer  makes  his 
gods  converse.  The  female  spoke  with  an 
expression  of  deep  tenderness,  while  the 
count  replied  with  an  air  of  gentle  gravity. 
Preceded  hy  Ali,  who  carried  a  rose-colored 
flambeau  in  his  hand,  the  female,  who  was 
no  other  than  the  lovel}'  Greek  who  had 
been  Monte-Cristo's  companion  in  Italy, 
was  conducted  to  her  apartments,  while 
the  count  retired  to  the  pavilion  reserved 
for  himself.  In  another  hour  every  light 
in  the  house  was  extinguished,  and  it  might 
have  been  thought  that  all  its  inmates 
slept. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

UNLIMITED    CREDIT. 

About  two  o'clock  the  following  day  a 
caleehe,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  magnificent 
English  horses,  stopped  at  the  door  of 
jMonte-Cristo,  and  a  person  dressed  in  a 
blue  coat,  with  buttons  of  a  similar  color, 
a  white  waistcoat,  over  which  was  dis- 
played a  massive  gold  chain,  brown 
trousers,  and  a  quantity  of  black  liair 
descending  so  low  over  his  eyebrows  as  to 
leave  it  doubtful  whether  it  weix»  not  arti- 
ficial, so  little  did  its  jetty  glossiness  as- 
similate witli  the  deep  wrinkles  stamjiod 
on  his  features — a  pei*son,  in  a  word.  wlio,. 
although    evidently  })ast  fifty,  desired  to 
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be  taken  for  not  more  tlian  forty,  bent 
forward  from  the  carriage-cioor,  on  the 
panels  of  whicli  were  emblazoned  the 
armorial  beating's  of  a  baron,  and  di- 
rected his  groom  to  inquire  at  the  por- 
ter-'s  lodge  whether  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  resided  there,  and  if  he  were 
within.  While  waiting,  the  occupant  of 
the  carriage  surveyed  the  house,  the 
garden  so  far  as  he  could  distinguish  it, 
and  the  liverj'  of  the  servants  who  passed 
to  and  fro,  with  an  attention  so  close  as 
to  be  somewhat  impertinent.  The  glance 
of  this  individual  was  keen,  but  evincing 
i-ather  cunning  than  intelligence  ;  his  lips 
were  straight,  and  so  thin  that,  as  the^"- 
closed,  they  were  compressed  within  the 
mouth ;  his  cheek-bones  w-ere  broad  and 
projecting,  a  never-failing  proof  of  au- 
dacity and  craftiness;  while  the  flatness 
of  his  forehead,'  and  the  enlargement  of 
the  back  of  his  skull,  which  rose  much 
higher  than  his  large  and  vulgarly-shaped 
ears,  combined  to  form  a  physiognomy 
anything  but  prepossessing,  save  in  the 
eyes  of  such  as  considered  that  the  owner 
of  so  splendid  an  equipage  must  needs 
be  all  that  was  admirable  and  enviable, 
more  especially  when  they  gazed  on  the 
enormous  diamond  that  glittered  in  his 
shirt,  and  the  red  ribbon  that  depended 
from  his  button-hole. 

The  groom,  in  obedience  to  his  orders, 
tapped  at  the  window  of  the  porter's 
lodge,  saying,  "  Pi'ay,  does  not  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo  live  here  ?  " — "  His  excel- 
lency does  reside  here,"  replied  tlie  con- 
ciiM-ge  ;  "  but — "  added  he,  glancing  an 
inquiring  look  at  Ali,  Ali  leturned  a 
sign  in  the  negative,  *'  But  what  ?  " 
asked  the  groom, 

"His  excellency  does  not  receive  visi- 
tors to-day," — "Then  take  my  master's 
card.  You'll  sec  who  master  is — M.  le 
Baron  Danglars  !  Be  sure  to  give  the 
card  to  the  count,  and  say  that,  although 
in  haste  to  attend  the  Cliamber,  my  mas- 
ter came  out  of  his  way  to  have  the  lionor 
of  calling  upon  iiini." 

"  I  nev<>r  speak  to  his  excellency,"  re- 
plied the  concierge  ;  "  tlie  valet,-de-cham- 
bre  will  carry  your  message."  The  groom 
returned  to  the  carriage.    "  Well  ?  "  asked 


Danglars.  The  man,  somewhat  crest- 
fallen by  the  rebuke  he  had  received, 
detailed  to  his  master  all  that  had  passed 
between  himself  and  the  concierge. 
"Bless  me!"  murmured  M,  le  Baron 
Danglars,  "  this  must  surely  be  a  prince 
instead  of  a  count  by  their  styling  him 
'  excellency,'  and  only  venturing  to  ad- 
di-ess  him  by  the  medium  of  his  valet-de- 
chambre.  However,  it  does  not  signify; 
he  has  a  letter  of  credit  on  me,  so  I  must 
see  him  when  he  requires  liis  money." 

Then,  throwing  himself  back  in  his  car- 
riage, Danglars  called  out  to  his  coach- 
man, in  a  voice  that  might  be  heard 
across  the  road,  "To  the  Chambre  des 
Deputes;" 

Api)rised  in  time  of  the  visit  paid  him, 
Monte-Cristo  had,  from  behind  the  blinds 
of  his  pavilion,  as  minutely  observed  the 
baron  by  means  of  an  excellent  lorgnette 
as  Danglars  himself  had  scrutinized  the 
house,  garden,  and  servants.  "That  fel- 
low has  a  decidedly  bad  countenance," 
said  the  count,  in  a  tone  of  disgust,  as 
he  shut  up  his  glass  into  its  ivory  case. 
"  How  comes  it  that  all  do  not  retreat 
in  aversion  at  sight  of  that  flat,  reced- 
ing, serpent-like  forehead,  round,  vulture- 
shaped  head,  and  sharp-hooked  nose,  like 
the  beak  of  a  buzzard  ?  Ali  !  "  cried  he, 
striking  at  the  same  time  on  the  brazen 
gong.  Ali  appeared.  "  Summon  Beituc- 
cio  !  "  said  the  count.  Almost  immediately 
Bertuccio  entered  the  apartment,  '•  Did 
3'our  excellency  desire  to  see  me  ? "  in- 
quired he. — "I  did,"  replied  the  count. 
"You  no  doubt  observed  the  horses  stand- 
ing a  few  minutes  since  at  the  dooi'?  " — 
"  Certainly,  your  excellency  :  I  noticed 
them  for  their  remarkable  beauty." 

"Then  how  comes  it,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  with  a  frown,  "that,  when  I  de- 
sired you  to  purchase  for  me  the  finest 
pair  of  horses  to  be  found  in  Paiis,  you 
|)ei-mitted  so  splendid  a  coui)l(?  as  those  I 
allude  to  to  be  in  the  possession  of  any  one 
but  myself  ?  "  At  the  look  of  displeasure, 
added  to  the  angry  tone  in  wliich  the 
count  spoke,  Ali  turned  j)ale  and  held 
down  his  head.  "  It  is  not  your  faidt,  my 
good  Ali,"  said  the  count  in  the  Ai-abic 
language,  and  in  a  tone  of  sucli  gentleness 
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as  none  would  have  given  him  credit  for 
being-  capable  of  feeling—"  it  is  not  your 
fault.  You  do  not  profess  to  understand 
the  choice  of  English  horses."  The  coun- 
tenance of  poor  Ali  recovered  its  serenit3\ 
— '•  Permit  me  to  assure  3'our  excellenc.y," 
said  Bertuccio,  "that  the  horses  you  speak 
of  were  not  to  be  sold  when  1  purchased 
yours."  Monte-Cristo  shrugged  up  his 
shoulders.  "  It  seems,  M.  I'lntendant," 
said  he,  ''that  you  have  yet  to  learn  that 
all  things  are  to  be  sold  to  such  as  care  to 
pay  the  price." 

'*  M.  le  Comte  is  not,  perhaps,  aware 
that  M.  Danglars  gave  16,000  francs  for 
liis  horses?  "—'' Very  well!  then  offer 
him  double  that  sum :  a  banker  never 
loses  an  opportunity  of  doubling  his  capi- 
tal." 

"  Isj-our  excellency  reall}^  in  earnest  ?  " 
inquired  the  steward.  Monte-Cristo  re- 
garded the  person  who  durst  presume  to 
doubt  his  words  with  the  look  of  one 
equally' surprised  and  displeased. — "I  have 
to  pay  a  visit  this  evening,"  replied  he. 
**  I  desire  that  these  horses,  with  com- 
pletely new  harness,  may  be  at  the  door 
with  in3^  carriage,  "—Bertuccio  bowed, and 
was  about  to  retire  ;  but  when  he  reached 
the  door,  he  paused,  and  then  said,  ''At 
what  o'clock  does  your  excellency  wish  the 
carriage  and  horses  ready?" — "  At  five 
o'clock,"  replied  the  count. 

"  1  beg  your  excellency's  pardon,"  inter- 
posed the  steward,  in  a  deprecating  man- 
ner, "  for  venturing  to  observe  that  it  is 
already  two  o'clock." 

"  I  am  perfectly  aware  of  that  fact." 
answered  Monte-Ci-isto  calmly.  Then, 
turning  toward  Ah,  he  said,  "Let  all  the 
horses  in  my  stables  be  led  before  the  win- 
dows of  your  young  lady,  that  she  may 
select  those  she  prefers  for  her  carriage. 
Request  her  also  to  oblige  me  by  saying 
wliether  it  is  her  pleasure  to  dine  with  me; 
if  so,  let  dinner  be  served  in  her  apart- 
ments. Now  leave  me.  and  desire  my  va- 
let-de-chambre  to  come  hither."  Scarcely 
had  Ali  disappeared  when  the  valet  eii- 
tered  the  chamber.  "  M.  Baptistin,"  said 
the  count,  "  you  have  been  in  my  service 
one  year,  the  time  I  generally  give  myself 
to  judge  of  the  merits.or  demerits  of  lliose 


about  me.  You  suit  me  very  well."  Bap- 
tistin bowed  low.  "  It  only  remains  for 
me  to  know  whether  I  also  suit  you  ?  " — 
"Oh,  M.  le  Comte  !  "  exclaimed  Baptistin 
eagerh'. 

"  Listen,  if  you  please,  till  I  have  fin- 
ished speaking,"  replied  Monte-Cristo. 
"You  receive  1,500  francs  per  annum  for 
your  services  here — more  than  many  a 
br'ave  subaltern,  who  continually  risks  his 
life  for  his  countr}^  obtains.  You  live 
in  a  manner  far  superior  to  many  clerks 
anct  placemen  who  work  ten  times  harder 
than  you  do  for  their  money,  and  cer- 
tainl3'  are  quite  as  faithful  in  the  discharge 
of  their  duties  as  3'ou  ma^^  be.  Then, 
though  yourself  a  servant,  you  have  other 
servants  to  wait  upon  j'ou,  take  care  of 
3'our  clothes,  and  see  that  your  linen 
is  dul}'  prepared  for  you.  Again,  you 
make  a  profit  upon  each  article  you  pur- 
chase for  m}'-  toilet,  amounting  in  the 
course  of  a  3'ear  to  a  sum  equaling  your 
wages." 

"  Na}^,  indeed,  3'our  excellencx'." 
"Do  not  interrupt  me,  M.  Baptistin, 
I  am  not  entering  into  these  parliculai-s 
with  a  view  to  complain  or  reproach  3-ou ; 
on  the  contrary,  I  see  nothing  unfair  or 
unreasonable  in  all  I  have  enumeratetl  : 
but  let  your  notions  of  gain  end  wiih  the 
advantages  30U  have  hitherto  possessed. 
You  know,  as  well  as  m3-self,  that  were 
I  to  dismiss  3'ou  it  would  be  long  indeed 
ere  3^ou  would  find  so  lucrative  a  post  as 
that  3'ou  have  now  the  good  fortune  to  fill. 
I  n-either  ill-use  nor  ill-treat  niN'  servants 
bv  word  or  action.  An  (>rror  I  readily 
forgive,  but  a  willful  negligence  or  forget- 
fulness  of  inv  orders  I  never  look  over, 
and  foi"  that  puj'pose  I  alwa\s  endeavor, 
when  issuing  commands,  to  make  them 
as  short  as  the3'  are  clear  and  precise  : 
and  I  would  rather  be  obliged  to  repeat 
u^y  words  twice,  or  even  three  times,  than 
they  should  be  misunderstood.  I  am  rich 
enough  to  become  acquainted  with  what- 
ever I  desire  to  know,  and  I  can  promise 
von  I  am  not  wauling  in  curiosit.v.  If. 
then,  I  should  learn  that  yon  had  taken 
upon  \ourself  to  speak  of  me  to  an.v  one 
favorabl3'  or  unfavorably,  to  comment 
on  mv  actions,  or  watch  mv  conduct,  that 
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very  instant  j^ou  would  quit  my  service. 
You  may  now  retire.  I  never  caution  m3'^ 
servants  a  second  time — remember  that. 
You  have  been  duly  admonished,  and  if 
the  warnino"  is  given  in  vain  you  will  have 
nobod3'^  to  blame  but  3'ourself."  Again 
Baptistin  bowed  reverentially,  and  was 
proceeding-  toward  the  door  Avhen  the 
count  made  liim  stay.  "  I  forgot  to  men- 
tion to  you,"  said  he,  "I  \^y  yearly'  aside 
a  certain  sum  for  each  servant  in  m^^ 
establishment;  those  whom  I  am  com- 
pelled to  dismiss  lose  (as  a  matter  of 
course)  all  participation  in  this  money, 
while  their  portion  goes  to  the  fund  ac- 
cumulating for  those  domestics  who  re- 
main with  me,  and  among  whom  it  will 
be  divided  at  my  death.  You  have  been 
in  my  service  a  j'ear,  your  fortune  has 
commenced — do  not  prevent  its  full  ac- 
complishment b}"  3^our  own  folly." 

This  address,  delivered  in  the  presence 
of  Ali,  who,  not  understanding  one  word 
of  the  language  in  which  it  was  spoken, 
stood  wholly  unmoved,  produced  an  effect 
on  M.  Baptistin  onl^^  to  be  conceived  b^' 
such  as  have  occasion  to  study  the  char- 
acter and  disposition  of  French  domestics. 
"  I  assure  your  excellency,"  said  he,  "  at 
least  it  shall  be  my  study  to  merit  ,your 
approbation  in  all  things,  and  I  will  take 
M.  Ali  as  my  model." — "Pray  do  no  such 
thing,"  replied  the  count,  in  the  most 
frigid  tone  ;  "  Ali  has  many  faults  mixed 
with  most  excellent  qualities  :  he  cannot 
possilily  serve  you  as  a  pattern  for  3'our 
conduct,  not  being,  as  you  are,  a  paid  ser- 
vant, but  a  mere  slave— a  dog  !  who, 
should  ho  fail  in  his  duty  toward  me,  I 
should  not  discharge  from  m3'  service,  but 
kill  I  "  Baptistin  opened  liis  eyes  with 
strong  and  unfeigned  astonishment. 

"You  seem  incredulou.s,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  who  repeated  to  Ali  in  tli<^  Aral)ic 
language  what  he  liad  just  been  saying 
to  Baptistin  in  French.  The  Nubian 
smiled  asscntingly  to  his  master's  words, 
th(Ui,  kneeling  on  one  knee,  respectfully 
kissed  the  hand  of  the  count.  This  corrob- 
oration of  the  lesson  he  hatl  just  received 
put  the  finishing  stroke  to  the  wonder 
and  stupefaction  of  M.  Baptistin.  The 
count  then  motioned  the  valet-de-chambre 


to  retire,  and  to  Ali  to  follow  himself  into 
his  study,  where  they  conversed  long  and 
earnestly  together.  As  the  hand  of  the 
pendule  pointed  to  five  o'clock,  the  count 
struck  thrice  upon  his  gong.  When  Ali 
was  wanted  one  stroke  was  given,  two 
summoned  Baptistin,  and  three  Bertuc- 
cio.     The  steward  entered. 

"My  horses  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  The}'^  are  at  the  door  harnessed  to  the 
carriage,  as  your  excellency'  desired. 
Does  M.  le  Comte  wish  me  to  accompany 
him?" — "No,  the  coaciiman,  Ali,  and 
Baptistin  will  be  sufficient  without  you." 

The  count  descended  to  the  door  of  his 
mansion,  and  beheld  his  carriage  drawn 
by  the  very  pair  of  horses  he  had  so 
much  admired  in  the  morning  as  the 
propert3'^  of  Danglars.  As  he  passed 
them  he  said  :  "  They  are  extremely 
handsome  certainly,  and  you  have  done 
well  to  purchase  them,  although  you  were 
somewhat  remiss  not  to  have  procured 
them  sooner." — "  Indeed,  your  excellen- 
cy, I  had  very  considerable  difficulty  in 
obtaining  them,  and,  as  it  is,  thej''  have 
cost  an  enormous  price." 

"  Does  the  sum  you  gave  for  them 
make  the  animals  less  beautiful  ?  "  in- 
quired the  count,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
ders.— "Nay,  if  your  excellency'  is  satis- 
fied, all  is  as  I  could  wish  it.  Whither 
does  M.  le  Comte  desire  to  be  driven  ?  " 

"To  the  residence  of  M.  le  Baron  Dan- 
glars, Rue  de  la  Chaussee  d'Antin."  This 
conversation  had  passed  as  they  stood 
upon  the  terrace,  from  which  a  flight  of 
stone  steps  led  to  the  carriage-drive.  As 
Bertuccio,  with  a  respectCul  bow.  was 
moving  away,  the  count  called  him  back. 

"I  have  another  commission  for  you, 
M.  Bci'tuccio,"  said  he;  "I  am  desirous 
of  having  an  estate  b^'  the  seaside  in 
Normandy — for  instance,  between  Havre 
and  Boulogui'.  You  see  I  give  you  a 
wide  I'ange.  It  will  be  absolutely  neces- 
sary' t  hat  the  place  you  may  select  have 
a  small  luirbor,  creek  or  bay,  into  which 
my  vessel  can  enter  and  remain  at  an- 
chor. She  merely  diaws  fifteen  feet 
water.  SIk;  must  be  kept  in  constant 
readiness  to  sail  immediately  I  think 
propel'  1(»  irive  th<*  signal,    ^fake  the  recjui- 
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site  inquiries  for  a  place  of  this  descrip- 
tion, and  when  you  have  met  with  an 
ehgible  spot,  visit  it,  and  if  it  possess 
the  advantas:es  desired,  purchase  it  at 
once  in  j'our  own  name.  The  corvette 
must  now,  I  think,  be  on  her  way  to  Fe- 
camp, must  she  not  ?  " 

"■  Certainly,  your  excellency  ;  I  saw  her 
put  to  sea  the  same  evening-  we  quitted 
Marseilles."—"  And  the  yacht  ?  " 

"  Was  ordered  to  remain  at  Marti- 
iTues." — "  'Tis  well  !  I  wish  3'ou  to  write 
from  time  to  time  to  the  captains  in 
charg-e  of  the  two  vessels  so  as  to  keep 
them  on  the  alert." — "And  the  steam- 
boat ?  Has  your  excellency  any  orders  to 
g-ive  respecting-  her  ?  " — "  She  is  at  Cha- 
lons, is  she  not  ?" — "  She  is,  my  lord." 

"  The  directions  I  g-ave  you  for  the 
other  two  vessels  may  suffice  for  the 
steamboat  also."  —  ''  I  understand,  m3' 
lord,  and  will  punctuall}"  fulfill  .your  com- 
mands."—  "When  3^ou  have  purchased 
the  estate  I  desire,  I  mean  to  establish 
constant  relays  of  horses  at  ten  leagues' 
distance  one  from  the  other  along-  the 
northern  and  southern  road." — "Your 
excellency  may  fulh' depend  upon  my  zeal 
and  fidehty  in  all  things." 

The  count  g-ave  an  approving  smile,  de- 
scended the  terrace  steps,  and  sprang- into 
his  carriage,  which,  drawn  by  the  beauti- 
ful animals  so  expensively  purchased,  was 
whirled  along"  with  incredible  swiftness, 
and  stopped  only  before  the  hotel  of  the 
banker.  Danglars  was  eng-ag-ed  at  that 
moment,  presiding  over  a  railroad  com- 
mittee. But  the  meeting-  was  nearly  con- 
cluded when  the  name  of  his  visitor  was 
announced.  As  the  count's  title  sounded 
on  his  ear  he  rose,  and  addressing-  his  col- 
It'agnes,  manj'  of  whom  were  members  of 
fit  her  chamber,  he  said  :  '•  Gentlemen,  I 
umst  pray  you  to  excuse  my  quitting-  you 
thus;  but  a  most  ridiculous  circumstance 
lias  occurred,  which  is  this— Thomson  & 
French,  the  bankers  at  Rome,  liave  sent 
10  me  a  certain  individual  calling  himself 
the  Count  of  ]\Ionte-Cristo,  who  is  desirous 
of  opening  an  account  with  me  to  any 
amount  he  pleases.  I  confess  this  is  the 
drollest  thing  I  have  ever  met  with  in  the 
course  of  my  extensive  foreign  transac- 
10 


tions,  and  you  may  readily''  suppose  it  has 
g-reatly  roused  vay  curiosity- ;   indeed,  so 
much  did  I  long-  to  see  the  bearer  of  so 
unprecedented  an  order  for  an  unlimited 
credit,  that  I  took  the  trouble  this  morn- 
ing to  call  on  the  pretended  count,  for  his 
title  is  a  mere  fiction — of  that  I  am  per- 
suaded.    We  all  know  counts  nowadays 
are   not   famous   for   their  riches.      But, 
would  you  believe,  upon  arriving-  at  the 
residence  of  the  soi-disant  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo,  I  was  very  coolly  informed,  '  He 
did  not  receive  visitors  that  daj' ! '     Upon 
my  word,  such  airs  are  ridiculous,  and  be- 
fitting- onl\'  some  great  millionaire  or  a 
capricious  beauty.     I  made  inquiries,  and 
found  that  the  house  where  the  said  count 
resides  in  the  Champs  Elysees  is  his  own 
property,  and  certainly  it  was  very  de- 
cently kept  up  and  arranged,  as  far  as  I 
could  judge  from  the  gardens  and  exterior 
of  the  hotel.     But,"  pursued   Danglars, 
with  one  of  his  sinister  smiles,  "  an  order 
for  unlimited  credit  calls  for  something- 
like  caution  on  the  part  of  the  banker  to 
whom  that  order  is  given.     These  facts 
stated,   I  will   freely  confess  I  am   very 
anxious  to  see  the  individual  just  now  an- 
nounced.    I  suspect  a  hoax  is  intended, 
but  the  good  folks  who  thought  fit  to  play 
it  off  on  me  knew  but  little  whom  they 
had  to  deal  with.     Well  !  Avell !  we  shall 
see.     '  They  laugh  best  who  laugh  last ! '  " 
Having  delivered  himself  of  this  pom- 
pous  address,  uttered   with  a  degree  of 
energj'-  that  left  the  baron  almost  out  of 
breath,  he  bowed  to  the  assembled  party 
and  withdrew  to  his  drawing-room,  whose 
sumptuous  fittings-up  of  white  and  gold 
had  caused  a  great  and  ad  miring  sensation 
in  the  Chaussee  d'Antin.     It  was  to  this 
apartment  he  had  desired  his  guest  to  be 
shown,    fully   reckotiing  upon   the    over- 
whelming effect  so  dazzling  a  coup  d^cfil 
would  produce.    He  found  the  count  stand- 
ing before  some  copies  of  Albano  and  Fat- 
tore  that  had  been  passed  off  to  the  banker 
as   originals;    but   which,   copies  of    the 
paintings  of  those  great  mastei's  as  they 
were,  seemed  to  feel  their  degradation  in 
being  brought  into  juxtaposition  with  the 
gaudy  gilding  that  covered  the  ceiling. 
The  count  turned  round  as  he  heard  the 
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entrance  of  Danglars  into  the  room.  With 
a  sligrht  inclination  of  the  head,  Danglars 
signed  to  the  count  to  be  seated,  pointing- 
significantly  to  a  g-ilded  arm-chair,  covered 
with  white  satin  embroidered  with  gold. 
The  count  obe3'ed.  "  I  have  the  honor,  I 
presume,  of  addressing  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo." 

The  count  bowed.  "  And  I  of  speaking 
to  Baron  Danglars,  Chevalier  de  la  Legion 
d'Honneur,  and  Member  of  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies?  " 

With  an  air  of  extreme  gravity,  Monte- 
Cristo  slowly  enumerated  the  various 
titles  engraved  on  the  card  left  at  his 
hotel  b\'  the  baron. 

Danglars  felt  all  the  irony  contained  in 
the  address  of  his  visitor.  For  a  minute 
or  two  he  compressed  his  lips  as  though 
seeking  to  conquer  his  rage  ere  he  trusted 
himself  to  speak.  Then,  turning  to  his 
visitor,  he  said — "  You  will,  I  trust,  ex- 
cuse m.y  not  having  called  you  by  your 
title  when  I  first  addressed  you,  but  you 
are  aware  we  are  Uving  under  a  popular 
form  of  government,  and  that  I  am  my- 
self a  representative  of  the  liberties  of  the 
people," — "So  much  so,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  that  while  preserving  the  habit 
of  styling  3'ourself  baron,  you  have  deemed 
it  advisable  to  lay  aside  that  of  calling 
others  by  their  titles." 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  Danglars,  with 
affected  carelessness,  "  I  attach  no  sort  of 
value  to  such  empty  distinctions;  but  the 
fact  is,  I  was  made  baron,  and  also  Chev- 
alier de  la  Legion  d'Honneur  in  conse- 
quence of  some  services  I  had  rendered 
government,  but — " 

''You  have  abdicated  your  titles  after 
the  example  set  you  by  Messrs.  de  Mont- 
morency and  Lafayette?  Well,  you  can- 
not possibly  choose  more  noble,  moilels  for 
your  conduct." 

''Why,"  replied  Dan-hns,  "I  do  not 
mean  to  say  I  have  altogetlicr  laid  aside 
my  titles ;  with  the  servants,  for  instance 
— there  I  think  it  right  to  pres(>rve  my 
rank  with  all  its  outward  forms." — "  I 
vsec,  :  by  your  domestics  you  are  *  my 
lord,'  '  M.  le  Baron  !  '  the  journalists  of 
the  day  stylo  you  'monsieur  !'  while  your 
constituents  term  vou  'citizen.'"     Again 


Danglars  bit  his  lips  with  baffled  spite ;  he 
saw  well  enough  that  he  was  no  match  for 
Monte-Cristo  in  an  argument  of  this  sort, 
and  he  therefore  hastened  to  turn  to  sub- 
jects more  familiar  to  him,  and  calculated 
on  having  all  the  advantages  on  his  side. 

"Permit  me  to  inform  you,  M.  le 
Comte,"  said  he,  bowing,  "that  I  have 
received  a  letter  of  advice  from  Thomson 
&  French,  of  Rome." 

"  1  am  glad  to  hear  it,  M.  le  Baron,  for 
I  must  claim  the  privilege  of  so  addressing 
you  as  well  as  your  servants;  I  have  ac- 
quired the  bad  habit  of  calling  jDersons  by 
their  style  and  title  from  living  in  a  coun- 
try where  barons  are  still  met  with,  sim- 
ply'" because  persons  are  never  suddenly 
elevated  to  a  rank  which  is  possessed  onl^' 
in  right  of  ancestry.  But  as  regards  the 
letter  of  advice,  I  am  charmed  to  find  it 
has  reached  you  ;  that  will  spare  me  the 
ti'oublesome  and  disagreeable  task  of 
coming  to  you  for  monej'  m^'self.  You 
have  received  a  regular  letter  of  advice, 
therefore  my  checks  will  be  duly  hon- 
ored, and  Ave  shall  neither  of  us  have  to 
go  out  of  our  wa3'  in  the  transaction." 

''There  is  one  slight  diflicultj^"  said 
Danglars,  "and  that  consists  in  ray  not 
precisely  comprehending  the  letter  it- 
self,"—"  Indeed  ?  " 

"  And  for  that  reason  I  did  m^'self  the 
honor  of  calling  upon  you,  in  order  to  beg 
3'ou  would  explain  some  part  of  it  to  me." 
— "  Wit  h  much  pleasure  !  Pray,  now  1 
am  here,  let  me  know  what  it  was  that 
baffled  j'our  powers  of  comprehension  !" 

"Why,"  said  Danglars,  "in  the  letter 
— I  believe  I  have  it  about  me" — here  he 
felt  in  his  breast-pocket — "3'es,  here  it  is  I 
Well,  this  letter  gives  M.  le  Comte  de 
Monte-Cristo  unlimited  credit  on  our 
house." — "  And  what  is  there  that  re- 
tjuiics  explaining  in  that,  simple  fact, 
may   1  ask.   M.    le   Baron  ?" 

"  ]\Ierel3'  the  term  unliniited — nothing 
else,  certainly." — "  Is  not  that  word 
known  in  France?  Perhaps,  indeed,  it 
dot's  not  belong  to  the  language,  for  the 
peisitns  from  whom  you  received  your  let- 
ter of  advice  are  a  species  of  Anglo-Ger- 
mans, and  very  probably  do  not  write 
vei'v  choice  oi-  accurate  French." 
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"  Oh,  as  for  the  composition  of  the  let- 
ter there  is  not  the  smallest  error  in  it  ; 
but  as  regards  the  competency  of  the 
document,  I  certainly  have  doubts.' — 
"  Is  it  possible  ?"  asked  the  count,  assum- 
ing- an  air  and  tone  of  the  utmost  sim- 
phcity  and  candor.  "  Is  it  possible  that 
Thomson  &  French  are  not  looked  upon 
as  safe  and  solvent  bankers  ?  Pray,  tell 
me  what  you  think,  M.  le  Baron,  for  I 
feel  uneasy,  I  can  assure  you,  having- 
some  considerable  property  in  their 
hands." 

"Thomson  &  French  are  bankers  of 
the  highest  repute,"'  replied  Danglars, 
with  an  almost  mocking  smile  ;  "  and  it 
was  not  of  their  solvency  or  capability  I 
spoke,  but  of  the  word  unlimited,  which, 
in  financial  affairs,  is  so  extremely  vague 
a  term — that — that — " 

"  In  fact,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  ''that  its 
sense  is  also  without  limitation." 

.''Precisely  what  I  was  about  to  say,'' 
cried  Danglars.  "  Now  what  is  vague 
is  doubtful ;  and,  says  the  wise  man,- 
'  where  there  is  doubt  there  is  danger  !'  " 

"Meaning  to  say,"  rejoined  ^Monte- 
Cristo,  "  that,  however  Tliomson  & 
French  may  be  inclined  to  commit  acts 
of  imprudence  and  folly,  M.  le  Baron 
Danglars  is  not  disposed  to  follow  their 
example." — "  How  so,  M.  le  Comte  ?  " 

"Simply  thus:  the  banking-house  of 
Thomson  &  Co.  set  no  bounds  to  their 
engagements,  while  that  of  M.  Danglars 
has  its  limits  ;  truly  he  is  wise  as  the  sage 
whose  prudent  apophthegm  he  quoted  but 
just  now." 

"  Monsieur  !  "  replied  the  banker,  draw- 
ing himself  up  with  a  haughty  air,  "  the 
amount  of  my  capital,  or  the  extent  and 
solvency  of  my  engagements,  has  never 
3'et  been  questioned." 

"  It  seems,  then,  reserved  for  me,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  coldly.  "  to  be  the  first  to 
do  so."—"  By  what  right,  sir?  " 

"  By  right  of  the  objections  you  have 
raisi^d,  and  the  oxplnn:ilions  you  havo  de- 
manded, which  certainly  imply  considiM'- 
ablo  distrust  on  your  part,  either  of  your- 
self or  mo — the  former  most  probably." 
Agnin  did  Danirlars,  by  a  foiriblo  (MVort, 
restrain  himself  fron\  betravinq-  llio  vin- 


dictive passions  which  possessed  his  mind 
at  this  second  defeat  by  an  adversary  who 
calml}'  fought  him  with  his  own  weapons  : 
his  forced  politeness  sat  awkwardly  upon 
him,  while  his  splenetic  rage,  although 
essaying  to  veil  itself  under  a  playful, 
jesting  manner,  approached  at  times  al- 
most to  impertinence.  Monte-Cristo,  on 
the  contrary,  preserved  a  graceful  suavity 
of  demeanor,  aided  by  a  certain  degree  of 
simplicity  he  could  assume  at  pleasure, 
and  thus,  calm  and  wholly  at  his  ease, 
possessed  an  infinite  advantage  over  his 
irascible  companion. 

"  Well,  sir,"  resumed  Danglars,  after 
a  brief  silence,  "  I  will  endeavor  to  make 
myself  understood,  by  requesting  you 
to  inform  me  for  what  sum  you  propose 
to  draw  upon  me?"— "Why,  truly," 
replied  Monte-Cristo,  determined  not  to 
lose  an  inch  of  the  ground  he  had  gained, 
"  my  reason  for  desiring  an  '  unlimited  ' 
credit  was  precisely'  because  I  did  not 
know  what  money  I  might  expend." 

The  banker  now  thought  it  his  turn  lo' 
show  olT,  and  make  a  display  of  wealth 
and  consequence.  Flinging  himself  back 
therefore  in  his  armchair,  he  said,  with 
an  arrogant  and  purse-proud  air — "  Let 
me  beg  of  you  not  to  hesitate  in  naming" 
your  wishes  :  you  will  then  be  convinced 
that  the  resources  of  the  house  of  Dan- 
glars, however  limited,  are  still  equal  to 
meeting  the  largest  demands  :  and  were 
you  even  to  require  a  million — " 

"  I  beg  3^our  pardon,"  interposed  Monte- 
Cristo. 

"  I  observed,"  replied  Danglars,  witli 
a  patronizing  and  pojiipous  air,  "that 
should  you  be  hard  pressed,  the  concern, 
of  which  I  am  the  head,  would  not  scruple 
to  accommodate  you  to  the  amount  of  a 
million." 

"  A  million  !  "  retorted  the  count  :  "  and 
what  use  cnn  you  possibly  suppose  so  piti- 
ful a  sum  would  be  to  me  ?  My  dear  sii'. 
if  a  trifle  like  that  could  suflRce  nio.  I 
should  never  hnve  given  myself  the 
trouble  of  opening  an  account  for  so  con- 
t»Miiptible  an  amount.  A  million  !  Excuse 
mv  smilling  when  you  speak  of  a  sn.m  I 
am  in  tln>  hnbit  of  carryiuir  in  my  pocket- 
book  or  dressing-case."     And  with  these 
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words  Monte-Cristo  took  from  his  pocket 
a  small  case  containing-  his  visiting-cards, 
and  drew  forth  two  orders  on  the  treas- 
ury for  500,000  francs  each,  pa3'able  at 
sight  to  the  bearer.  A  man  like  Dan- 
glars  was  wholl3^  inaccessible  to  any  g-en- 
tler  method  of  correction  ;  his  upstart  ar- 
rogance, his  ostentatious  vulgarity)',  were 
only  assailable  by  blows  dealt  with  the 
force  and  vig-or  of  the  present  coup ;  its 
effect  on  the  banker  was  perfectly  stun- 
ning ;  and  as  though  scarcely'  venturing- 
to  cieUit  his  senses,  he  continued  g-azing 
from  the  paper  to  the  count  with  a  con- 
fused and  niN-stified  air. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"  confess  honestly  that  you  have  not  per- 
fect confidence  in  the  responsibility^  of  the 
house  of  Thomson  &French — there  is  noth- 
ing \Qry  strange  in  your  exercising  what 
seems  to  you  a  necessar\'^  caution  ;  how- 
ever, foreseeing  that  such  might  be  the 
case,  I  determined,  spite  of  my  ignorance 
ni  such  matters,  to  be  provided  with  the 
means  of  banishing  all  scruples  from  30ur 
mind,  and  at  the  same  time  leaving  you 
quite  at  liberty  to  act  as  you  pleased  in 
the  affair.  See,  here  are  two  similar  let- 
ters to  that  you  have  yourself  received ; 
the  one  from  the  house  of  Arstein  &  Es- 
keles,  of  Vietma,  to  Bai-on  de  Rothschild  ; 
the  other  drawn  from  Baring,  of  London, 
to  M,  Laffitte.  Now,  sir,  you  have  but  to 
sa^--  the  word,  and  I  will  spare  you  all 
uneasiness  and  alarm  on  the  subject,  hy 
presenting  my  letter  of  credit  at  one  or 
other  of  the  establishments  I  have  named." 
The  blow  had  struck  home,  and  Daiiglars 
was  entirely  vanquished  ;  with  a  trembling 
hand  he  took  the  two  letters  from  Vienna 
and  London  from  the  count,  who  held 
them  carelessly '  between  his  finger  and 
thumb,  as  though  to  him  they  were  mere 
overy-day  matters,  to  which  he  attached 
but  very  little  interest.  Having  carefully 
perused  the  documents  in  question,  the 
hunker  proc(»eded  to  ascertain  the  genu- 
ineness of  the  signatures,  and  this  he  did 
with  a  scrutiny  so  severe  as  might  have 
appeared  insulting  to  the  count,  had  it  not 
suited  his  present  purpose  In  niisl(>ad  the 
banker  in  every  respect.  "Well,  sir," 
said   Danglars,  rising,  after   he    had  well 


convinced  himself  of  the  authenticity  of 
the  documents  he  held,  and  bowing,  as 
though  in  adoration  of  a  man,  the  thrice 
happy  possessor  of  as  many  orders  for 
unlimited  credit  on  the  three  principal 
banks  of  Paris,  "  3'ou  have  three  signatures 
worth  untold  wealth  ;  although  your  con- 
versation and  vouchers  put  an  end  to  all 
mistrust  in  the  affair,  you  must  pardon  me, 
M.  le  Comte,  for  confessing  the  most  ex- 
treme astonishment." 

"Nay,  naA',"  answered  Monte-Cristo, 
with  the  easiest  and  most  gentlemanly  air 
imaginable,  "  'tis  not  for  such  trifling  sums 
as  these  to  startle  or  astonish  the  bank- 
ing-house of  M.  le  Baron  Danglars.  Then, 
as  all  is  settled  as  to  forms  between  us,  I 
will  thank  you  to  send  a  supply  of  money 
to  me  to-morrow." 

"  By  all  means,  M.  le  Comte.  What 
sum  do  j'ou  want  ?  " 

"  Why,"  replied  Monte-Cristo,  "since 
we  mutually  understand  each  other — for 
such  I  presume  is  the  case  ?  "  Danglars 
bowed  assentingly.  "  You  are  quite  sure 
that  not  a  lurking  doubt  or  suspicion 
lingers,  in  your  mind  ?  " — "  Oh,  M.  le 
Comte  !  "  exclaimed  Danglars,  "  1  never 
for  an  instant  entertained  such  a  feeling 
toward  you." 

"  No,  no  !  3'ou  merely  wished  to  be  con- 
vinced you  ran  no  risk,  nothing  more  ; 
but  now  that  we  have  come  to  so  clear  an 
understanding,  and  that  all  distrust  and 
suspicion  are  laid  at  rest,  we  nun-  as  well 
fix  a  sum  as  the  probable  expenditure  of 
the  first  year : — ^^suppose  we  say  six  mil- 
lions to — " 

"  Six  millions  !"  gasped  out  Danglars — 
"certainly,  whatever  30U  please." 

"Then,  if  I  should  re(iuire  more,"  con- 
tinucvl  Monte-Cristo,  in  a  careless,  indif- 
ferent manner,  "  why,  of  course,  I  should 
draw  upon  you  :  but  my  present  intention 
is  not  to  reinai!)  in  France  more  tlian  a 
year,  and  during  that  period  I  scarce!}' 
think  I  shall  exceed  the  sum  I  mentioned. 
However,  we  shall  see." 

"  The  money  you  desire  shall  be  at  your 
house  by  ten  o'clock  to-morrow  morning, 
M.  le  Comte."  replied  Danglars.  "How 
would  you  like  to  have  it?  in  gold,  silver, 
or  notes  ?  "— "  Half  in  gold,  and  the  other 
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half  in  bank-notes,  if  you  please,"  said  the 
count,  rising  from  his  seat. 

"I  must  confess  to  you,  M.  le  Comte," 
said  Dang-lars,  *'  that  I  have  hitherto  im- 
a°-ined  myself  acquainted  with  tlie  degree 
of  fortune  possessed  by  all  the  rich  indi- 
viduals of  Europe,  and  still  wealth  such 
as  vours  has  been  wholly  unknown  to 
me.  May  I  presume  to  ask  whether  you 
have  long-  possessed  it?"— "It  has  been 
in  the  family  a  very  long-  while,"  re- 
turned Monte-Cristo,  "  a  sort  of  treasure 
expressly  forbidden  to  be  touched  for  a 
certain  period  of  years,  during  which  the 
accumulated  interest  has  doubled  the 
capital.  The  period  appointed  by  the  tes- 
tator for  the  disposal  of  these  riches  oc- 
curred onl3^  a  short  time  ago;  and  they 
have  only  been  employed  by  me  within 
the  last  few  j'^ears.  Your  ignorance  on 
the  subject,  therefore,  is  easily  accounted 
for.  However,  you  will  be  better  in- 
formed as  to  me  and  my  possessions  ere 
long."  And  the  count,  while  pronouncing 
these  latter  words,  accompanied  them- 
with  one  of  those  ghastly  smiles  that 
used  to  strike  terror  into  poor  Franz 
d'Epinay. 

"  With  3^our  tastes,  and  means  of 
gratifying  them,"  continued  Danglars, 
"you  will  exhibit  a  splendor  that  must 
effectually  put  us  poor  miserable  million- 
aires quite  in  the  background.  If  I  mis- 
take not,  you  are  an  admirer  of  paintings, 
at  least  I  judged  so  from  the  attention 
you  appeared  to  be  bestowing  on  mine 
when  I  entered  tlie  room.  If  you  will 
permit  me,  I  shall  be  happy  to  show  you 
my  picture  gallery,  composed  entirely  of 
works  by  the  ancient  masters — warranted 
as  such.  Not  a  modern  picture  among 
them.  I  cannot  endure  the  modern  school 
of  painting." — "  You  are  perfectly  right  in 
objecting  to  them,  for  this  one  great  fault 
—that  they  have  not  yet  had  time  to  be- 
come old." 

"  Or  will  you  allow  me  to  show  you 
seve!-al  fine  statues  by  Thorwnldsen, 
Bartoloni,  and  Canova— all  foreign  ar- 
tists ?  for,  as  you  may  perceive,  I  think 
but  very  indilforently  of  our  French  sculp- 
tors." 

"You   havo   a   right  to   bo    unjust   to 


your  own  countrymen,    if   such  is  your 
pleasure." 

"  But  perhaps  you  will  prefer  putting 
off  your  inspection  of  my  poor  pictures, 
etc.,  until  another  oppori  unity,  when  we 
shall  be  better  known  to  each  other.  For 
the  present,  I  will  confine  myself  (if  per- 
fectly agreeable  to  you)  to  introducing 
you  to  Madame  la  Baronne  Danglars — 
excuse  my  impatience,  M.  le  Comte,  but  a 
person  of  3'our  wealth  and  influence  can- 
not receive  too  much  attention."  Monte- 
Cristo  bowed,  in  sign  that  he  accepted  the 
proferred  honor,  and  the  financier  im- 
mediately rang  a  small  bell,  which  was 
answered  b}'  a  servant  in  a  showy  liver}'. 
"Is  Madame  la  Baronne  at  home?"  in- 
quired Danglars. — "Yes,  M.  le  Baron," 
answered  the  man. 

"And  alone?"  — "No,  M.  le  Baron, 
madame  has  visitors." 

"  Have  you  vlwx  objection  to  meet  any 
persons  who  may  be  with  madame,  or  do 
3^ou  desire  to  preserve  a  strict  incognito?" 

"No,  indeed,"  replied  Monte-Crislo, 
with  a  smile,  "  I  do  not  arrogate  to  \w\- 
self  the  right  of  so  doing." 

"  And  who  is  with  madame  ? — M.  De- 
bray  ?"  inquired  Danglars  with  an  air  of 
indulgence  and  good-nature  that  made 
Monte-Cristo  smile,  acquainted  as  he  was 
with  the  secrets  of  the  banker's  domestic 
hfe. 

"Yes,  M.  le  Baron,"  replied  the  ser- 
vant, "  M.  Debray  is  with  madame." 
Danglars  nodded  his  head  ;  then,  turning 
to  Monte-Cristo,  said,  "'  M.  Lucicn  Debi-ay 
is  an  old  friend  of  ours,  and  private  secre- 
tary to  the  Ministre  de  rinferienr.  As 
for  my  wife,  I  must  tell  you.  she  lowered 
herself  by  marrying  mo,  for  she  belongs 
to  one  of  the  most  ancient  families  in 
France.  Her  maiden  name  was  Do  Sor- 
vieres.  and  her  first  husband  was  M.  le 
Colonel  ]\rarquis  do  Nargonne." 

"  I  havo  not  the  honor  of  knowing  Mad- 
ame Danglars:  but  I  havo  already  met 
M.  Lueion  Dobray."— '*  Ah  !  indeed!'* 
said  Danglars:  "and  where  was  that  ?  " 
—"At  the  house  of  M.  do  :Morcerf."— 
"Oh  !  what  !  you  are  acquainted  with  the 
younjr  viscount,  are  you?" — "Wo  wore 
together  a  good  deal  during  the  Carnival 
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at  Rome." — "True,  true!"  cried  Dan- 
g-lars.  "Let  me  see:  have  I  not  heard 
talk  of  some  strang-e  adventui-e  with  ban- 
dits or  thieves  hid  in  ruins,  and  of  his  hav- 
ing- had  a  miraculous  escape  ?  I  forg-et 
how ;  but  I  know  he  used  to  amuse  my 
wife  and  daug-hter  hy  telling-  them  about 
it  after  his  return  from  Ital}'," 

"Madame  la  Baronne  is  waiting-  to  re- 
ceive 3'ou,  gentlemen,"  said  the  servant, 
who  had  gone  to  inquire  the  pleasure  of 
his  mistress.  "With  your  permission," 
said  Danglars,  bowing,  "I  will  precede 
you,  to  show  you  the  way." 

"  By  all  means,"  replied  Monte-Cristo  ; 
"  I  folloAv  you." 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

THE    DAPPLED    GRAYS. 

The  baron,  followed  by  the  count,  trav- 
ersed a  long  suite  of  apartments,  in  which 
the  prevailing  characteristics  were  heav\^ 
magnificence  and  the  gaudiness  of  osten- 
tatious wealth,  until  he  reached  the  bou- 
doir of  Madame  Danglars — a  small  octag- 
onal-shaped room,  hung  with  pink  satin, 
covered  wuth  white  Indian  muslin  ;  the 
chairs  were  of  ancient  workmanship  and 
materials ;  over  the  doors  were  painted 
sketches  of  shepherds  and  shepherdesses, 
after  the  style  and  manner  of  Boucher ; 
and  at  each  side  pretty  medallions  in 
crayons,  harmonizing  well  with  the  fit- 
tings-up  of  this  charming  apartment,  the 
only  one  throughout  the  vast  hotel  in 
which  any  distinctive  taste  prevailed. 
The  truth  was,  it  had  been  entirely  over- 
looked in  the  plan  arranged  and  followed 
out  by  M.  Danglars  and  his  architect, 
who  had  been  selected  to  aid  the  baron  in 
the  great  work  of  improvement  he  med- 
itated solely  because  he  was  the  most 
fashionable  and  celebrated  decorator  of 
the  day.  The  ornamental  part  of  the 
fittings-up  of  ■\T:ulamo  Danglars'  boudoir 
had  then  been  left  entirely  to  herself  and 
Lucien  Debray.  M.  Danglars,  however, 
while  possessing  a  great  arlmiration  for 
the  anti(|ne.  as  it  was  understood  during 
the  time  of  Die  Directory,  entertained  the 
most  sovereign  conlenipt  for  the  simple 
elegance  of  his  wife's  favorite  sitting- 
room,  wheVe,  by  the  way,  he  was  never 


permitted  to  intrude,  unless,  indeed,  he 
excused  his  own  appearance  b^'  ushering 
in  some  more  agreeable  visitor  than  him- 
self; and  even  then  he  had  rather  the  air 
and  manner  of  a  person  who  was  himself 
introduced,  than  as  being  the  presenter  of 
another,  his  reception  being-  either  cordial 
or  frigid,  in  proportion  as  the  individual 
wlio  accompanied  him  chanced  to  please 
or  displease  his  lady  wife. 

As  Danglars  now  entered  he  found  Mad- 
ame la  Baronne  (who,  although  past  the 
first  bloom  of  youth,  was  still  strikingly 
handsome)  seated  at  the  piano,  a  most 
elaborate  piece  of  cabinet  and  inlaid  work, 
while  Lucien  Debraj",  standing  before  a 
small  work-table,  was  turning  over  the 
pages  of  an  album.  Lucien  had  found 
time,  preparatory  to  the  count's  arrival, 
to  relate  many  particulars  respecting  him 
to  Madame  Danglars.  It  will  be  remem- 
bered that  Monte-Cristo  had  made  a  lively 
impression  on  the  minds  of  all  the  part}"- 
assembled  at  the  breakfast  given  hy  Al- 
bert de  Morcerf ;  and  although  Debray 
was  not  in  the  habit  of  yielding  to  such 
feelings,  he  had  never  been  able  to  shake 
off  the  powerful  influence  excited  in  his 
mind  b}'  the  impressive  look  and  manner 
of  the  count,  consequently  the  description 
given  by  Lucien  to  the  baroness  bore  the 
highly-colored  tinge  of  his  own  heated 
imagination.  Alreadj'  excited  by  the 
wonderful  stories  I'elated  of  the  count  by 
De  Morcerf,  it  is  no  wonder  that  Madame 
Danglars  eagerl}^  listened  to,  and  fully 
credited,  all  the  additional  circumstances 
detailed  by  Debray.  The  sound  of  ap- 
proaching footsteps  compelled  the  ani- 
mated pair  to  assume  an  appearance  of 
calm  indifference  and  worldly  ease  :  the 
lady  flew  to  lier  piano,  and  her  companion 
snatched  up  an  all)um  wliich  fortunately 
lay  near,  and  seemed  as  though  i-eally  in- 
terested in  its  contents.  A  most  gi'acious 
welcome  and  nmisnal  smile  were  bestowed 
on  M.  Danglai-s;  the  count,  in  return  for 
his  gentlemanly  bow,  received  a  formal 
tliongli  giaeeful  courtesy,  while  Lucien  ex- 
clinnged  with  the  count  a  sort  of  distant 
recognition,  and  with  Danglars  a  free  and 
easy  nod. 

"  Baroness,"  said  Danglars,  "give  me 
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leave  to  present  to  you  the  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo,  who  lias  been  most  warmlj- 
recommended  to  me  by  my  correspondents 
at  Rome.  1  need  but  mention  one  fact  to 
make  all  the  ladies  in  Paris  court  his 
notice,  and  that  is,  that  the  noble  individ- 
ual before  you  has  come  to  take  up  his 
abode  in  our  fine  capital  for  one  year, 
during-  which  brief  period  he  proposes 
to  spend  six  milUons  of  money — think  of 
that  !  It  sounds  very  much  like  an  an- 
nouncement of  halls,  fetes,  dinners,  and 
picnic  parties,  in  all  of  which  I  trust  M. 
le  Corate  will  remember  us,  as  he  va-Ay 
depend  upon  it  we  shall  him,  in  all 
the  entertainments  we  may  give,  be  the^^ 
g-reat  or  small."  Spite  of  the  g-ross  flat- 
tery and  coarseness  of  this  address,  Ma- 
dame Danglars  could  not  forbear  gazing- 
witli  considerable  interest  on  a  man  cap- 
able of  expending-  six  millions  in  twelve 
months,  and  who  had  selected  Paris  for 
the  scene   of  his   princel3^  extravag-ance. 

"  And  when  did  you  arrive  here  ?  "  in- 
quired she. 

"  Yesterday  morning,  madam  ?  " 

"Coming,  as  usual,  I  presume,  from 
the  extreme  end  of  the  globe  ?  Pardon 
me — at  least,  such  I  have  heard  is  your 
custom." 

"  Naj',  madam!  This  time  I  have 
merely  proceeded  from  Cadiz  hither." — 
*•'  You  have  selected  a  most  unfavorable 
moment  for  your  first  visit  to  our  city. 
Paris  is  a  horrible  place  in  summer  !  Balls, 
parties,  and  fetes  are  over;  the  Italian 
opera  is  in  London  ;  the  French  opera 
everywhere  except  in  Paris.  As  for  the 
Theatre  Francaise,  you  know,  of  course, 
that  it  is  nowhere.  The  only  amusements 
left  us  are  the  indifferent  races  held  in  the 
Champ  de  Mars  and  Satory.  Do  you  pro- 
pose entering  any  horses  at  either  of  these 
races,  M.  le  Comte  ?  " 

"  I  assure  you,  madam,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  ".my  present  intentions  are  to  do 
whatever  will  tend  to  rendei-  my  sojourn 
in  Paris  most  agreeable  to  myself  and 
others.  I  only  pray  I  may  find  some  kind, 
pitying  friend  who  will  commiserate  my 
lamentable  ignorance  of  such  matters,  and 
instruct  me  rightly  to  understand  the 
habits  and  eticinette  of  this  polished  city." 


"  Are  you  fond  of  horses.  Monsieur  le 
Comte  ?  " 

"I  have  passed  a  considerable  part  of 
my  life  in  the  East,  madam,  and  you  are 
doubtless  aware  that  the  inhabitants  of 
those  climes  value  only  two  things — the 
fine  breeding  of  their  horses  and  the  beauty 
of  their  females."— "  Nay,  M.  le  Comte," 
said  the  baroness,  "  it  would  have  been 
somewhat  more  gallant  to  have  placed 
the  ladies  before  the  animals." 

"  You  see,  madam,  how  rightly  I  spoke 
when  I  said  I  required  a  preceptor  to 
guide  me  in  all  my  sayings  and  doings 
here."  At  this  instant  the  favorite  at- 
tendant of  Madame  Danglars  entered  the 
boudoir;  approaching  her  mistress,  she 
spoke  some  w^ords  in  an  undertone. 
Madame  Dangbirs  turned  very  pale,  then 
exclaimed — "  I  cannot  believe  it;  the  thing 
is  impossible." 

"I  assure  you,  madam,"  replied  the 
woman,  "it  is  even  as  I  have  said." 
Turning  impatiently  toward  her  hus- 
band, Madame  Danglars  demanded,  "Is 
this  true  ?  " 

'•Is  what  true,  madam?"  inquired 
Danglars,  visibly  agitated. 

"  What  my  maid  tells  me." 

"'  But  what  does  she  tell  you  ?  " 

"  That  wiien  mj^  coachman  was  about 
to  pi-epare  my  carriage,  he  discovered 
that  the  horses  had  been  removed  from 
the  stables  without  his  knowledge.  I 
desire  to  know  what  is  the  meaning  of 
this?" 

"  Be  kind  enough,  madam,  to  listen  to 
me,"  said  Danglars. 

"Fear  not  my  listening — ay,  and  at- 
tentively, too  ;  for,  in  truth,  I  am  most 
curious  to  hear  what  explanation  you 
purpose  olTering  for  conduct  so  unpai'al- 
leled.  These  two  gentlemen  shall  ileoiile 
between  us  ;  but,  first,  I  will  state  the 
case  to  them.  Gentlemen,"  continued 
the  baroness.  "  among  the  ten  hoi*ses  in 
the  stal>le  of  ^I.  le  Baron  Danglai-s  aiv 
two  that  belong  exclusively  to  me — a 
pair  of  the  handsomest  and  most  spiriteti 
creatures  to  be  found  in  Paris.  But  to 
you,  at  least.  IM.  Debray,  I  need  not  give 
a  further  description,  because  to  3'ou  my 
beautiful  pair  of  dappled  grays  were  well 


296 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


known.  Well !  I  had  promised  Madame 
de  Villefort  the  loan  of  my  carriage  to 
drive  to-morrow  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne; 
but  when  my  coachman  goes  to  fetch  the 
grays  from  the  stables  they  are  gone — 
positively  gone.  No  doubt  M.  Danglars 
has  sacrificed  them  to  the  selfish  consid- 
eration of  gaining  some  thousands  of 
paltry  francs.  Oh,  how  I  hate  and  de- 
test that  monej'-graspitig  nature  !  Heav- 
en defend  me  from  all  the  race  of  merce- 
nary speculators  !  " 

"Madam,"  replied  Danglars,  "the 
horses  were  not  sufficiently  quiet  for 
3'ou  ;  they  were  scarcely  four  years  old, 
and  they  made  me  extremely  uneasy  on 
your  account." 

"  Nonsense  !  "  retorted  the  baroness  ; 
"  you  could  not  have  entertained  any 
alarm  on  the  subject,  because  you  are 
perfectly  well  aware  that  I  have  recently 
engaged  a  coachman  who  is  said  to  be 
the  best  in  Paris.  But,  perhaps,  yon 
have  disposed  of  the  coachman  as  well  as 
the  horses  ?  " 

"  My  dear  love  I  pray  do  not  say  any- 
more about  them,  and  I  .promise  3'ou  an- 
other pair  exactly  like  them  in  appear- 
ance, only  more  quiet  and  steady."  The 
baroness  shrugged  up  her  shoulders  with 
an  air  of  ineffable  contempt,  while  her 
husband,  afi'ecting  not  to  observe  it, 
turned  toward  Monte-Cristo  and  said — 
"Upon  my  word,  M.  le  Comte,  I  am 
quite  sorrj'  I  was  not  sooner  aware  of 
your  establishing  yourself  in  Paris." 

"  And  wherefore  ?  "  asked  the  count. 

"Because  I  should  have  liked  to  have, 
made  you  the  offer  of  these  horses.  I 
have  almost  given  them  awa}',  as  it  is ; 
but,  as  I  before  said,  I  was  anxious  to 
get  rid  of  them  upon  any  terms.  They 
were  only  fit  for  a  young  man  ;  not  at  all 
calculated  for  a  person  at  my  time  of 
life." 

"lam  muc-h  obliged  by  your  kind  at- 
tentions toward  me,"  said  Monte-Cristo; 
"but  this  morning  I  purchased  a  very 
excellent  pair  of  carriage-horses,  and  I  do 
not  think  they  wej-e  dear.  There  they 
are.  Come,  M.  Debray,  you  arc  a  con- 
noisseur, I  believe,  let  me  have  your 
opinion  upon  them."     As  Debra^'  walked 


toward  the  window,  Danglars  approached 
his  wife.  "  I  could  nob  tell  j-ou  before 
others,"  said  he,  in  a  low  tone,  "the 
reason  of  my  parting  with  the  horses ; 
but  a  most  enormous  price  was  offered  me 
this  morning  for  them.  Some  madman 
or  fool,  bent  upon  ruining  himself  as  fast 
as  he  can,  actually  sent  his  steward  to 
me  to  pui'chase  them  at  any  cost;  and 
the  fact  is,  I  have  gained  16,000  francs 
by  the  sale  of  them.  Come,  don't  look  so 
angry,  and  j^ou  shall  liave  4,000  francs  of 
the  mone3'  to  do  what  you  like  with,  and 
Eugenie  shall  have  2,000.  There,  what  do 
you  think  now  of  the  affair?  Wasn't  I 
right  to  part  with  the  horses  ?  "  Madame 
Danglars  surve^'ed  her  husband  with  a 
look  of  withering  contempt. 

"  What  do  I  see  ?  "  suddenly  exclaimed 
Debray. — "Where  ?  "  asked  the  baroness. 

"  I  cannot  be  mistaken  ;  there  are  your 
horses  I  The  very  animals  we  were  speak- 
ing of  harnessed  to  the  count's  cari'iage  !  " 
— "My  dear,  beautiful  dappled  grays?" 
demanded  the  baroness,  springing  to  the 
window.  "  'Tis  indeed  they  I"  said  she. 
Danglars  looked  absolutely  stultified. 
"  How  vei\v  singular  !  "  cried  Monte- 
Cristo,  with  well-feigned  astonishment. 
Madame  Danglars  whispered  a  few  words 
in  the  ear  of  Debray,  who  approached 
Monte-Cristo,  saying  —  "■  The  baroness 
wishes  to  know  what  you  paid  her  hus- 
band for  the  horses." 

"  I  scarcel}'  know,"  replied  the  count ; 
"it  was  a  little  surprise  prepared  for  me 
by  m}'  steward  ;  he  knew  how  desirous  I 
was  of  meeting  with  precisely  such  a  pair 
of  horses — and — so  he  bought  them.  I 
think,  if  I  remember  rightly,  he  hinted 
that  he  had  given  somewhere  about  30,000 
francs."  Debray  conveyed  the  count's 
reply  to  the  baroness.  Poor  Danglai^ 
looked  so  crestfallen  ami  discomfited  tiiat 
Monte-Cristo  assumed  a  pitying  air  to- 
ward him.  "See,"  said  the  count,  "  liow 
very  ungrateful  women  are  !  Your  kind 
attention,  in  providing  for  the  safety  of 
the  baroness  by  disposing  of  the  horses, 
does  not  seem  to  have  made  the  least  im- 
pression on  her.  But  so  it  is ;  a  woman 
will  often,  from  meie  willfulness,  prefer 
that  which  is  dangerous  to  that  which  is 
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s:ife.  Therefore,  in  my  opinion,  my  dear 
baron,  the  best  and  easiest  way  is  to  leave 
them  to  their  fancies,  and  allow  them  to 
act  as  they  please;  and  then,  if  any  mis- 
chief follows,  why,  at  least,  they  have  no 
one  to  blame  but  themselves."  Dani^lars 
made  no  reply;  he  was  occupied  in  an- 
ticipations of  the  coming-  scene  between 
himsc4f  and  the  baroness,  whose  threaten- 
ini>-  looks  and  frowning-  brow,  like  that  of 
Olympic  Jove,  predicted  a  fearful  storm. 
Debray,  who  perceived  the  gathering- 
clouds,  and  felt  no  desire  to  witness  the 
explosion  of  Madame  Danglars'  rage,  sud- 
denlj^  recollected  an  appointment  whicli 
compelled  him  to  take  his  leave ;  while 
Monte-Cristo,  unwilling  by  prolonging  his 
stay  to  destroy  the  advantages  he  hoped 
to  obtain,  made  a  farewell  bow  and.  de- 
parted, leaving  Danglars  to  endure  the 
angry  reproaches  of  his  wife. 

"  Excellent !"  murmured  Monte-Cristo 
to  himself,  as  he  retraced  the  waj^  to  his 
carriage.  "  All  has  gone  according-  to 
my  wishes.  The  domestic  peace  of  this 
family  is  henceforth  in  my  hands.  Now, 
then,  to  play  another  master-stroke,  by 
which  I  shall  gain  the  heart  of  both  hus- 
band and  wife — delightful!  Still,"  added 
he,  *'amid  all  this,  I  have  not  yet  been 
presented  to  Mademoiselle  Eugenie  Dan- 
glars, whose  acquaintance  I  should  have 
been  glad  to  make.  But  never  mind," 
pursued  he,  with  that  peculiar  smile  that 
at  times  lighted  up  his  countenance,  *Mt 
matters  not  for  the  present.  I  am  on  the 
spot,  and  have  plenty  of  time  before  me 
— by  and  by  will  do  for  that  part  of  my 
scheme."  The  count's  further  medita- 
tions were  interrupted  by  his  arrival  at 
his  own  abode.  Two  hours  afterward, 
Madame  Danglars  received  ;i,  most  flatter- 
ing epistle  from  the  count,  in  which  he  en- 
treated her  to  receive  back  her  favoi-ite 
"  dappled  grays,"  protesting  that  he 
could  not  endure  the  idea  of  making  his 
debut  in  the  Parisian  world  of  fashion 
with  the  knowledge  that  his  sjilendid 
equipage  had  been  obtained  at  the  price 
of  a  loviMy  woman's  legrets.  The  horses 
were  sent  back  wearing  the  same  harness 
they  had  done  in  the  morning ;  the  only 
ditlerenoe  consisted  in  the  rosettes  worn 


on  the  heads  of  the  animals  being  adorned 
with  a  large  diamond  placed  in  the  center 
of  each  by  order  of  the  count. 

To  Danglars  Monte-Cristo  also  wrote, 
requesting-  him  to  excuse  the  whimsical 
gift  of  a  capricious  millionaire,  and  to  beg 
of  Madame  la  Baronne  to  pardon  the 
Eastern  fashion  adopted  in  the  return  of 
the  horses. 

During-  the  evening  Monte-Cristo  quit- 
ted Paris  for  Auteuil,  accompanied  by  Ali. 
The  following  day,  about  three  o'clock,  a 
single  blow  struck  on  the  gong  summoned 
Ali  to  the  presence  of  the  count.  '•'  Ali," 
observed  his  master,  as  the  Nubian  en- 
tered the  chamber,  ''you  have  frequently 
explained  to  me  how  more  than  commonly 
skillful  you  are  in  throwing  tlie  lasso,  have 
3'ou  not  ?  "  Ali  drew  himself  up  proudly, 
and  returned  a  sign  in  the  affirmative. 
"I  thought  I  did  not  mistake.  With 
3'^our  lasso 3'ou  could  stop  an  ox  ?  "  Again 
Ali  repeated  his  affirmative  gesture.  "  Or 
a  tiger?"  Ali  bowed  his  head  in  token 
of  assent.  "A  lion  even?"  Ali  sprung 
forward,  imitating  the  action  of  one 
throwing  the  lasso ;  then  of  a  strangled 
lion. 

"I  understand,"  said  Monte-Cristo; 
''you  wish  to  tell  me  3'OU  have  lumted  the 
lion  ?  "  Ali  smiled  with  triumphant  priile 
as  he  signified  that  he  had  indeed  both 
chased  and  captured  many  lions,  "  But 
do  you  believe  you  could  arrest  the  prog- 
ress of  two  horses  rushing  forward  with 
ungovernable  fury  ?  "  The  Nubian  smiled. 
"It  is  well,"  said  Monte-Cristo.  *•  Then 
listen  to  me.  Ere  long  a  carriage  will 
dash  past  here,  drawn  by  the  pair  of  dai> 
pled  gray  horses  yon  saw  me  with  yester- 
day :  now,  at  the  rislv  of  your  own  life, 
you  must  manage  to  stop  those  hoi'ses 
before  my  door." 

Ali  descended  to  the  street,  and  marked 
a  straiglit  line  on  the  pavement  immediate- 
ly at  the  entrance  of  the  house,  and  then 
pointed  out  the  line  he  had  traced  to  the 
count,  who  was  watching  him.  The  count 
patted  him  gently  on  the  back,  his  usual 
mode  of  praising  Ali,  wlio,  pleased  and 
gratified  with  the  com  mission  assigned  hira 
walked  calmly  toward  a  projecting  stone 
forming  the  angle  of  the  street  and  house. 
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and,  seating  Mmself  thereon,  hegran  to 
smoke  his  chibouque,  while  Monte-Cristo 
re-entered  his  dwelling-,  pet-fecth"  assured 
of  the  success  of  his  plan.  Still,  as  five 
o'clock  approached,  and  the  carriage  was 
momentaril}'  expected  by  the  count,  the  in- 
dication of  more  than  common  impatience 
and  uneasiness  might  be  observed  in  his 
manner.  He  stationed  himself  in  a  room 
commanding  a  view  of  the  street,  pacing 
the  chamber  with  restless  steps,  stopping 
merely  to  listen  from  time  to  time  for  the 
sound  of  approaching  wheels,  then  to  cast 
an  anxious  glance  on  Ali;  but  the  regu- 
larity with  wiiich  the  Nubian  puffed  forth 
the  smoke  of  his  chibouque  proved  that 
he  at  least  was  wholly  absorbed  in  the 
enjoyment  of  his  favorite  occupation. 
Suddenl3'  a  distant  sound  of  rapidly-ad- 
vancing wheels  was  heard,  and  almost 
immediately  a  cai:inage  appeared,  drawn 
by  a  pair  of  wild,  ungovernable  horses, 
who  rushed  forward  as  though  urged  by 
the  fiend  himself,  while  the  terrified  coach- 
man strove  in  vain  to  restrain  their 
furious  speed. 

In  the  vehicle  was  a  female  apparently 
young,  and  a  child  of  about  seven  or  eight 
3'ears  of  age.  Terror  seemed  to  have  de- 
prived them  even  of  the  power  of  uttering 
a  cr3%  and  both  were  clasped  in  each 
other's  arms,  as  though  determined  not 
to  be  parted  by  death  itself.  The  carriage 
creaked  and  rattled  as  it  flew  over  the 
rough  stones,  and  had  it  encountered  the 
slightest  impediment  to  its  progress,  it 
must  inevitably  have  upset ;  but  it  still 
flew  on,  and  the  cries  of  the  affrighted 
spectators  testified  the  universal  sense  of 
the  imminent  pei'il  its  occupants  were 
threatened  with. 

Then  Ali  knew  the  riglit  moment  was 
come,  and,  throwing  down  his  chibouque, 
he  drew  the  la.sso  from  his  pocket,  threw 
it  so  skillfully  as  to  catch  the  forelegs  of 
the  near  horse  in  its  triple  fold,  sulfered 
himself  to  be  dragged  on  for  a  few  st<'ps, 
by  which  time  the  tightening  of  the  well- 
cast  lasso  liad  so  completely  hampered  the 
furious  anima  1  as  to  bring  it  to  t  he  ground , 
and  falling  on  the  pole,  it  snapped,  and 
theref(U'e  prevented  the  other  animal  from 
pursuing  its  headlong  way.     Gladly  avail- 


ing himself  of  this  opportunit}-,  the  coach- 
man leaped  from  his  box:  but  Ali  had 
promptly  seized  the  nostrils  of  the  second 
lioi'se,  and  held  them  in  his  iron  grasp, 
till  the  maddened  beast,  snorting  with 
pain,  sunk  beside  his  companion.  All  this 
was  achieved  in  much  less  time  than  is 
occupied  in  the  recital.  The  brief  space 
had,  however,  been  sufiicient  for  an  indi- 
vidual, followed  by  a  number  of  servants, 
to  rush  from  the  house  before  which  the 
accident  had  occurred,  and,  as  the  coach- 
man opened  the  door  of  the  carriage,  to 
take  from  it  a  ladj^  who  was  convulsively 
grasping  the  cushions  with  one  hand, 
while  with  the  other  she  pressed  to  her 
bosom  her  young  companion,  who  had  lost 
all  consciousness  of  what  was  passing. 

Monte-Cristo  carried  them  both  to  the 
salon,  and  deposited  them  on  a  sofa. 
"  Compose  yourself,  madam,"  said  he  ; 
"  all  danger  is  over."  The  female  looked 
up  ;;t  these  words,  and,  with  a  glance  far 
more  expressive  than  any  entreaties  could 
have  been,  pointed  to  her  child,  who  still 
continued  insensible.  "  I  understand  the 
nature  of  your  alarms,  madam,"  said  the 
count,  carefully  examining  the  child,  "  but 
I  assure  you  there  is  not  the  slightest  oc- 
casion for  uneasiness  ;  your  little  charge 
has  not  received  the  least  injury ;  his  in- 
sensibility is  merelj'  the  efl'ects  of  terror, 
and  will  soon  cease." — ''Are  you  quite 
sure  you  do  not  say  so  to  tranquilize  my 
fears  ?  See  how  deadly  pale  he  is  !  My 
child  !  my  darling  Edward  I  speak  to  your 
mother;  open  your  dear  eyes  and  look  on 
me  once  again  I  Oh,  sii-,  in  pity  send  for 
help !  my  whole  fortune  shall  not  be 
thoiight  too  nuich  for  the  recovery  of  my 
blessed  boy." 

With  a  calm  smile  and  gentle  wave 
of  the  hand,  Monte-Cristo  signed  to  the 
distracted  mother  to  lay  aside  her  appre- 
hensions ;  then,  opening  a  casket  that 
stood  near,  he  drew  forth  a  phial  com- 
posed of  Bohemian  glass,  containing  a 
li(iuid  of  the  color  of  blood,  of  which  he 
let  fall  a  single  drop  on  the  child's  lips. 
Scarcely  had  it  reached  them,  ere  the  bo}', 
though  still  pale  as  marble,  opened  his 
ey<'s  and  eagerly  ga/.ed  around  him.  At 
this  unhoped-for  sight,  the  wild  delight  of 
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the  mother  equaled  her  former  despair. 
*'  Where  am  I  ?"  exclaimed  she,  when  her 
first  raptures  at  her  son's  recovery  were 
past ;  "  and  to  whom  am  I  indebted  for  so 
happj'  a  termination  to  my  late  dreadfid 
alarm?"— "Madam,"  answered  the  count, 
"  you  are  under  the  roof  of  one  who 
esteems  himself  most  fortunate  in  having- 
been  able  to  save  you  from  a  further 
continuance  of  your  suffering's." 

"  My  wretched  curiosity  has  brought  all 
this  about,"  pursued  the  lady.  "  All  Paris 
rung  with  the  praises  of  Madame  Dan- 
g-lars'  beautiful  horses,  and  I  had  the  foll^'- 
to  desire  to  know  whether  they  really 
merited  the  high  character  g-iven  of 
them." 

''Is  it  possible,"  exclaimed  the  count, 
with  well  -  feigned  astonishment,  "that 
these   horses  belong-  to   Madame  la   Ba- 


ronne 


?  " 


"  They  do,  indeed.  May  I  inquire  if  you 
are  acquainted  with  Madame  Danglars  ?  " 

"  I  have  that  honor  ;  and  my  happiness 
at  your  escape  from  the  danger  that 
threatened  3'ou  is  redoubled  by  the  con- 
sciousness that  I  have  been  the  unwilling- 
and  unintentional  cause  of  all  the  peril  you 
have  incurred.  I  yesterday  purchased 
these  horses  of  the  baron ;  but  as  the 
baroness  evidently  regretted  parting  with 
them,  1  ventured  to  send  them  back  to 
ker,  with  a  request  that  she  would  gratify 
me  by  accepting  them  from  my  hands." 

"You  are,  then,  doubtless,  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo,  of  whom  Hermine  has 
talked  to  me  so  much  ?  " 

"You  have  rightly  guessed,  madam," 
replied  the  count. 

"And  I  am  Madame  Heloisc  deVille- 
fort."  The  count  bowed  with  the  air  of  a 
person  who  hears  a  name  for  the  first 
time.  "  How  grateful  will  M.  de  Villefort 
be  for  all  your  goodness  ;  how  thankfully 
will  he  ackiiowledgethat  to  you  alone  it  is 
owing  tliat  Ins  wifo  and  child  exist  !  Most 
cerl:iinly,  but  for  Ihe  prompt  assistance 
of  ycMir  intrepid  servant,  this  dear  child 
and  myself  must  both  have  perished."— 
"  Indeed,  I  still  shudder  at  the  i-ecollection 
of  the  fearful  dang(>r  you  were  placed  in, 
as  woll  as  your  interesting  child." 

"  I  trust  you  will  not  object  to  my  offer- 


ing a  recompense  to  3^our  noble-hearted 
servant,  proportionate  to  the  service  he 
has  rendered  me  and  mine." 

"  I  beseech  you,  madam,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  not  to  spoil  Ali,  either  bj'  too 
great  praise  or  rewards.  I  cannot  allow 
him  to  acquire  the  habit  of  expecting  to 
be  recompensed  for  every  trifling-  service 
he  may  render.  Ali  is  my  slave,  and  in 
saving-  your  life  he  was  but  discharging 
his  duty  to  me." 

"Nay,"  interposed  Madame  de  Villefort, 
on  whom  the  authoritative  style  adopted 
by  the  count  made  a  deep  impression, 
"  n^y,  but  consider  that  to  preserve  my 
life  he  has  risked  his  own." 

"  His  life,  madam,  belongs  not  to  him  ; 
it  is  mine,  in  return  for  mj'  having  myself 
saved  him  from  death."  Madame  de 
Villefort  made  no  further  reply:  her  mind 
was  utterly  absorbed  in  the  contemplaiiou 
of  the  singular  individual,  who,  from  the 
first  instant  of  her  beholding  him.  had 
made  so  powerful  an  impression  on  her. 
During  the  evident  preoccupation  of  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort,  Monte-Cristo  scrutinized 
the  features  and  appearance  of  the  boy 
she  kept  folded  in  her  arms,  lavishing  on 
him  the  most  tender  endearments.  The 
child  was  small  for  his  age,  and  unnatur- 
ally pale.  A  mass  of  straight  black  hair, 
def.yingall  attempts  to  train  or  curl  it,  fell 
over  his  projecting-  forehead,  and  hung 
down  to  his  shoulders,  giving  increased 
vivacity  to  eyes  already  sparkling  with 
a  youthful  love  of  mischief  and  fondness 
for  every  forbidden  enjoyment.  His  mouth 
was  large,  and  thelii^s,  which  had  not  yet 
regained  1h(Mr  color,  were  particularly 
thin  ;  in  fact,  the  deep  and  crafty  look, 
forming  the  principal  character  of  the 
child's  face,  belonged  rather  to  a  boy  of 
twelve  or  fourteen  years  of  age  than  to 
one  so  young.  His  first  movement  was  to 
free  himself  by  a  violent  push  fiom  the  en- 
circling arms  of  his  mother,  and  to  rush 
forward  to  the  casket  fj*om  whence  llie 
count  had  taken  the  phial  of  elixir,  then, 
without  asking  permission  of  any  one.  he 
proceeded,  in  all  the  willfulness  of  a  spoiltni 
child,  unacousttmied  to  restrain  either 
whims  or  capi'ices,  to  pull  the  corks  out  of 
all  the  bottles  in  the  casket. 
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"  Touch  nothing-,  mj'  httle  friend,"  cried 
the  count,  eag-erh' ;  "  some  of  those  liquids 
are  not  onl.y  dang-erous  to  taste,  but  even 
to  smell." 

Madame  de  Villefort  became  very  pale, 
and,  seizing"  her  son's  arm,  drew  him  anx- 
iously toward  her;  but,  once  satisfied  of 
his  safet3%  she  also  cast  a  brief  but  expres- 
sive g-lance  on  the  casket,  which  was  not 
lost  upon  the  count.  At  this  moment  Ali 
entered.  At  sight  of  him  Madame  de 
Villefort  uttered  an  expression  of  pleas- 
ure, and,  holding"  the  child  still  closer  to- 
ward hei-,  she  said,  "  Edward,  dearest,  do 
3'ou  see  that  g-ood  man  ?  He  has  shown 
very  g-reat  courage  and  resolution,  for  he 
exposed  his  own  life  to  stop  the  horses 
that  were  running  away  with  us,  and 
would  certainlj^  have  dashed  the  carriag-e 
to  pieces  ere  long".  Thank  him,  then,  my 
child,  in  your  very  best  manner  :  for,  had 
he  not  come  to  our  aid,  neither  3-0U  nor 
I  would  have  been  alive  to  speak  our 
thanks."  This  address,  however,  excited 
no  similar  feeling-  of  g-ratitude  on  the  part 
of  the  child,  who,  instead  of  obeying  his 
mother's  directions,  stuck  out  his  lips  and 
turned  away  his  head  in  a  disdainful  and 
contemptuous  manner,  saying,  "  I  don't 
like  him  ;  he's  too  ug-ly  for  me  !  " 

The  count  witnessed  all  this  with  in- 
ternal satisfaction,  and  a  smile  stole  over 
his  features  as  he  thought  that  such  a 
child  bade  fair  to  realize  one  part  of  his 
hopes;  while  Madame  de  Villefort  repri- 
manded her  son  with  a  gentleness  and 
moderation  very  far  from  conveying-  the 
least  idea  of  a  fault  having  been  com- 
mitted. "This  lady,"  said  the  count, 
speaking  to  Ali  in  the  Arabic  languag-e, 
••is  desirous  that  her  son  should  thank 
you  for  saving  both  their  lives;  but  the 
boy  refuses,  saying  you  are  too  ug-ly  !  " 
Ali  turned  his  intelligent  countenance 
toward  th<'  boy,  on  whom  he  gazed  witii- 
out  any  apparent  emotion  ;  but  the  soit  of 
spasmodic  working  of  the  nostrils  showed 
to  the  practiced  <\vc  of  Montc-Crislo  how 
deeply  the  Arab  was  wounded  by  the  un- 
feeling remark. 

"Will  you  permit  mi*  to  inf|uire,"  said 
Madame  de  Villffoi-t,  rising  to  take  her 
leave,  "  whether  you  usually  reside  here?" 


"Xo,  I  do  not,"  replied  Monte-Cristo  : 
"  it  is  a  small  place  I  have  purchased  quite 
lately.  My  place  of  abode  is  No.  30, 
Avenue  des  Champs  El ysees ;  but  I  am 
delig-hted  to  see  your  countenance  seems 
expressiV'C  of  a  perfect  return  to  tranquil- 
lity. You  have  quite  recovered  from  your 
frig-ht,  and  are,  no  doubt,  desirous  of  re- 
turning home.  Anticipating-  your  wishes, 
I  have  desired  the  same  horses  you  came 
with  to  be  put  to  one  of  my  carriag-es,  and 
Ali,  he  whom  you  think  so  very  ug-ly," 
continued  he,  addressing  the  bo3'  with  a 
smiling-  air,  "  will  have  the  honor  of  driv- 
ing 3'ou  home,  while  your  coachman  re- 
mains here  to  attend  to  the  necessary' 
repairs  of  3-our  caleche.  Directl3'  that 
important  business  is  concluded,  I  will 
have  a  couple  of  m3'^  own  horses  harnessed 
to  convey  it  direct  to  Madame  Danglars." 

"  I  dare  not  return  with  those  dreadful 
horses,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort. 

'•You  will  see,"  replied  Monte-Cristo, 
"  that  the3'  will  be  as  ditTerent  as  possible 
in  the  hands  of  Ali.  With  him  they  will 
be  gentle  and  docile  as  lambs."  Ali 
had,  indeed,  given  proof  of  this;  for, 
approaching  the  animals,  who  had  been 
got  upon  their  legs  with  considerable 
difficulty,  he  rubbed  their  foreheads  and 
nostrils  with  a  sponge  soaked  in  aromatic 
vinegar,  and  wiped  off  the  sweat  and  foam 
that  covered  their  mouths.  Then,  com- 
mencing a  loud  whistling  noise,  he  rubbed 
them  well  all  over  their  bodies  for  several 
minutes  ;  and,  undisturbed  b3'  the  noisy 
crowd  collected  round  the  broken  car- 
riage, Ali  quietl3'  harnessed  the  pacified 
animals  to  the  count's  chariot,  took  the 
reins  in  his  hands,  and  mounted  the  box 
when  lo !  to  the  utter  astonishment  of 
those*  who  had  witnessed  the  ungovernable 
spirit  and  maildened  vc^locity  of  the  same 
horses,  he  was  actuall3'  compelled  to  applv 
his  wliip  in  no  ver\'  gentle  manner  ere  he 
could  induce  them  to  start ;  and  even  then 
all  that  could  be  obtained  fi-oni  the  cele- 
brated "dappled  grays,"  now  changed 
into  a  couple  of  as  dull,  sluggish,  stupid 
brutes  as  **the  most  timid  driver"  would 
desire  to  meet  with,  was  a  slow,  pot  tcrnig 
pace,  kept  up  with  so  much  dilTioult3'  that 
Madame  de  Villefort    was  more   than  a 
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couple  of  hours  returning  to  her  residence 
in  the  Faubourg-  St.  Honore. 

Scarcely  had  the  fii'st  congratulations 
upon  her  marvelous  escape  been  gone 
through,  than  she  retired  to  her  room, 
ostensibly  for  the  purpose  of  seeking  a 
little  repose,  but  in  reality  to  write  the 
following  letter  to  Madame  Danglars : — 

"  Dear  Hermine — I  have  just  had  a 
wonderful  escape  from  the  most  immi- 
nent danger,  and  I  owe  my  safety  to  the 
very  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  we  were  talk- 
ing about  yesterday,  but  whom  I  little 
expected  to  see  to-day.  I  remember  how 
unmercifully^  I  laughed  at  what  I  con- 
sidered your  eulogistic  and  exaggerated 
praises  of  him ;  but  I  have  now  ample 
cause  to  admit  that  your  enthusiastic  de- 
scription of  this  wonderful  man  fell  far 
short  of  his  merits.  But  I  must  endeavor 
to  render  the  account  of  my  adventures 
somewhat  more  intelligible.  You  must 
know  then,  my  dear  friend,  that  when  I 
had  proceeded  with  3'our  horses  as  far 
as  Ranelagh,  they  darted  forward  like 
mad  things,  and  galloped  away  at  so 
fearful  a  rate  that  there  seemed  no 
other  prospect  for  myself  and  m^"-  poor 
Edward  but  that  of  being  dashed  to 
pieces  against  the  first  object  that  im- 
peded their  progress,  when  a  strange- 
looking  man,  an  Arab  or  a  Nubian,  at 
least  a  black  of  some  nation  or  other, 
at  a  signal  from  the  count,  whose  do- 
mestic he  is,  suddenly  seized  and  stopped 
the  infuriated  animals,  even  at  the  risk 
of  being  trampled  to  death  himself ;  and 
certainly  he  must  have  had  a  most  won- 
derful escape.  The  count  then  hastened 
to  us,  and  carried  myself  and  son  into 
his  house,  where,  by  some  skillful  appli- 
cation, he  speedily  recalled  my  poor  Ed- 
ward (who  was  quite  insensible  from 
terror)  to  life.  When  we  were  suffi- 
ciently recovered,  he  sent  \is  home  in  his 
own  carriage.  Yours  will  be  rot ui-ned  to 
you  to-mon-ow.  I  am  fearful  you  will  not 
be  able  to  use  your  horses  for  some  days : 
they  seem  thoroughly  stupefied,  as  if 
sulky  and  vexed  at  having  allowed  this 
black  servant  to  conquer  them  after  all. 
The  count,   however,   has   commissioned 


me  to  assure  j^ou  that  two  or  three  daj-^s' 
rest,  with  plenty  of  barley  for  their  sole 
food  during  that  time,  will  bring  them 
back  to  their  former  fine  condition,  which 
means,  I  suppose,  that  they  will  be  readj- 
to  run  off  with  the  carriage  again,  and 
play  their  wild  pranks  with  as  much 
headstrong  fury  as  they  evinced  yes- 
terda}'^ ;  do  not  let  them  endanger  your 
life,  dear  Hermine,  as  they  did  mine; 
for  Providence  may  not  send  a  Monte- 
Cristo,  or  his  Nubian  servant,  to  preserve 
3^ou  from  destruction,  as  it  did  me.  Adieu  ! 
I  cannot  return  3'ou  many  than  Us  for  the 
drive  of  yesterday  ;  but,  after  all,  I  ought 
not  to  blame  j'ou  for  the  misconduct  of 
your  horses,  more  especially  as  it  pro- 
cured me  the  pleasure  of  an  introduction 
to  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo — and  cer- 
tainly that  illustrious  individual,  apart 
from  the  millions  he  is  said  to  be  so 
very  anxious  to  dispose  of,  seemed  to 
me  one  of  those  curiously  interesting 
problems  I,  for  one,  delight  in  solving 
at  any  risk  or  danger.  Nay,  so  bent  am 
I  on  following  up  my  acquaintance  with 
this  remarkable  personage,  that  if  all 
other  means  fail,  I  really  believe  I  shall 
have  to  borrow  your  horses  again,  and 
make  another  excursion  to  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne.  My  su^ect  Edward  supported 
the  accident  with  admirable  courage — he 
did  not  utter  a  single  cry,  but  fell  lifeless 
into  my  arms  ;  nor  did  a  tear  fall  from 
his  eyes  after  it  was  over.  I  doubt  not 
you  will  consider  these  praises  the  result 
of  blind  maternal  affection  ;  but  the  del- 
icate, fragile  form  of  \\\y  beloved  child 
contains  a  mind  of  no  ordinary  strength, 
with  the  heroic  firmness  of  a  Spartan  boy. 
Valentine  sends  many  alTectionate  remem- 
brances to  your  dear  Eugenie — and  with 
best  love  to  her  and  yourself,  I  remain. 
''Ever  youi's  truly. 

''Heloise  de  Villefokt. 
"  P.S. — Do  pra}'  contrive  some  means 
for  my  meeting  the  Count  of  3Ionte- 
Cristo  at  your  house.  T  must  and  will 
see  him  again.  I  have  just  made  M.  de 
Villefort  promise  to  call  on  him,  in  order 
to  acknowledge  the  signal  service  lie  has 
rendered  our  fatnily  in  preserving  our 
child,  if  mv  unworthy  self  gors  for  noth- 
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ing,  and  I  flatter  myself  ra}'  husband's 
visit  will  be  returned  by  the  count." 

Nothing-  was  talked  of  throughout  the 
evening  but  the  adventure  at  Auteuil. 
Albert  related  it  to  his  mother,  Chateau- 
Renaud  recounted  it  at  the  Jocke}^  Club, 
and  Debray  detailed  it  at  length  in  the 
salons  of  the  minister;  even  Beauchamp 
accorded  twenty'  lines  in  his  journal  to  the 
relation  of  the  count's  courage  and  gal- 
lantry, thereby  placing  him  as  the  great- 
est hero  of  the  day  before  the  eyes  of  all 
the  fair  members  of  the  aristocracy  of 
France.  Vast  was  the  crowd  of  visitors 
and  inquiring  friends  who  left  their  names 
at  the  hotel  of  Madame  de  Villefort,  with 
the  design  of  renewing  their  visit  at  the 
right  moment,  of  hearing  from  her  lips 
all  the  interesting  circumstances  of  this 
most  romantic  adventure.  As  Heloisehad 
stated,  M.  de  Villefort  donned  his  best 
black  suit,  drew  on  a  pair  of  new  white 
kid  gloves,  ordered  the  servants  to  attend 
the  carriage  dressed  in  their  full  livery, 
and  forthwith  drove  to  the  hotel  of  the 
count,  situated,  as  the  reader  is  already 
informed,  in  the  Avenue  des  Champs 
Elysees. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

IDEOLOGY. 

If  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  had  lived 
for  a  very  long  time  in  Parisian  societ^^ 
he  would  have  fully  appreciated  the  value 
of  the  step  which  M.  de  Villefort  had 
taken.  Standing  well  at  court,  whether 
the  king  regnant  was  of  the  elder  or 
younger  branch,  whether  the  govccimient 
was  doctrinaire,  liberal  or  conservative; 
esteemed  clever  b}'  all,  just  as  we  gener- 
ally esteem  those  clever  who  have  never 
experienced  a  political  check ;  hated  by 
many,  but  warmly  protected  by  others, 
without  being  really  liked  by  anybody,  M. 
d(;  Villefort  held  a  high  position  in  the 
magistracy,  and  maint;uned  his  eminence 
like  a  Ha  Hay  or  a  ]\Iole.  His  drawing- 
room,  regenerated  by  a  young  wife  and  a 
dauglilfM"  >)y  his  first  marriage  scarcely 
eighteen,  was  still  one  of  those  well-regu- 
lated Paris  salons  where  the  worship  of 
traditional  customs  and  the  observance  of 


rigid  etiquette  were  carefuUj'  maintained. 
A  freezing  politeness,  a  strict  fidelity  to 
government  principles,  a  profound  con- 
tempt for  theories  and  theorists,  a  deep- 
seated  hatred  of  ideality — these  were  the 
elements  of  private  and  public  life  dis- 
played by  M.  de  Villefort. 

M.  de  Villefort  was  not  only  a  magis- 
trate, he  was  almost  a  diplomatist.  His 
relations  with  the  ancient  court,  of  which 
he  always  spoke  with  dignity  and  respect, 
made  him  respected  by  the  new  one,  and 
he  knew  so  many  things,  that  not  only 
was  he  always  carefully  considered,  but 
sometimes  consulted.  Perhaps  this  would 
not  have  been  so  had  it  been  possible  to 
get  rid  of  M.  de  Villefort ;  but,  like  the 
feudal  barons  who  rebelled  against  their 
sovereign,  he  dwelt  in  an  impregnable 
fortress.  This  fortress  was  his  post  as 
procureur  du  roi,  all  the  advantages  of 
which  he  worked  out  marvelously,  and 
wliich  he  would  not  have  resigned,  but  to 
be  made  deputy,  and  thus  have  converted 
neutralit^'into  opposition.  Ordinarily  M. 
de  Villefort  made  and  returned  very  few 
visits.  His  wife  visited  for  him,  and  this 
was  the  received  thing  in  the  world,  where 
they  assigned  to  the  heav3"  and  multifa- 
rious occupations  of  the  magistrate  what 
was  reall3'  only  a  calculation  of  pride,  an 
off-shoot  of  aristocracy — in  fact,  the  appli- 
cation of  the  axiom,  ''  Pretend  to  think 
well  of  yourself,  and  the  world  will  think 
well  of  you,"  an  axiom  a  hundred  times 
more  useful  in  our  society  than  1  hat  of  the 
Greeks,  "  Know  thyself,"  a  knowledge 
for  which,  in  our  days,  we  have  substil  uted 
the  less  difficult  and  more  advantageous 
science  of  knoiring  others. 

For  his  friends  M.  de  Villefort  was  a 
powerful  protector ;  for  his  enemies  he 
was  a  silent,  but  bitter  cneni}- ;  for  those 
who  wei-e  neither  the  one  nor  the  other, 
he  was  a  statue  of  the  law  made  man. 
Haughty  air,  immovable  countenance, 
look  steady  and  impenetrable,  or  else  in- 
sultingly piercing  and  inquiring,  such 
was  tlie  man  for  whom  four  revolutions, 
skillfully  piled  one  on  the  ot,her,  had  first 
constructed  and  afterward  cemented  the 
pedestal  on  which  his  fortune  was  eh'- 
vated.    M.  de  Villefort  had  the  reputation 
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of  being  the  least  curious  and  the  least 
wearisome  man  in  France.  He  gave  a 
ball  every  year,  at  which  he  appeared  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  only — that  is  to  say, 
five-and-forty  minutes  less  than  the  king 
is  visible  at  his  balls.  He  was  never  seen 
at  the  theaters,  at  concerts,  or  in  any 
place  of  public  resort.  Occasionall}',  but 
seldom,  he  played  at  whist,  and  then  care 
was  taken  to  select  partners  worthy  of 
him — sometimes  they  were  ambassadors, 
sometimes  archbishops,  or  sometimes  a 
prince,  or  a  president,  or  some  dowager 
duchess.  Such  was  the  man  whose  car- 
riage had  just  now  stopped  before  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo's  door.  The  valet- 
de-chambre  announces  M.  de  Villefort  at 
the  moment  when  the  count,  leaning  over 
a  large  table,  was  tracing  on  a  map  the 
route  from  St.  Petersburg  to  China. 

The  procureur  clu  roi  entered  with  the 
same  grave  and  measured  step  he  would 
have  employed  in  entering  a  court  of 
justice.  He  was  the  same  man,  or  rather 
the  completion  of  the  same  man,  whom 
we  have  heretofore  seen  as  suhstitut  at 
Marseilles.  Nature,  following  up  its  prin- 
ciples, had  changed  nothing  for  him  in 
the  course  he  had  chalked  out  for  himself. 
From  slender  he  had  become  meager : 
from  pale,  j^ellow ;  his  deep-set  eyes  were 
now  hollow,  and  gold  spectacles,  as  they 
shielded  his  e^'-es,  seemed  to  make  a  por- 
tion of  his  face.  All  his  costume  was 
black,  with  the  exception  of  his  white 
cravat,  and  this  funereal  appearance  Avas 
only  broken  in  upon  by  the  slight  line  of 
red  ribbon  which  passed  almost  imper- 
ceptibly througli  his  button-hole,  and 
which  appeared  like  a  streak  of  blood 
traced  with  a  pencil.  Although  master 
of  himself.  Monte-C^risto  scrutinized  with 
irrepressible  curiosity  the  magistrate, 
whose  salute  be  returned,  and  who,  dis- 
trustful by  babit,  and  especially  incredu- 
lous as  to  social  marvels,  was  nuuii  more 
disposed  to  sec  in  the  noble  stranger,  as 
Monte-Cristo  was  already  called,  a  chevn- 
lier  iVindvfitrie,  who  had  come  to  try 
new  ground,  or  some  malefactor  who  had 
broken  his  prescribed  limits,  than  a.  prince 
of  the  Holy  See,  or  a  sultan  of  the  Ara- 
bian Niirlits. 


•'  Sir,"  said  Villefort,  in  the  tone  as- 
sumed b}'  magistrates  in  their  oratorical 
periods,  and  of  which  they  cannot,  or  will 
not,  divest  themselves  in  societ\' — "sir, 
the  signal  service  which  you  yesterday 
rendered  to  m}''  wife  and  son  has  made  it 
a  duty  in  me  to  offer  you  my  thanks. 
Allow  me,  therefore,  to  discharge  this 
duty,  and  to  express  to  \o\i  all  my  grati- 
tude." And  as  he  said  this,  the  "eye 
severe"  of  the  magistrate  had  lost  noth- 
ing of  its  .habitual  arrogance.  These 
words  he  articulated  in  the  voice  of  a  pro- 
cureur-general,  with  the  rigid  inflexi- 
bility of  neck  and  shoulders  which  caused 
his  flatterers  to  say  (as  we  have  said  be- 
fore) that  he  was  the  living  statue  of  the 
law. 

"Monsieur,"  replied  the  count,  with  a 
chilling  air,  "I  am  very  happ3^  to  have 
been  the  means  of  preserving  a  son  to  his 
mother,  for  they  say  that  the  sentiment 
of  maternitj'  is  the  most  hoi}'  of  all ;  and 
the  good  fortune  which  occurred  to  me, 
monsieur,  might  have  enabled  you  to  dis- 
pense with  a  dut}'  which,  in  its  discharge, 
confers  an  undoubtedly  great  honor ;  for 
I  am  aware  that  M.  de  Villefort  is  not 
lavish  of  the  favor  he  bestows  on  me,  but 
which,  however  estimable,  is  unequal  to 
the  satisfaction  which  I  internally  ex- 
perience." Villefort,  astonished  at  this 
reply,  which  he  by  no  means  expected, 
started  like  a  soldier  who  feels  the  blow 
leveled  at  him  over  the  armor  he  wears, 
and  a  curl  of  his  disdainful  lip  indicated 
that  from  that  moment  he  noted  in  the 
tablets  of  his  brain  that  the  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo  was  by  no  means  a  highly- 
bred  gentleman.  He  glanced  around, 
in  order  to  seize  on  something  on  wliich 
the  conversation  might  turn,  and  seemed 
to  fall  easily.  He  saw  the  map  whicli 
Monte-Cristo  had  been  examining  wlien 
he  entered,  and  said  —  "You  seem  geo- 
graphieaily  engaged,  sir?  It  is  a  rich 
study  foi*  you.  who,  as  I  learn,  have  seen 
as  many  lands  as  are  delineated  on  this 
map." — "  Yes.  sir,"  replied  the  count :  **  I 
have  sought  to  make  on  tlie  human  race, 
taken  as  a  mass,  what  you  pi*actice  every 
day  on  individuals — a  physiological  study. 
T  have  believed  it  was  much  easier  to  de- 
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scend  from  tlie  whole  to  a  part  than  to 
ascend  from  a  part  to  the  whole.  It  is 
an  algrebraic  axiom,  which  makes  us  pro- 
ceed from  a  known  to  an  unknown  quan- 
tit}',  and  not  from  an  unknown  to  a 
known;  but  sit  down,  sir,  I  beg"  of  j'ou." 

Monte-Cristo  pointed  to  a  chair,  which 
the  procureiir  du  roi  was  obliged  to  take 
the  trouble  to  move  forward  himself,  while 
the  count  merelj^  fell  back  into  his  own, 
on  which  he  had  been  kneeling-  when  M. 
Villefort  entered.  Thus  the  count  was 
half-way  turned  toward  his  visitor,  hav- 
ing" his  back  toward  the  window,  his 
elbow  resting-  on  the  g-eographical  chart 
which  afforded  the  conversation  for  the 
moment — a  conversation  Avhich  assumed, 
as  had  done  those  with  Danglars  and 
Morcerf,  a  turn  analog-ous  to  the  persons, 
if  not  to  the  situation.  "  Ah,  you  philos- 
ophize," replied  Villefort,  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence,  during-  Avhich,  Uke  a 
wrestler  who  encounters  a  powerful  op- 
ponent, betook  breath  ;  "well,  sir,  really, 
if,  like  3'ou,  I  had  nothing  else  to  do,  I 
should  seek  a  more  amusing-  occupation." 

•'  Why,  in  truth,  sir,"  was  Monte- 
Cristo's  repl3%  "  man  is  but  an  ugly  cat- 
erpiller  for  him  who  studies  him  througfh 
a  solar  microscope  ;  but  you  said,  I  think, 
that  I  had  nothing-  else  to  do.  Now, 
really,  let  rae  ask,  sir,  have  you  ? — do  you 
believe  you  have  anything  to  do  ?  or  to 
speak  in  plain  terms,  do  you  really  think 
that  what  you  do  deserves  being-  called 
anything?  " 

Yillefort's  astonishment  redoubled  at 
this  second  thrust  so  forcibh'  made  by  his 
strange  adversary.  It  was  a  long  time 
since  the  magistrate  had  heard  a  paradox 
so  strong,  or  rather,  to  say  the  truth 
more  exactl}'-,  it  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  heard  of  it.  The  procureur  du  roi 
exerted  himself  to  repl}'.  "  Sir,"  he  re- 
sponded, "  3'ou  are  a  stranger,  and  I 
believe  you  say  yourself  that  a  portion 
of  your  life  has  been  spent  in  Oriental 
countries  ;  thus,  then,  you  are  not  aware 
how  human  justicf^  so  expeditious  in  bar- 
barous countries,  takes  with  us  a  prudent 
and  well-studied  course." — "  Oh,  .yes — yes, 
I  do,  sir,  it  is  the  pcde  claiido  of  the 
ancients.     I  know  all  that,  for  it  is  with 


the  justice  of  all  countries  especially  that 
I  have  occupied  myself — it  is  with  the 
criminal  procedure  of  all  nations  that  I 
have  compared  natural  justice,  and  I 
must  say,  sir,  that  it  is  the  law  of  prim- 
itive nations,  that  is,  the  law  of  retalia- 
tion, that  I  have  most  frequently'  found 
to  be  according  to  the  law  of  God." 

"  If  this  law  were  adopted,  sir,"  said 
the  procureiw  du  roi,  ''  it  would  greath- 
simplify  our  legal  codes,  and  in  that  case 
the  magistrates  would  not  (as  you  have 
just  observed)  have  much  to  do." — '*' It 
ma}',  perhaps,  come  to  this  in  time, "ob- 
served Monte-Cristo;  "  j'ou  kno^y  that 
human  inventions  march  from  the  com- 
plex to  the  simple,  and  simplicity  is  al- 
ways perfection." 

"In  the  meanwhile,"  continued  the 
magistrate,  "our  codes  are  in  full  force 
with  all  their  contradictory  enactments 
derived  from  Gallic  customs,  Roman  laws 
and  .Frank  usages ;  the  knowledge  of  all 
which,  3'ou  will  agree,  is  not  to  be  ac- 
quired without  lengthened  labor,  and  it 
requires  a  tedious  study  to  acquire  this 
knowledge,  and  when  that  is  acquired,  a 
strong"  power  of  brain  is  necessary  in 
order  to  retain  il." — "I  agree  with  you 
entirely,  sir ;  but  all  that  even  you  know 
with  respect  to  the  French  code,  I  know, 
not  only  in  reference  to  that  code,  but  as 
regards  Ihe  codes  of  all  nations — the 
English,  Turkish,  Japanese,  Hindoo  laws, 
are  as  familiar  to  me  as  the  French  laws, 
and  thus  I  was  right,  when  I  said  to  you, 
that  relatively  (3'ou  know  that  everything 
is  relative,  sir) — that  relatively  to  what  I 
hav(^  done,  3'ou  have  very  little  to  do; 
but  that  relativel}''  to  all  I  have  learned, 
you  have  ,yet  a  great  deal  to  leai-n." 

"But  with  what  motive  have  3'ou 
learned  all  this?"  inquired  Villefort,  as- 
tonished. !Monte-Cristo  smiled. — "Realh', 
sir,"  h(^  observed.  "I  see  that  in  spite  of 
the  reputation  which  3'ou  have  acquired  as 
a  superior  man,  3'ou  contemplate  cvevy- 
thing  in  the  material  and  vulgar  view  of 
society,  beginning  with  man  and  ending 
with  man — that  is  to  sa3%  in  the  most  re- 
stricted, most  narrow  view  which  it  is 
possible  for  human  understanding  to  em- 
brace."— '•  Pra}',   sir,    explain   yourself," 
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said  Villefort,  more  and  more  astonished, 
a  J  realW  do — not — understand  you — per- 
fectly." 

"  I  say,  sir,  that  with  the  eyes  fixed  on 
the  social  organization  of  nations,  you 
see  only  the  spring's  of  the  macliine,  and 
lose  sig-lit  of  the  sublime  workman  wlio 
makes"them  act ;  I  say  that  you  do  not 
recognize  before  you  and  around  you  any 
but  those  placemen  whose  brevets  have 
been  signed  by  the  minister  or  the  king- ; 
and  that  the  men  whom  God  has  put 
above  tliose  titulars,  ministers,  and  kings, 
by  giving  them  a  mission  to  follow  out, 
instead  of  a  post  to  fill— I  say  that  they 
escape  your  narrow,  limited  ken.  It  is 
thus  that  human  weakness  fails,  from  its 
debilitated  and  imperfect  organs.  Tobias 
took  the  angel  who  restored  him  to  light 
for  an  ordinary  young  man.  The  nations 
look  Attila,  who  was  doomed  to  destro3' 
them,  for  a  conqueror  merely  similar  to 
other  conquerors,  and  it  was  necessarj'^ 
for  both  to  reveal  their  missions,  that 
they  might  be  known  and  acknowledged  ; 
one  was  compelled  to  say,  '  I  am  the  angel 
of  the  Lord;  '  and  the  other,  'I  am  the 
hammer  of  God,'  in  order  that  the  divine 
essence  in  both  might  be  revealed." 

''  Then,"  said  Villefort,  more  and  more 
amazed,  and  really  supposing  he  was 
speaking  to  a  mystic  or  a  madman,  "you 
consider  yourself  as  one  of  those  extraor- 
dinary beings  whom  ^''ou  have  men- 
tioned ?  " 

"And  why  not?"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
coldly. 

''Your  pardon,  sir,"  replied  Villefort, 
quite  astounded,  "but  3'ou  will  excuse  me 
if,  when  I  presented  myself  to  you,  I  was 
unaware  that  I  should  meet  with  a  pei-- 
son  whose  knowledge  and  understanding 
so  far  surpass  the  usual  knowledge  and 
understanding  of  men.  It  is  not  usual 
with  us,  corrupted  wretches  of  civil- 
ization, to  find  gentlemen  like  yourself, 
possessors,  as  you  are,  of  immense  fortune 
—at  least,  so  it  is  said — and  I  beg  you  to 
observe  that  I  do  not  inquire,  I  merely 
repeat ;— it  is  not  usual,  I  say,  for  such 
privileged  and  wealthy  beings  to  waste 
their  time  in  speculations  on  the  state  of 
society,  in  philosophical  reveries,  intetuled 


at  best  to  console  those  whom  fate  has 
disinlierited  from  the  goods  of  this  world," 
■•Really,  sir,"  retorted  the  count, 
"have  you  attained  the  eminent  situation 
in  which  you  are,  without  having  admit- 
ted, or  even  without  having  met  with  ex- 
ceptions ?  and  do  you  never  use  your  eyes, 
which  nmst  have  acquired  sorauch/i/iesse 
and  certainty,  to  divine,  at  a  glance,  the 
kind  of  man  who  has  come  before  j^ou  ? 
Should  not  a  magistrate  be  not  mereh' 
the  best  administrator  of  the  law,  but  the 
most  craft}^  expounder  of  the  chicanerx' 
of  his  profession,  a  steel  probe  to  search 
hearts,  a  touchstone  to  try  the  gold  which 
in  each  soul  is  mingled  with  more  or  less 
of  alloy  ?" 

"  Sir,"  said  Villefort,  "upon  my  word, 
you  overcome  me.  I  really  never  heard  a 
person  speak  as  you  do." 

"  Because  you  remain  eternally  encir- 
cled in  a  round  of  general  conditions,  and 
have  never  dared  to  raise  your  wing  into 
those  upper  spheres  which  God  has  peo- 
pled with  invisible  or  marked  beings." 
"And  you  allow^  then,  sir,  that 
spheres  exist,  and  that  these  marked  and 
invisible  beings  mingle  among  us?  " 

"  Why  should  the}^  not  ?  Can  you  see 
the  air  you  breathe,  and  yet  without 
which  you  could  not  for  a  moment 
exist?"' 

"  Then  we  do  not  see  those  beings  to 
whom  3'ou  allude  ?  " 

"  Yes,  we  do  ;  you  see  them  whenever 
God  pleases  to  allow  them  to  assume  a 
material  form.  You  touch  them,  come 
in  contact  with  them,  speak  to  them,  and 
they  reply  to  you." 

""^Ah  !  "  said  Villefort,  smiling,  "I 
confi'ss  I  should  like  to  be  warned  when 
one  of  these  beings  is  in  contact  with  me." 
"You  have  been  served  as  you  desire, 
monsieur,  for  you  have  been  warned  just 
now,  and  I  now  again  warn  you  " 

"Then  you  yourself  are  one  of  these 
marked  beings  ?  " 

"Yes,  monsieur.  I  believe  so  ;  for  until 
now,  no  man  has  found  himself  in  a  posi- 
tion similar  to  mine.  The  dominions  of 
kings  are  limited  either  by  mountains  or 
rivers,  or  a  change  of  mannei^s.  or  an 
alteration  of   language.     My  kingdom  is 
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bounded  only  hy  the  world,  for  I  am 
neither  an  Italian,  nor  a  Frenchman,  nor 
a  Hindoo,  noi'  an  American,  nor  a  Span- 
iard— I  am  a  cosmopolite.  No  country 
can  say  it  saw  m}'  birth.  God  alone 
knows  what  countr}'^  will  see  me  die.  I 
adopt  all  customs,  speak  all  lang-uag-es, . 
You  believe  me  to  be  a  Frenchman,  for  1 
speak  French  with  the  same  facility  and 
purity  as  j^ourself.  Well,  Ali,  my  Nu- 
bian, believes  me  to  be  an  Arab  ;  Bertuc- 
cio,  my  steward,  takes  me  for  a  Roman  ; 
Haydee,  niy  slave,  thinks  me  a  Greek. 
You  may,  therefore,  comprehend,  that 
being-  of  no  country,  asking  no  protection 
from  any  g-overnment,  acknowledging  no 
man  as  my  brother,  not  one  of  the  scru- 
ples that  arrest  the  powerful,  or  the 
obstacles  which  paralyze  the  weak,  para- 
lyze or  arrest  me.  I  have  only  two  ad- 
versaries— I  will  not  saj'-  two  conquerors, 
for  with  perseverance  I  subdue  even  them, 
though  they  are  time  and  distance.  There 
is  a  third,  and  the  most  terrible — that  is 
m3'  condition  as  a  mortal  being.  This 
alone  can  stop  me  in  my  onward  career, 
and  before  I  have  attained  the  goal  at 
wliich  I  aim,  for  all  tlic  rest  I  have  cal- 
culated. What  men  call  the  chances  of 
fate — namely,  ruin,  change,  circumstances 
— I  have  anticipated  them  all ;  and  if  any 
of  these  should  overtake  me,  yet  they  will 
not  overwhelm  me.  Unless  I  die,  I  shall 
always  be  Avhat  1  am,  and  therefore  it  is 
that  I  utter  the  things  j'ou  have  never 
heard,  even  from  the  mouths  of  kings — 
for  kings  have  need,  and  other  persons 
have  fear  of  you.  For  who  is  there  who 
does  not  say  to  himself,  in  society  as  in- 
congruously organized  as  ours,  '  Perhaps 
some  day  I  shall  have  to  do  with  the 
procureur  du  roi  ?  '  " 

"  But  can  you  not  say  that,  sir  ?  For 
the  moment  you  become  an  inliabitant  of 
France,  you  are  naturally  sunjected  to 
the  French  law." — "I  know  it,  sir,"  re- 
phcd  Monte-Cristo  ;  *'  but  when  I  visit  a 
country  I  begin  to  study,  by  all  the  means 
which  are  available,  the  men  from  whom 
I  may  have  anylhing*  to  hope  or  to  fear, 
until  I  know  thorn  as  well,  perhaps  bet- 
ter, than  they  know  themselves.  It  fol- 
lows from  this  t  hat  the  procureur  du  roi, 


be  he  who  he  may,  with  whom  I  should 
have  to  deal,  would  assuredly  be  more 
embarrassed  than  I  should." 

"  That  is  to  say,"  replied  Villefort, 
with  hesitation,  *'  that  human  nature  be- 
ing weak,  every  man,  according  to  3-our 
creed,  has  committed  faults." — "Faults 
or  crimes,"  responded  Monte-Cristo,  with 
a  negligent  air. 

'•  And  that  you  alone,  among  the  men 
whom  you  do  not  recog-nize  as  your 
brothers — for  you  have  said  so,"  observed 
Villefort,  in  a  tone  that  faltered  some- 
what— "you  alone  are  perfect." 

"No,  not  perfect,"  was  the  count's 
reply;  "only  impenetrable,  that's  all. 
But  let  us  leave  off  this  strain,  sir,  if  the 
tone  of  it  is  displeasing  to  you  ;  I  am  no 
more  disturbed  by  your  justice  than  are 
you  by  my  second-sight." 

"No!  no  !— by  no  means,"  said  Ville- 
fort, who  was  afraid  of  seeming  to  aban- 
don his  ground.  "No;  by. j-our  brilliant 
and  almost  sublime  conversation  j-ou  have 
elevated  me  above  the  ordinary'  level ;  we 
no  long-er  talk,  Ave  rise  to  dissertation. 
But  you  know  how  the  theologians  in 
their  'colleg"iate  chair  and  philosophers  in 
their  controversies  occasionally  say  cruel 
truths ;  let  us  suppose  for  the  moment 
that  we  are  theologizing-  in  a  social  way. 
or  even  philosophicall}^  and  I  will  say  to 
you,  rude  as  it  may  seem,  'M3'  brother, 
you  sacrifice  greatly  to  pride ;  j'ou  may 
be  above  others,  but  above  you  there  is 
God.'" 

"Above  us  all,  sir,"  was  Monte-Crist  o's 
response,  in  a  tone  and  with  an  emphasis 
so  deep  that  Villefort  involuntarily  shud- 
dered. "I  have  my  pride  for  men — ser- 
pents always  ready  to  ei-ect  themselves 
against  every  one  who  maj'  pass  without 
ci'ushing  them.  But  I  lay  aside  that  pride 
before  God.  who  has  taken  me  from  notli- 
ing  to  make  me  what  I  am." 

"Then,  M.  le  Comte,  I  admire  you," 
said  Villefort,  who.  for  the  first  time  in 
tbis  strange  convej-sation.  used  tliearisto- 
cnilical  foi'm  to  the  unknown  personage, 
whom,  until  now,  he  had  only  called  mon- 
sieur. "  Yes.  and  I  say  to  yon,  if  you 
are  really  strong,  really  superior,  really 
pious,  or  impenetrable,  which  you   were 
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rio-ht  in  saying  amounts  to  the  same  thing- 
—yet  be  proud,  sir,  that  is  the  character- 
istic of  predominance— yet  you  have  un- 
questionably some  ambition." 

"  I  have,  sir." — ''And  what  may  it  be  ?" 

"  I  too,  as  happens  to  every  man  once 
in  his  Ufe,  have  been  taken  by  Satan  into 
the  higliest  mountain  in  the  earth,  and 
wlien  there  lie  showed  me  all  the  kingdoms 
of  the  earth,  and  as  he  said  before,  so  said 
he  to  me,  'Child  of  earth,  what  wouldst 
thou  liave  to  make  thee  adore  me  ?  '  I  re- 
flected long,  for  a  gnawing  ambition  had 
long  preyed  upon  me,  and  then  I  replied, 
'  Listen— I  have  always  heard  tell  of 
Providence,  and  yet  I  have  never  seen 
Him,  nor  anything  that  resembles  Him, 
or  which  can  make  me  believe  that  He 
exists.  I  wish  to  be  Providence  myself, 
for  I  feel  that  the  most  beautiful,  noblest, 
most  sublime  thing  in  the  world,  is  to  rec- 
ompense and  punish.'  Satan  bowed  his 
head,  and  groaned.  'You  mistake,'  he 
said;  'Providence  does  exist,  only  you 
have  never  seen  Him,  because  the  child  of 
God  is  as  invisible  as  the  parent.  You 
have  seen  nothing  that  resembles  Him, 
because  He  works  by  secret  springs,  and 
moves  by  hidden  ways.  All  I  can  do  for 
you  is  to  make  you  one  of  the  agents  of 
that  Providence.'  The  bargain  was  con- 
cluded. I  may  sacrifice  my  soul,  but  what 
matters  it?"  added  Monte-Cristo.  "If 
the  thing  were  to  do  again,  I  would  again 
do  it."  Villefort  looked  at  Monte-Cristo 
with  extreme  amazement.  "  Monsieur  le 
Comte,"  he  inquired,  "have  you  any  re- 
lations ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  I  am  alone  in  the  world." 

"So    much    the    worse." 

*'  Why  ?  "  asked  Monte-Cristo. 

"Because  then  you  might  witness  a 
spectacle  calculated  to  break  down  your 
pride.  You  say  you  fear  nothing  but 
death?" 

"I  did  not  say  that  I  feared  it;  I  only 
said  that  that  alone  could  check  me." 

"And  old  age." 

"  My  end  will  be  achieved  bcfon^  I  grow 
old." — "  And  madness." 

"I  have  b«'en  nearly  mad;  and  you 
know  tlie  axiom— »o;/  his  in  iiirni.  It  is 
an    axiou\    of   criminal    law.    and,    conso- 


quenth',  j^ou  understand  its  full  applica- 
tion."— "Sir,"  continued  Villefort,  --there 
is  something  to  fear  besides  death,  old 
age,  and  madness.  For  instance,  there 
is  apoplex}' —  that  lightning-stroke  which 
strikes  but  does  not  destroy-  you,  and  yet 
after  which  all  is  ended.  You  are  still 
yourself  as  now,  and  3-et  you  are  3'ourself 
no  longer;  you  who,  like  Ariel,  touch  on 
the  angelic,  are  but  an  inert  mass,  which, 
like  Caliban,  touches  on  the  brutal ;  and 
this  is  called  in  human  tongues,  as  I 
tell  yoyi,  neither  more  nor  less  than  apo- 
plexy. Come,  if  so  you  will,  M.  le  Comte, 
and  continue  this  conversation  at  my 
house,  any  day  you  may  be  willing  to  see 
an  adversary  capable  of  understanding 
and  anxious  to  refute  you,  and  I  will  show 
you  my  father,  M.  Noirtier  de  Villefort, 
one  of  the  most  fiery  Jacobins  of  the 
French  Revolution  ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
most  remarkable  audacity-,  seconded  by  a 
most  powerful  organization — a  man  who, 
perhaps,  has  not,  liko  yourself,  seen  all 
the  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  but  who  has 
helped  to  overturn  one  of  the  most  pow- 
erful ;  in  fact,  a  man  who,  like  you,  be- 
lieved himself  one  of  the  envoys — not  of 
God — but  of  a  Supreme  Being  :  not  of 
Providence— but  of  Fate.  Well,  sir,  the 
rupture  of  a  blood-vessel  on  the  lobe  of 
the  brain  has  destroyed  all  this — not  in  a 
day,  not  in  an  hour — but  in  a  second.  M. 
Noirtier,  who,  on  the  previous  night,  was 
the  old  Jticobin,  the  old  senator,  the 
old  Carbonaro.  laughing  at  the  guil- 
lotine, laughing  at  the  cannon,  laugh- 
ing at  the  dagger — M.  Noirtier.  play- 
ing with  revolutions — M.  Noirtier.  for 
whom  France  was  a  vast  chess-board, 
fi-om  which  pawns,  rooks,  knights,  and 
queens  were  to  disappear,  so  that  the  king 
was  checkmated  — :M.  Noirtier,  so  re- 
doubted, was  the  next  morning  poor  M. 
Noirtier,  the  helpless  old  man.  at  the  ten- 
der mercies  of  the  weakest  creature  in  the 
household,  that  is,  his  grandchild.  Valen- 
tine :  a  d\inib  and  frozen  carcass,  in  fact. 
who  only  lives  without  sutTering.  that 
time  may  be  given  to  his  frame  to  do- 
compose  without  his  consciousness  of  his 
decay." 

"  Alas,  sir  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo.  ''this 
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spectacle  is  neither  stratig-e  to  my  eyo.  nor 
my  thought.  I  am  something-  of  a  physi- 
cian, and  have,  like  my  fellows,  sought 
more  than  once  for  the  soul  in  living-  and 
in  dead  matter ;  3'et,  like  Providence,  it 
has  remained  invisible  to  my  eyes,  al- 
thoug-|]  present  to  my  heart.  A  hundred 
writers  since  Socrates,  Seneca,  St.  Aug-us- 
tin,  and  Gall,  have  made,  in  verse  and 
prose,  the  comparison  you  have  made, 
and  3'et  I  can  well  understand  that  a 
father's  sufferings  ma}'  effect  great 
changes  in  the  mind  of  a  son.  I  will  call 
on  3'OU,  sir,  since  you  bid  me  contemplate, 
for  the  advantage  of  my  pride,  this  ter- 
rible spectacle,  which  must  spread  so 
much  sorrow  throughout  your  house." 

"It  would  have  done  so  unquestion- 
ably, had  not  God  given  me  so  large  a 
compensation.  In  presence  of  the  old 
man,  who  is  dragging  his  way  to  the 
tomb,  are  two  children  just  entering  into 
life — Valentine,  the  daughter  b}'  my  first 
wife.  Mademoiselle  Renee  deSaint-Meran, 
and  Edward,  the  boy  whose  life  you  have 
this  day  saved." 

"  And  what  is  your  deduction  from  this 
compensation,  sir?"  inquired  Monte- 
Cristo. — "  M3'  deduction  is,"  rephed  Vil- 
lefort,  "  that  m}'-  fatlier,  led  awa}'  by  his 
passions,  has  committed  some  fault  un- 
known to  human  justice,  but  marked  by 
the  justice  of  God.  That  God,  desirous 
in  His  mercy  to  punish  but  one  person, 
has  visited  this  justice  on  him  alone." 

Monte-Cristo,  with  a  smile  on  his  lips, 
had  3'et  a  groan  at  his  lieart,  which  would 
have  made  Villefort  fl.y  had  he  but  heard 
it.  "Adieu,  sir,"  said  the  magistrate, 
who  had  risen  from  liis  seat ;  "  I  leave 
you,  bearing  a  remembrance  of  you — a  re- 
membrance of  esteem,  which  I  hope  will 
not  be  disagreeable  to  you  when  you  know 
me  better  ;  for  I  am  not  a  man  to  bore 
my  friends,  as  you  will  learn.  Besides, 
you  have  made  an  eternal  friend  of 
Madame  do  Villefort."  The  count  bowed 
and  contented  himself  with  seeing  Ville- 
foi't  to  the  dooi-  of  his  cabinet,  the  pro- 
cureur  being  escorted  to  his  ca.rriag<?  by 
two  footmen,  who,  on  a  signal  from  thtiir 
master,  followed  him  with  every  mark  of 
attention.     When  he  had   gone,  Monte- 


Cristo    drew    a    hard    breath    from    his 
oppressed  bosom,  and  said  : 

"Enough  of  this  poison,  let  me  now 
seek  the  antidote."  Then,  sounding  his 
bell,  he  said  to  Ali,  who  entered  :  "  I  am 
going  to  madame's  chamber — have  the 
carriage  ready  at  one  o'clock." 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

HAYDEE. 

It  will  be  recollected  that  the  new,  or 
rather  old  acquaintances  of  the  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo,  residing  in  the  Rue  Meslay, 
were  no  other  than  Maximilian,  Julie  and 
Emmanuel.  The  very  anticipations  of  de- 
light to  be  enjo3'ed  in  his  forthcoming 
visits — the  bright,  pure  gleam  of  heaven- 
13'^  happiness  it  diffused  over  the  almost 
deadly  warfare  in  which  he  had  volun- 
taril3'  engaged,  illumined  his  whole  coun- 
tenance with  a  look  of  ineffable  jo}'^  and 
calmness,  as,  immediatel}'  after  the  de- 
paiture  of  Villefort,  his  thoughts  flew 
back  to  the  cheering  prospect  befo»-e  him, 
of  tasting,  at  least,  a  brief  respite  from 
the  fierce  and  storm}' passions  of  his  mind. 
Even  Ali,  who  had  hastened  to  obey  the 
count's  summons,  went  forth  from  his 
master's  presence  in  charmed  amazement 
at  the  unusual  animation  and  pleasure 
depicted  on  features  ordinarily  so  stern 
and  cold  ;  while,  as  though  dreading  to 
put  to  flight  the  agreeable  ideas  hovering 
over  his  patron's  meditations,  whatever 
they  were,  the  faithful  Nubian  walked  on 
tiptoe  toward  the  door,  holding  his  breath 
lest  its  faintest  sound  should  dissipate  his 
master's  liapp}'  reverie. 

It  was  the  hour  of  noon,  and  Monte- 
Cristo  had  set  apart  one  hour  to  be 
passed  in  the  apai-tments  of  Haydee ;  as 
though  his  si)-long-crushed  spirit  could 
not  all  at  once  admit  the  feeling  of  pure 
and  unmixed  jov,  but  i-equired  a  gradual 
successio!!  of  calm  and  gentle  emotions  to 
prepare  his  mind  to  receive  full  and  per- 
fect, happiness,  in  the  same  manner  as 
ordinarN'  nalut-es  demand  to  be  imired  b}' 
degrees  to  the  reception  of  strong  or 
violent,  sensations.  The  3'oung  Greek,  as 
w(!  have  alread}'  stated,  occupied  apart- 
ments wholly'  unconnected  with  those  of 
the   count.     The   rooms  had   been    fitted 
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up  in  strict  accordance  with  the  Eastern 
style;  that  is  to  say,  the  floors  were  cov- 
ered with  the  richest  carpets  Turkey  could 
produce;  the  walls  hung-  w-iLh  brocaded 
silk  of  the  most  mag-nificent  desigrns  and 
texiure;  while,  around  each  chamber, 
luxurious  divans  were  placed,  with  piles 
of  soft  and  yielding  cushions,  that  needed 
only  to  be  arranged  at  the  pleasure  or 
convenience  of  such  as  sought  repose. 
Ha.ydee's  female  establishment  consisted 
of  three  French  attendants,  and  a  fourth, 
who  was,  like  herself,  a  native  of  the 
climes  of  Greece.  The  three  first  re- 
mained constantly  in  a  small  waiting- 
room,  ready  to  obey  the  first  sound  of  a 
small  golden  bell,  or  to  receive  the  orders 
of  the  Romaic  slave,  who  just  knew  suf- 
ficient French  to  be  enabled  to  transmit 
her  mistress's  orders  to  the  three  other 
waiting-women,  who  had  received  most 
peremptory  instructions  from  Monte- 
Cristo  to  treat  Haydee  with  all  the 
respect  and  deference  thej^  would  ob- 
serve to  a  queen. 

The  fair  Greek  herself  generally  passed 
her  time  in  the  apartment  forming  the 
extremity  of  the  suite  of  rooms  assigned 
to  her.  It  was  a  species  of  boudoir,  cir- 
cular, and  liglited  onl3'^  from  the  top, 
which  consisted  of  pale  pink  glass.  Hay- 
dee  was  reclining  upon  soft  downy  cush- 
ions, covered  with  blue  satin  spotted  with 
silver  ;  her  head,  supported  by  one  of  her 
exquisitely  molded  arms,  rested  on  the 
divan  immediately  behind  her,  while  the 
other  was  employed  in  adjusting  to  her 
lips  the  coral  tube  of  a  rich  narguillah, 
whose  flexible  pipe,  placed  amid  the  cool- 
est and  most  fragrant  essences,  permitted 
not  the  perfumed  vapor  to  ascend  until 
fully  impregnated  with  the  rich  odors  of 
the  most  delicious  flowers.  Her  atlitude, 
though  perfectly  natural  for  an  Eastern 
female,  would  have  been  deemed  too  full 
of  coquettish  straining  after  effect  in  a 
European.  Her  dress,  which  was  that  of 
the  women  of  Epirus,  consisted  of  a  pair 
of  white  satin  trousers,  embroidered  with 
pink  roses,  displaying  feet  so  exquisitely 
formed  and  so  delicately  fair,  that  they 
might  well  have  been  taken  for  Parian 
marble,  had  not.  the  eve  been  undeceived 


by  their  constantly  shifting  in  and  out  of 
the  fairy-like  slippers  in  which  they  were 
encased  ;  these  tiny  coverings  were  beau- 
tifully ornamented  with  gold  and  pearls 
and  turned  up  at  the  point ;  a  blue  and 
white-striped  vest,  with  long  open  sleeves, 
trimmed  with  silver  loops  and  buttons  of 
pearls.  She  also  wore  a  species  of  bodice, 
which,  closing  only  from  the  center  to  the 
waist,  exhibited  the  whole  of  the  ivor^'- 
throat  and  upper  part  of  the  bosom  ; 
three  magnificent  diamond  clasps  fast- 
ened it  where  requisite.  The  junction  of 
the  bodice  and  drawers  was  entirely  con- 
cealed b\'  one  of  those  many-colored  scarfs 
whose  brilliant  hues  and  rich  silken  fringe 
have  rendered  them  so  precious  in  the 
eyes  of  Parisian  belles.  A  small  cap  of 
gold  embroidered  with  pearls  was  placed 
with  tasteful  elegance  on  one  side  of  the 
fair  Greek's  head  ;  while,  on  the  other,  a 
natural  rose,  of  that  dark  crimson,  almost 
inclining  to  purple,  mingled  its  glowing 
colors  with  the  luxuriant  masses  of  her 
hair,  which,  for  jetty  luster,  outrivaled 
the  raven's  wing.  The  extreme  beauty  of 
the  countenance,  that  shone  forth  in  love- 
liness that  mocked  the  vain  attempts  of 
dress  to  augment  it,  was  peculiarly  and 
purely  Grecian  :  there  were  the  large, 
dark,  melting  eyes,  the  fineh'-formed  nose, 
the  coral  lips,  and  pearly  teeth,  that  be- 
longed to  her  race  and  country.  And  to 
complete  the  whole,  Haydee  was  in  the 
very  springtide  and  fullness  of  youthful 
charms — she  had  not  j'et  numbered  more 
than  eigliteen  summers. 

Upon  Monte-Cristo  entering  the  apart- 
ments of  the  fair  girl,  ho  summoned  hi-r 
Greek  attendant,  and  bade  her  inquire 
whether  it  would  be  agreeable  to  her  mis- 
tress to  receive  his  visit.  Haydee's  only 
reply  was  to  direct  her  servant  by  a  sign 
to  withdraw  the  tapestried  curtain  that 
hung  before  the  door  of  her  boudoir,  the 
frame-work  of  the  opening  tinis  made 
serving  as  a  sort  of  border  to  t  lie  grace- 
ful tableau  presented  by  the  picturesque 
attitude  and  appearance  of  Haydee.  As 
Monte-Crislo  approached,  she  leaned  upon 
the  elbow  of  the  arm  that  held  the  nar- 
guillah, and  extending  to  liim  her  other 
hand,  said,  with   a   smile  of  captivating 
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sweetness,  in  the  sonorous  lang-uag"e  spoken 
b}'-  the  females  of  Athens  and  Sparta, 
''Wh\'  demand  permission  ere  you  enter? 
Are  3'ou  no  Ioniser  my  master,  or  have  I 
ceased  to  be  your  slave  ?  "  Monte-Cristo 
returned  her  smile.  "^  Haydee,"  said  he, 
"  you  well  know." — "  Why  do  3'ou  address 
me  so  coldly — so  distantl}^?"  asked  the 
fair  Greek.  '•  Have  I  b3-  any  means  dis- 
pleased 3'ou  ?  Oh,  if  so,  punish  me  as  3^ou 
will;  but  do  not — do  not  speak  to  me  in 
tones  and  manner  so  formal  and  con- 
strained !  " 

"  Listen  to  me,  Haydee,"  replied  the 
count.  ''I  was  about  to  remind  you  of  a 
circumstance  you  arc  perfectly  acquainted 
■with  ;  namely',  that  we  are  now  in  France, 
and  that  3'ou  are  consequently  free  !  " 

''Free  !  "  repeated  the  fair  girl.  "Of 
what  use  Avould  freedom  be  to  me?  "' 

"  It  would  enable  you  to  quit  me." 

''  Quit  you  !  Wherefore  should  I  do 
so?" — -'That  is  not  for  me  to  say ;  but 
we  are  now  about  to  mix  in  society — to 
visit  and  be  visited." 

"  I  desire  to  see  no  one  but  yourself." 

"  Nay,  but  hear  me,  Haydee.  You  can- 
not remain  in  seclusion  in  the  midst  of  this 
gay  capital ;  and  should  j'ou  see  one  wiiom 
you  could  prefer,  think  not  I  would  be  so 
selfish  or  unjust  as  to — " 

"  No,  no  !  "  answered  Ha3'dee,  with  en- 
ergetic warmth,  "  that  can  never  be.  No 
man  could  appear  charming  in  my  eyes 
but  yourself.  None  save  3'ourself  and  my 
father  have  ever  possessed  my  affection  ; 
nor  will  it  be  bestowed  upon   an3'^  other." 

"M3' poor  child  !  "  replied  Monte-Cristo, 
''that  is  merely  because  your  father  and 
m3\self  are  the  onl3'  men  with  whom  3-ou 
have  ever  conversed." 

"  And  what  care  I  for  all  otheis  in  tlic 
world  !  M3'  father  called  ma  his  joy — 3'ou 
st3'lc  me  3'our  love — and  both  of  you  he- 
stowed  on  me  the  endearing 'appellation 
of  your  cJiild!" — "Do  you  remember 
your  father.  Haydee  ?  "  The  young  Greek 
-miled.  *'  He  is  heie,  and  here,"  said  she, 
touching  her  eyes  and  her  heart.  "And 
wlM>re  am  I?"  iiKjuired  Monte-Cristo, 
laughinglx'. 

"  You  ?  "  cried  she,  with  tones  of  tliriil- 
ing   tenderness,  "you  are  eveiywluire  !  " 


Monte-Cristo  took  the  delicate  hand  of 
the  3-oung  girl  in  his,  and  was  about  to 
raise  it  to  his  lips,  when  the  simple  child 
of  nature  hastil3'^  withdrew  it,  and  pre- 
sented her  fair  cheek  instead.  "You  now 
understand,  Ha3^dee,"  said  the  count, 
"that  from  this  moment  3'ou  are  abso- 
lutelv'  free ;  that  here  3'ou  exercise  un- 
limited swa3^,  and  are  at  libert3^  to  la3' 
aside  or  continue  the  costume  of  3^our 
countr3',  as  it  ma3'  suit  your  inclination. 
Within  this  mansion  3'ou  are  absolute  mis- 
tress of  3'our  actions,  and  ma3^  go  abroad 
or  remain  in  3our  apartments  as  may 
seem  most  agreeable  to  3'^ou.  A  cari-iage 
waits  your  orders,  and  Ali  and  M3'rta  will 
accompan3^  3'ou  whithersoever  you  desire 
to  go.  There  is  but  one  favor  I  would 
entreat  of  3'ou." — "Oh,  speak  !  " 

"'  Preserve  most  carefull3^  the  secret  of 
your  birth.  Make  no  allusion  to  the  past ; 
nor  upon  an3'  occasion  be  induced  to  pro- 
nounce the  names  of  3'our  illustrious  father 
or  ill-fated  mother  !  " — "  I  have  alread3' 
told  m3'  lord  it  is  not  ni3^  intention  to  hold 
converse  with  an3^  one  save  himself." 

"  It  is  possible,  Hax'dee,  that  so  perfect 
a  seclusion,  though  conformable  with  the 
habits  and  customs  of  the  East,  ma3''  not 
be  practicable  in  Paris.  Endeavor,  then, 
to  accustom  3'ourself  to  our  manner  of  liv- 
ing in  these  northern  climes,  as  3-ou  did 
to  those  of  Rome,  Florence,  Milan,  and 
Madrid  ;  it  ma3'  be  useful  to  you  one  of 
these  days,  whether  3'ou  remain  here  or 
return  to  the  East."  The  fair  girl  raised 
her  tearful  eves  toward  jMonte-Cristo.  as 
she  said  witli  touching  earnestness,  "My 
loi'd  would  mean  whether  ire  return  to  the 
East  oi"  continue  here,  would  he  not?  " 

"My  ciiild,"  returned  Monte-Cristo, 
"you  know  full  well,  that  whenever  we 
part,  it  will  b(>  by  no  fault  or  wish  of  mine  : 
the  tree  forsakes  not  the  blossom  tliat  em- 
bellishes it— it  is  the  flower  1  hat  falls  from 
the  tree  on  which  it  grew." 

"  M\'  lord,"  n^plied  HayiUM',  "  never  will 
I  quit  vou,  for  sure  I  am  I  could  not  exist 
if  banishetl  3'our-  presence;  alas!  what 
would  life  be  worth  tluMi?" — "  M3'  poor 
girl,  3'OU  foi-get  that  ten  3-ears  will  effect 
an  cssent.iall3'  different  change  in  both  of 
us  ;  to  you  that  space  of  time  will  bring 
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but  the  perfection  of  womanlj-  graces, 
while  it  will  wrinkle  1113'  brows  and  change 
mj'  hair  to  gray." 

'-'My  father  had  numbered  sixty  years, 
and  the  snows  of  age  were  on  his  head, 
but  I  admired  and  loved  him  far  better 
than  all  the  gay,  handsome  youths  I  saw 
about  his  court."—"  Then  tell  me,  Hay- 
dee,  do  you  believe  you  shall  be  able  to  ac- 
I  custom  3^ourself  to  our  present  mode  of 
'         life  ?"— "  Shall  I  see  you  ?"— "Every  day. " 

"  Then  what  does  my  lord  apprehend 
for  me  ?  " — "  I  fear  your  growing  weary." 

"Nay,  ni}''  lord  that  cannot  be.  In  the 
morning,  1  shall  rejoice  in  the  prospect  of 
your  coming,  and  in  the  evening  dwell 
with  delight  on  the  happiness  I  have  en- 
joj'ed  in  3''Qur  presence;  then,  too,  when 
alone,  I  can  call  forth  mighty  pictures  of 
the  past,  see  vast  horizons  bounded  only 
by  the  towering  mountains  of  Find  us  and 
Olympus.  Oh,  believe  me,  that  wlien 
three  great  passions,  such  as  sorrow,  love, 
and  gratitude,  fill  the  heart,  ennui  can 
find  no  place." — "You  are  a  worthy 
(laughter  of  Epirus,  Haydee,  and  your 
charming  and  "poetical  ideas  prove  well 
your  descent  from  that  race  of  goddesses 
who  claim  j^our  country  as  their  birth- 
place ;  depend  on  my  care  to  see  that  your 
youth  is  not  blighted,  or  suffered  to  pass 
awaj'  in  ungenial  solitude  ;  and  of  this  be 
well  assured,  that  if  you  love  me  as  a 
father,  I,  in  my  turn,  feel  for  you  all  the 
affection  of  the  fondest  parent." 

"  Let  not  my  lord  be  deceived  ;  the  love 
I  bear  you  resembles  in  no  degree  n\y  feel- 
ings toward  my  father ;  I  survived  his 
death  ;  but  were  any  evil  to  befall  you, 
the  moment  in  which  I  learned  the  fat:il 
tidings  would  be  the  last  of  my  life."  The 
count,  with  a  look  of  indescribable  tender- 
ness, extended  his  hand  to  the  animated 
speaker,  who  carried  it  reverently  and 
affectionately  to  hei*  lips.  Moute-Cristo. 
thus  soothed  and  calmed  into  a  befitting 
state  of  mind  to  pay  his  visit  to  tlie  Mor- 
rels,  departed,  murmuring  as  he  went 
these  Hues  of  Pindar,  "  Youth  is  a  flower 
of  which  love  is  (he  fruit ;  liappy  is  he 
who,  after  having  watchetl  its  silent 
growt.h.  is  permittod  to  gather  ami  call  it 
his  own."    The  carriage  was  prepared  ac- 


cording to  orders,  and  stepping  lighth' 
into  it,  the  count  drove  off  at  his  usual 
rapid  pace. 

CHAPTER  L. 

THE  MORREL  FAMILY. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  the  count  reached 
No.  7  in  the  Rue  Meslay.  The  house  was 
of  white  stone,  and  in  a  small  court  before 
it  were  two  small  beds  full  of  beautiful 
flowers.  In  the  concierge  that  opened  the 
gate  the  count  recognized  Codes  ;  but  as 
he  had  but  one  eye,  and  that  eye  had  con- 
siderably weakened  in  the  course  of  nine 
years.  Codes  did  not  so  readily  recognize 
the  count.  The  carriages  that  drove  up  to 
the  door  were  compelled  to  turn,  to  avoid 
a  fountain  that  played  in  a  basin  of  rock- 
work,  in  which  sported  a  quantity  of  gold 
and  silver  fishes,  an  ornament  that  had 
excited  the  jealousy  of  the  whole  quarter, 
and  had  gained  for  the  house  the  appella- 
tion of  "  le  Petit  Versailles."  The  house, 
raised  above  the  kitchens  and  cellars,  had, 
besides  the  ground-floor,  two  stories  and 
attics.  The  whole  of  the  property,  con- 
sisting of  an  immense  workshop,  two  pa- 
vilions at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  and 
the  garden  itself,  had  been  purchased  by 
Emmanuel,  who  had  seen  at  a  glance  that 
he  could  make  a  profitable  speculation  of 
it.  He  liad  reserved  the  house  and  half 
the  garden,  and  building  a  wall  between 
the  garden  and  the  workshops,  had  let 
them  upon  lease  with  the  pavilions  at  the 
bottom  of  the  garden.  So  that  for  a  trif- 
ling sum  he  was  as  'well  lodged,  and  as 
perfectly  shut  out  from  observation,  as 
the  inhabitants  of  the  finest  hotel  in  the 
Faubourg  St.  Germain.  The  breakfast- 
room  was  of  oak  ;  the  salon  of  mahogany 
and  blue  velvet :  the  bedroom  of  citron- 
wood  and  green  damask:  there  was  a 
stud3'  for  Emmanuel,  who  never  studied, 
and  a  music-room  fen*  Julie,  wlio  never 
played.  The  whole  of  the  .second  story 
was  set  apart  for  Maximilian  :  it  was  i>iv- 
cisely  the  same  as  his  sister's  apartments, 
except  that  tlie  breakfast -parlor  was 
changed  into  a  billiard-room,  where  he 
received  liis  friends.  He  was  superintend- 
ing the  dressing  Ids  hoi'se.  and  smokmg 
his  cigar  at  the  entrance  of  the  garden, 
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when  the  count's  carriage  stopped  at  the 
door. 

Codes  opened  the  gate,  and  Baptistin, 
springing-  from  the  box,  inquired  whether 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Heibault  and  Mon- 
sieur Maximilian  Morrel  would  see  M.  le 
Comte  de  Monte-Ciisto.  "  M.  le  Comte 
de  Monte-Cristo  ?  "  cried  Morrel,  throw- 
ing away  liis  cigar  and  hastening  to  the 
carriage  ;  ''  I  should  think  we  would  see 
him.  Ah !  a  thousand  thanks,  M.  le 
Comte,  for  not  having  forgotten  j^our 
promise."  And  the  young  officer  shook 
the  count's  hand  so  warmly  that  the  lat- 
ter could  not  be  mistaken  as  to  the  sin- 
cerity of  his  joy,  and  he  saw  that  he  had 
been  expected  with  impatience  and  wns 
received  with  pleasure.  "Come,  come  !  " 
said  Maximilian,  "  I  will  serve  as  3'our 
guide  :  such  a  man  as  you  are  ought  not 
to  be  introduced  by  a  servant.  My  sister 
is  in  the  garden  plucking  the  dead  roses  ; 
ni}'  brother  reading  his  two  papers,  la 
Presse  and  les  Debats,  within  five  steps 
of  her,  for  wherever  j'ou  see  Madame 
Herbault,  3'^ou  have  only  to  look  within  a 
circle  of  four  yards  and  3'^ou  will  find  M. 
Emmanuel,  and  'reciprocally,'  as  thej'' 
say  at  the  Ecole  Pol3'technique."  At  the 
sound  of  their  steps  a  young  Avoman  of 
twenty  to  five-and-twenly,  dressed  in  a 
silk  robe-de-chambre,  and  busily  engaged 
in  plucking  the  dead  leaves  off  the  splen- 
did rose-tree,  raised  her  head.  This  fe- 
mah;  was  Julie,  who  had  become,  as  the 
clerk  of  the  house  of  Thomson  &  French 
had  predicted,  Madame  Emmanuel  Her- 
bault. She  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  at 
the  sight  of  a  stranger,  and  Maximilian 
began  to  laugh.  "Don't  disturb  your- 
self, Julie,"  said  he.  "M.  le  Comte  has 
onl3'  been  two  or  three  days  in  Paris,  but 
he  already  knows  what  a  woman  of  fash- 
ion of  the  ]\Iai-ais  is,  and  if  he  does  not, 
you  will  show  him." 

*'Aii,  monsieur!"  returned  Julie,  "it 
is  treason  in  my  brother  to  })ring  you 
thus,  but  he  n(;ver  lias  any  regard  for  his 
poor  sister.  Penclon  !  Penelon  !"  An  old 
man,  who  was  digging  busily  at  one  of 
the  beds  of  roses,  stuck  his  spade  in  the 
earth,  and  approached,  cap  in  liand,  and 
striving  to  conceal  a  quid  of  t()l)acco  ho 


had  just  thrust  into  his  cheek.  A  few 
locks  of  gray  mingled  with  his  hair,  which 
was  still  thick  and  matted,  while  his 
bronzed  features  and  determined  glance 
announced  the  old  sailor  who  had  braved 
the  heat  of  the  equator  and  the  storms 
of  the  tropics.  "  I  think  you  hailed  me, 
Mademoiselle  Julie  ?"  said  he.  Penelon 
had  still  preserved  the  habit  of  calling  his 
master's  daughter  "  Mademoiselle  Julie," 
and  had  never  been  able  to  change  the 
name  to  Madame  Herbault.  "  Penelon," 
replied  Julie,  "go  and  inform  M.  Em- 
manuel of  this  gentleman's  visit,  and 
Maximilian  will  conduct  him  to  the  sa- 
lon." Then,  turning  to  Monte-Cristo — 
"  I  hope  you  will  permit  me  to  leave  you 
for  a  few  minutes,"  continued  she;  and 
without  awaiting  any  replj^  disappeared 
behind  a  clump  of  trees,  and  entered  the 
house  b}'  a  lateral  alley. 

"I  am  sorry  to  see,"  observed  Monte- 
Cristo  to  Morrel,  "  that  I  cause  no  small 
disturbance  in  your  house.  "  —  "  Look 
there,"  said  Maximillian,  laughing;  '"there 
is  her  husband  changing  his  jacket  for  a 
coat.  I  assure  you,  you  are  well  known 
in  the  Rue  Meslay." 

"Your  famil}''  appears  to  me  a  very 
happy  one  !  "  said  the  count,  as  if  speaking 
to  himself. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  assure  you,  M.  le  Comte, 
they  want  nothing  that  can  render  tliem 
happy  ;  they  are  young  and  cheerful,  they 
are  tenderly  attached  to  each  other,  and 
with  twenty-five  thousand  francs  a  year 
the}'  fancy  themselves  as  rich  as  Roths- 
child, "  —  "  Five-  and  -  twenty  thousand 
francs  is  not  a  large  sum,  however,"  i-e- 
plied  Monte-Cristo,  with  a  tone  so  sweet 
and  gentle  that  it  went  to  Maximilian's 
heart  like  the  voice  of  a  father  ;  "but  they 
will  not  be  ct)ntent  with  that :  your 
brother-in-law  is  a  barrister?  a  doctor?" 

"  He  was  a  merchant,  M.  le  Comte,  and 
had  succeeded  to  the  business  of  my  poor 
father.  M.  Morrel,  at  his  death,  left  500,. 
000  francs  ($100,000),  which  were  divided 
between  my  sister  anil  myseir,  for  we  were 
his  only  children.  Her  husband,  wiio^ 
when  he  married  her,  had  no  other  patri- 
mony than  his  nobh;  probity,  his  flrst-rate 
ability,  and  his  spotless  reputation,  wished 
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to  possess  as  much  as  his  wife.  He  labored 
and  toiled  until  he  had  amassed  250,000 
francs;  six  years  sufficed  to  achieve  this 
object.  Oh,  I  assure  you,  M.  le  Comte, 
it  was  a  touching-  spectacle  to  see  these 
young- creatures,  destined  by  their  talents 
for  higher  stations,  toiling-  together,  and 
who,  unwilling  to  change  any  of  the  cus- 
toms of  their  paternal  house,  took  six 
years  to  accomplish  that  which  innovators 
would  have  effected  in  two  or  three.  Mar- 
seilles resounded  with  their  well-earned 
praises.  At  last,  one  day,  Emmanuel 
came  to  his  wife,  who  had  just  finished 
making  up  the  accounts.  'Julie,'  said  he 
to  her,  '  Codes  has  just  given  me  the  last 
rouleau  of  a  hundred  francs  ;  that  com- 
pletes the  250,000  francs  we  had  fixed  as 
the  limits  of  our  gains.  Can  you  content 
yourself  with  the  small  fortune  which  we 
shall  possess  for  the  future  ?  Listen  to 
me.  Our  house  transacts  business  to  the 
amount  of  a  million  a  year,  from  which  we 
derive  an  income  of  40,000  francs.  We 
can  dispose  of  the  business,  if  we  please,  in 
an  hour,  for  I  have  received  a  letter  from 
M.  Delaunay,  in  which  he  offers  to  pur- 
chase the  goodwill  of  the  house,  to  unite 
with  his  own,  for  300,000  francs.  Advise 
me  what  I  had  better  do.' — '  Emmanuel,' 
returned  my  sister,  '  the  house  of  Morrel 
can  only  be  carried  on  by  a  Morrel.  Is  it 
it  not  worth  300,000  francs  to  save  our 
father's  name  from  the  chances  of  evil 
fortune  and  failure  ?  ' — 'I  thought  so,'  re- 
plied Emmanuel  ;  '  but  I  wished  to  have 
your  advice.'—'  This  is  my  counsel :  Our 
accounts  are  made  up  and  our  bills  paid  ; 
all  we  have  to  do  is  to  stop  the  issue  of  any 
more,  and  close  our  office.'  This  was  done 
instantly.  It  was  three  o'clock  ;  at  a 
quarter  past,  a  merchant  presented  him- 
self to  insure  two  ships ;  it  was  a  clear 
profit  of  15,000  francs.  'Monsieur,'  said 
Emmanuel,  '  have  the  goodness  lo  address 
yourself  to  M.  Delaunay.  We  have  quitted 
business.'—'  How  long  ?  '  inquired  the  as- 
tonished merchant.  'A  quarter  of  an 
hour,'  was  the  r«>ply.  And  this  is  the 
reason,  monsieur,"  continm>d  Maximilian, 
"of  my  sister  and  brotlier-iu-law  liaving 
only  35,000  francs  a  year.-' 

Maximilian   had    scarcely    finished  his 


story,  during-  which  the  count's  heart 
had  seemed  ready  to  burst,  when  Em- 
manuel entered,  clad  in  a  hat  and  coat. 
He  saluted  the  count  with  the  air  of  a 
man  who  is  aware  of  the  rank  of  his 
guest ;  then,  after  having  led  Monte- 
Cristo  round  the  little  garden,  he  re- 
turned to  the  house.  A  large  vase  of 
Japan  porcelain,  filled  with  flowers  that 
impregnated  the  air  with  their  perfume, 
stood  in  the  salon.  Julie,  suitably 
dressed,  and  her  hair  arranged  (she  had 
accomplished  this  feat  in  less  than  ten 
minutes),  received  the  count  on  his  en- 
trance. The  songs  of  the  birds  were 
heard  in  an  aviary  hard  by— the  branches 
of  false  ebon^'  trees  and  rose  acacias 
forming  the  border  of  the  blue  velvet 
curtains.  Ever^-thing  in  this  charming 
retreat,  from  the  warble  of  the  biids  to 
the  smile  of  the  mistress,  breathed  tran- 
quillit}'  and  repose.  The  count  had  felt, 
fi'om  the  moment  he  entered  the  house, 
the  influence  of  this  happiness,  and  he 
remained  silent  and  pensive,  forgetting 
that  he  was  expected  to  recommence  t  he 
conversation,  which  had  ceased  after  the 
first  salutations  had  been  exchanged. 
He  perceived  the  pause,  and,  by  a  violent 
effort,  tearing  himself  from  his  pleasing 
reverie — "Madame,"  said  he  at  length. 
"  I  pray  you  to  excuse  my  emotion,  which 
must  astonish  you  who  aj'e  only  accus- 
tomed to  the  happiness  I  meet  here  ;  but 
satisfaction  is  so  new  a  sight  to  me  that 
I  could  never  be  weary  of  looking  at 
yourself  and  your  husband." 

"We  are  very  happy,  monsieur,''  n^ 
plied  Julie  ;  "  but  we  have  also  known 
unhappiness,  and  few  have  ever  under- 
gone more  bitter  sufferings  tiian  our- 
selves." The  count's  features  displayed 
an  expression  of  the  most  intense  curi- 
osity. 

"Oh,  all  this  is  a  family  history,  ns 
Chateau^Renaud  told  you  the  other  day," 
observed  Maximilian.  "  This  luimblo 
picture  would  have  but  little  interest  for 
you,  accustomed  as  you  are  to  behold  tlie 
pleasures  and  the  misfortunes  of  the 
wealthy  and  illustrious;  but  such  as  we 
are,  we  have  experienced  bitter  sor- 
rows."—" And  God    has    pouix-d    balm 
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into  your  wounds,  as  He  does  to  all  those 
who  are  in  affliction  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo, 
inquiringl}'. 

''Yes,  M.  le  Comte,"  returned  Julie, 
"we  may  indeed  say  He  has,  for  He  has 
done  for  us  what  He  grants  only  to  His 
chosen  ;  He  sent  us  one  of  His  ang-els." 
The  count's  checks  became  scarlet,  and 
he  coughed,  in  order  to  have  an  excuse 
for  putting-  his  handkerchief  to  his  mouth. 
"Those  born  to  wealth,  and  who  have 
the  means  of  gratifying  every  wish," 
said  Emmanuel,  "know  not  what  is  the 
real  happiness  of  life  :  just  as  those-  who 
have  been  tossed  on  the  stormy  waters  of 
the  ocean  on  a  few  frail  planks  can  alone 
estimate  the  value  of  a  clear  and  serene 
sky.-*' 

Monte-Cristo  rose,  and  without  making 
an3^  answer  (for  the  tremulousness  of 
his  voice  would  have  betrayed  liis  emo- 
tion) walked  up  and  down  the  apartment 
with  a  slow  step. 

"Our  magnificence  makes  you  smile, 
M.  le  Comte,"  said  Maximilian,  who  had 
followed  him  with  his  eyes. — "No,  no," 
returned  Monte-Cristo,  pale  as  death, 
pressing  one  hand  on  his  heart  to  still 
its  throbbings,  while  with  the  other  he 
pointed  to  a  crj'stal  cover,  beneath  which 
a  silken  purse  la^'  on  a  black  velvet 
cushion.  "I  was  wondering  what  could 
be  the  use  of  this  purse,  which  contains 
a  paper  at  one  end  and  at  the  other  a 
large  diamond."  —  "M.  le  Comte,"  re- 
plied Maximilian,  with  an  air  of  grav- 
ity, those  are  our  most  precious  famil3- 
treasures." 

"The  stone  seems  ver\-  briUiant,"  an- 
swered the  count. 

"Oh,  my  brother  does  not  allude  to  its 
value,  although  it  has  been  estimated  at 
100,000  francs  ($:iO,000)  ;  he  means  that 
the  articles  contained  in  this  purse  are 
the  relics  of  tho  ang<'l  I  spoke  of  just 
now." 

"This  I  do  not  conipn-hend  :  ;ind  yet  I 
may  not  ask  for  an  expl:in:ilioii.  madnm," 
replied  Monte-Cristo,  bowing.  "P;irdon 
me,  1  had  no  intention  of  committing  an 
indiscretion."  —  "  Indiscrolion  I — oh,  you 
make  us  happy  by  giving  us  an  occasion 
of  expatiating  on    tliis   subject.     Did   we 


intend  to  conceal  the  noble  action  this 
purse  commemorates,  we  should  not  ex- 
pose it  thus.  Oh  !  would  we  could  relate 
it  everywhere,  and  to  every  one  :  so  that 
the  emotion  of  our  unknown  benefactor 
might  reveal  his  presence." 

"Ah  !  reall}',"  said  Monte-Cristo,  in  a 
half-stifled  voice. 

"  Monsieur,  "  returned  Maximilian, 
raising  the  glass  cover,  and  respectfully 
kissing  the  silken  purse,  "'  this  has  touched 
the  hand  of  a  man  who  saved  my  father 
from  suicide,  us  from  ruin,  and  our  name 
from  shame  and  disgiace  —  a  man  by 
whose  matchless  benevolence  we,  poor 
children,  doomed  to  want  and  wretched- 
ness, can  at  present  hear  every  one  envy- 
ing our  happy  lot.  This  letter  "  (as  he 
spoke,  Maximilian  drew  a  letter  from  the 
purse  and  gave  it  to  the  count) — "  this  let- 
ter was  written  by  him  the  day  that  my 
father  had  taken  a  desperate  resolution, 
and  this  diamond  was  given  by  the  gener- 
ous unknown  to  ni}-  sister  as  her  dowrJ^" 
Monte-Cristo  opened  the  letter,  and  read 
it  with  an  indescribable  feeling  of  delight. 
It  was  the  letter  written  (as  our  readers 
know)  to  Julie,  and  signed  "  Sinbad  the 
Sailor."  "  Unknown,  j'ou  say,  is  the  man 
who  rendered  you  this  service — unknown 
to  you  ?" 

"  Yes ;  we  have  never  had  the  happi- 
ness of  pressing  his  hand,"  continued 
Maximilian.  "We  have  supplicated 
Heaven  in  vain  to  grant  us  this  favor,  but 
all  the  alTair  has  had  a  mysterious  direc- 
tion we  cannot  comprehend — all  has  been 
guided  by  a  hand  invisible,  but  powerful 
as  that  of  an  enchanter." 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  Julie,  "  I  have  not  lost  all 
hope  of  some  day  kissing  that  hand,  as  I 
now  kiss  the  ]nirse  which  he  has  touched. 
Four  years  ago  Penelon  was  at  Trieste — 
Penclon,  M.  le  Comte,  is  the  old  sailor  you 
saw  in  the  garden,  and  who.  from  quar- 
ter-master, lias  become  gardener — Pene- 
lon, when  he  was  at  Trieste,  saw  on  the 
(piay  an  Englishman,  who  was  on  the 
point  of  embaiking  on  board  a  yacht,  and 
he  recognized  him  as  tlie  person  who  called 
on  my  father  the  5th  of  June,  1829,  and 
who  wrote  me  this  letter  on  the  5th  of 
Septenil)er.      T^e    fell;    convinced    of    his 
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identit}',  buthedid  noo  venture  to  address 

\^\ixi.'' '•'  An  Englishman  !  "  said  Monte- 

Cristo  who  grew  uneasy  at  the  attention 
with  which  Juhe  looked  at  him.  "  An 
Englishman,  you  say  ?  " 

''Yes,"  replied  Maximilian,  "an  Eng- 
lishtnan,  who  represented  himself  as  the 
conlidentiai  clerk  of  the  house  of  Thomson 
&  French,  at  Rome.  It  was  this  that 
made  me  start  when  you  said  the  other 
day,  at  M.  de  Morcerf's,  that  Messrs. 
Thomson  &  French  were  your  bankers. 
That  happened,  as  I  told  you,  in  1829. 
For  God's  sake,  tell  me,  did  you  know  this 
Englishman  ?  " 

''  But  you  tell  me,  also,  that  the  house 
of  Thomson  &  French  have  constantly 
denied  having  rendered  you  this  service  ?  " 

''Yes." 

"  Then  is  it  not  probable  that  this  Eng- 
lishman may  be  some  one  who,  grateful 
for  a  kindness  .your  father  had  shown  him, 
and  which  he  himself  had  forgotten,  has 
taken  this  method  of  requiting  the  obliga- 
tion ?  " — "  Ever3^thing  is  possible  on  such 
an  occasion,  even  a  miracle." 

"  What  was  his  name  ?  "  asked  Monte- 
Cristo. — "  He  gave  no  other  name,"  an- 
swered Julie,  looking  earnestly  at  the 
count,  "than  at  the  end  of  his  letter— 
'Sinbad  the  Sailor.'  " 

"  Which  is  evidently  not  his  real  name, 
but  a  fictitious  one." 

Then,  noticing  that  Julie  was  struck 
with  the  sound  of  his  voice — 

"Tell  me,"  continued  he,  "was  he  not 
about  my  height,  perhaps  a  little  taller, 
his  chin  imprisoned,  to  use  the  word,  in  a 
high  cravat ;  his  coat  closely  buttoned 
up,  and  constantly  taking  out  his  pencil  ?  " 


"Oh,  do  you  then  know   hit 


cried 


Julie,    whose    eyes   sparlded    with   joy. 

"No,"  returned  Monte-Cristo,  "I  only 
guessed.     I  knew  a  Lord  Wilmore,  who 
was  constantly  doing  actions  of  this  kind." 
"  Without  revealing  liiuiself  ?  " 
"He  was  an  eccentric  being,  and   did 
not  believe  in  the  existence  of  gcatitude." 
"  Oh,  Heaven  !  "  exclaimed  Julie,  clasp- 
ing her  hands.    ''In  what  did  he  believe, 
I  then  ? " 
"  He  did  not  credit  it  at.  t  he  piM-iod  \vlu>n 
i""" ■■"""■■"' 


to  the  heart  b^^  the  accents  of  Julie's 
voice;  "but,  perhaps,  since  then  he  has 
had  i)roofs  that  gratitude  does  exist." 

"  And  do  you  know  this  gentleman, 
monsieur  ?  "  inquired  Emmanuel. 

"  Oh,  if  you  do  know  him,"  cried  Julie, 
"can  3'ou  tell  us  where  he  is — where  we 
can  find  him  ?  Maximilian — Emmanuel — 
if  we  do  but  discover  him,  he  nmst  be- 
lieve in  the  gratitude  of  the  heart?" 
Monte-Cristo  felt  tears  start  into  his 
e3'es,  and  he  again  walked  hastily  up  and 
down  the  room. — "In  the  name  of  Heav- 
en !  "  said  Maximilian,  "if  you  know  any- 
thing of  him,  tell  us  what  it  is." — "Alas  I" 
cried  Monte-Cristo,  striving  to  repress  his 
emotion.  "  If  Lord  Wilmore  was  your  un- 
known benefactor,  I  fear  you  will  never 
again  see  him.  I  parted  from  him,  two 
years  ago,  at  Palermo,  and  he  was  then 
on  the  point  of  setting  out  for  the  most 
remote  regions;  so  that  I  fear  he  •  will 
never  return." 

"Oh,  monsieur,  this  is  cruel  of  you." 
said  Julie,  much  affected  :  and  the  young 
lady's  e,yes  swam  with  tears. 

"Madame,"  replied  Monte-Cristo  grave- 
ly, and  gazing  earnestly  on  the  two  liquid 
pearls  that  trickled  down  Julie's  cheeks, 
"  had  Lord  Wilmore  seen  what  I  now  see, 
he  would  become  attached  to  life,  for  the 
tears  you  shed  would  reconcile  him  to 
mankind  ;"  and  he  held  out  his  hand  to 
Juhe,  who  gave  him  hers,  carried  away 
by  the  look  and  accent  of  the  count. 
"But,"  continued  she,  "Lord  Wilmore 
had  a  famil.y  or  friends,  he  must  have 
known  some  one,  can  we  not — " 

"  Oh,  it  is  useless  to  inquire,"  returned 
the  count ;  "  he  was  not  the  man  you  seek 
for,  he  was  my  friend  :  he  had  no  st«crets 
from  me,  and  he  would  have  confided  this 
also  to  me."— "And  he  told  you  noth- 
ing-? " — "  Not  a  word." 

"And  yet  you  instantly  named  luui." 

"  Ah.  in  such  a  case  one  supposes — 

"Sister,  sister,"  said  Maximilian,  com- 
ing to  the  count's  aid,  "  monsieur  is  quite 
right.  Recollect  what  our  excellent  father 
so  often  told  us,  '  It  was  no  Etiglishtnan 
that  thus  saved  us.'"  Monte-Cristo 
started.  "  What  did  your  father  tell  you, 
'\\.  Morrol  ?  "  said  he.  eagerly. 
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"  My  father  thoug-ht  that  this  action 
had  been  miraculously  performed — he  be- 
lieved that  a  benefactor  had  arisen  from 
the  grave  to  save  us.  Oh,  it  was  a  touch- 
ing- superstition,  monsieur,  and  althoug-h 
I  did  not  myself  believe  it,  I  would  not  for 
the  woild  have  destroyed  my  father's 
faith  in  it.  How  often  did  he  muse  over 
it  and  pronounce  the  name  of  a  dear 
friend — a  friend  lost  to  him  forever  ;  and 
on  his  death-bed,  when  the  near  approach 
of  eternity  seemed  to  have  illumined  his 
mind  with,  supernatural  light,this  thoug-ht, 
which  had  until  then  been  but  a  doubt, 
became  a  conviction,  and  his  last  words 
were,  *  Maximilian,  it  was  Edmond  Dan- 
tes  ! '  "  At  these  words  the  count's  pale- 
ness, which  had  for  some  time  been  in- 
creasing-, became  alarming-;  he  could  not 
speak  ;  he  looked  at  his  watch  like  a  man 
who  has  forg-otten  the  time :  said  a  few 
hurried  words  to  Madame  Herbault,  and 
pressing  the  hands  of  Emmanuel  and 
Maximihan  —  "Madame,"  said  he,  '-'I 
trust  you  will  allow  me  to  visit  you  from 
time  to  time  ;  I  value  your  friendship,  and 
feel  g-rateful  to  you  for  your  welcome,  for 
this  is  the  first  time  for  many  years  that 
I  have  thus  yielded  to  ni}'-  feeling-s  ;  "  and 
he  hastily  quitted  the  apartment. 

"  This  Count  de  Monte-Cristo  is  a  singu- 
lar man,"  said  Emmanuel. 

"Yes,"  answered  Maximilian,  ''but  I 
feel  sure  he  has  an  excellent  heart,  and 
that  he  likes  us." 

"His  voice  went  to  my  heart,"  ob- 
served Julie;  ''and  two  or  three  times  I 
fancied  I  had  lienrd  it  before." 


CHAPTER  LT. 

PYRAMl'S   AND  TIIISBE. 

About  the  center  of  the  Faubourg- 
Saint-Honore,  and  at  the  back  of  one  of 
the  mo«it  distinguished-looking-  mansions 
in  this  rich  neighborliood,  where  the  vari- 
ous hotels  vie  with  each  other  for  ele- 
g-ance  of  design  and  mag-niflcence  of  con- 
st ruction,  extended  a  large  garden,  whose 
widely-spreading  chestnut-trees  raised 
their  hcnds  above  the  wnlls,  high  and 
solid  as  those  of  a  ranipait,  scattering-, 
each  spring,  a  shower  of  delicate  pink  and 
white  blossoms  into  the  larg-e  stone  vases 


placed  at  equal  distances  upon  the  two 
square  pilasters,  supporting  an  iron  gate, 
curiously  wi-oug-ht,  after  the  style  and 
manner  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  This  no- 
ble entrance,  however,  spite  of  its  striking 
appearance  and  the  graceful  effect  of  the 
geraniums  planted  in  the  two  vases,  as 
they  waved  their  variegated  leaves  in  the 
wind,  and  charmed  the  eye  with  their 
scarlet  bloom,  had  fallen  into  utter  disuse 
from  the  period  when  the  proprietors  of 
the  hotel  (and  many  years  had  elapsed 
since  then)  had  confined  themselves  to  the 
possession  of  the  hotel  with  its  thickly- 
planted  courtyard,  opening  into  the  Fau- 
bourg Saiut-Honore,  and  the  garden  shut 
in  by  this  gate,  Avhich  formerly  communi- 
cated with  a  fine  kitchen-garden  of  about 
an  acre  in  extent.  But  the  demon  of 
speculation  having  drawn  a  line,  or  in 
other  words  projected  a  street,  at  the  ex- 
tremit}'  of  this  kitchen-garden,  and  even  i 
before  the  foundations  of  the  said  street 
were  dug,  its  name  being  duly  affixed 
upon  an  iron  plate  at  the  corner  of  the 
situation  chosen,  it  occurred  to  the  then 
possessor  of  the  hotel  we  are  describing 
that  a  handsome  sum  might  be  obtained 
for  the  ground  now  devoted  to  fruits  and 
vegetables,  for  the  purpose  of  adding  it 
to  the  projected  street  intended  to  form  a 
great  branch  of  communication  with  the 
Faubourg  Saint-Honore  itself,  one  of  the 
most  important  thoroughfares  in  the  city 
of  Paris. 

In  matters  of  speculation,  however, 
though  "  man  proposes,"  yet  "  money 
disposes."  From  some  such  difficulty  the  ■ 
newly-named  street  died  almost  in  birth, 
and  the  purchaser  of  the  "  kitclien-gar- 
den,"  having  paid  a  higli  price  for  it,  and 
being  quite  unable  to  find  any  one  willing 
to  take  his  bargain  off  his  hands  without 
a  considerable  loss,  3'et  still  clinging  to 
the  belief  that  at  .some  future  day  ho 
should  obtain  a  sum  for  it  that  would 
repay  liim,  not  onl\-  foi-  his  past  outlay, 
but  also  the  interest  upon  the  capital 
locked  n|)in  his  new  acquisition,  contented 
himself  with  letting  the  ground  tempora- 
rily to  some  market-gardeners,  at  a  .year- 
ly' rent  of  500  francs.  Thus,  then,  as  al- 
ready stated,  the  iron  gate  leading  into  the 
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kitchen-garden  had  been  closed  up  and 
left  to  the  rust,  which  bade  fait-  to  destroy 
its  hinges  ere  long-,  while,  to  prevent  the 
ignoble  glances  of  the  diggers  and  delvers 
of  the  ground  from  presuming  to  sully  the 
aristocratical  mclosure  belonging  to  the 
hotel,  the  gate  in  question  had  been 
boarded  up  to  a  height  of  six  feet.  True, 
the  planks  were  not  so  closely  adjusted 
but  that  a  hasty  peep  migiit  be  obtained 
between  their  interstices ;  but  the  strict 
decorum  and  rigid  propriety  of  the  in- 
habitants of  the  hotel  left  no  grounds  for 
apprehending  that  advantage  would  be 
taken  of  that  circumstance. 

Horticulture  seemed,  however,  to  have 
been  abandoned  in  the  deserted  kitchen- 
garden  ;  and  where  the  most  choice  and 
delicate  of  fruits  and  vegetables  once 
reared  their  heads,  a  scanty  crop  of 
lucerne  alone  bore  evidence  of  its  being 
deemed  worthy  of  cultivation.  A  small, 
low  door  gave  egress  from  the  walled 
space  we  have  been  describing  into  the 
projected  street,  the  ground  having  been 
abandoned  as  unproductive  by  its  various 
renters,  and  had  now  fallen  so  completely 
in  general  estimation  as  to  return  not  even 
a  fraction  of  the  poor  ten  shillings  per 
cent  it  had  originally  paid.  Toward  the 
hotel  the  chestnut-trees  we  have  before 
mentioned  rose  high  above  the  wall,  with- 
out in  any  way  affecting  the  growth  of 
other  luxuriant  shrubs  and  flowers  that 
eagerly  pressed  forward  to  fill  up  the 
vacant  spaces,  as  though  asserting  their 
I'ight  to  enjoy  the  boon  of  light  and  air 
also.  At  one  corner,  where  the  foliage 
became  so  thick  as  almost  to  shut  out  day, 
a  large  stone  bench  and  sundry  rustic 
seats  indicated  that  this  sheltered  spot 
was  either  in  general  favor  or  particular 
use  by  some  inhabitant  of  1-he  hotel,  which 
was  faintly  discernible  through  the  dense 
mass  of  verdure  that  partially  concealed  it. 
though  situated  but  a  hundred  paces  oil'. 

Whoever  had  selected  this  retired  por- 
t,ioii  of  the  grounds  as  tlie  botmdary  of 
tlu'ir  walks,  or  scene  of  their  meditative 
musings,  was  abundantly  justitied  in  their 
clioice  by  the  absence  of  all  glare  —  the 
cool,  refreshing  shade  — the  sor.'en  it 
alTorded    from  the  scorching:  ravs  of  the 


sun,  that  found  no  entrance  there  even 
during  the  buj-ning  days  of  hottest  sum- 
mer— the  incessant  and  melodious  war- 
bling of  birds,  and  the  entire  removal  from 
either  the  noise  of  the  street  or  the  bustle 
of  the  hotel.  On  the  evening  of  one  of  tiie 
warmest  days  spring  had  yet  bestowed  on 
the  inhabitants  of  Paris,  might  be  seen, 
negligently  thrown  upon  the  stone-bench, 
a  book,  a  parasol,  and  a  work-basket,  from 
which  hung  a  partly-embroidered  cambric 
handkerchief,  while,  at  a  little  distance 
from  these  articles  was  a  young  female, 
standing  close  to  the  iron  gate,  endeavor- 
ing to  discern  something  on  the  other  side 
by  means  of  the  openings  in  the  planks, 
while  the  earnestness  of  her  attitude,  and 
the  fixed  gaze  with  which  she  seemed  to 
seek  the  object  of  her  wishes,  proved  how 
much  her  feelings  were  interested  in  the 
matter.  At  that  instant,  the  little  side- 
door,  leading  from  the  waste  ground  to  the 
street,  was  noiselessly  opened,  and  a  tall 
powerful  3'oung  man,  dressed  in  a  common 
gra}^  blouse  and  velvet  cap,  but  whose 
carefully-arranged  hair,  beard,  and  mus- 
taches, all  of  the  richest  and  glossiest 
black,  but  ill  accorded  with  his  plebeian 
attire,  after  casting  a  rapid  glance  around 
him,  in  order  to  assure  himself  he  was  un- 
observed, entered  by  this  door,  and  care- 
fully closing  and  securing  it  after  him, 
proceeded  with  a  hurried  step  toward  the 
iron  gate. 

At  the  sight  of  him  she  expected,  though 
prol)ably  not  under  such  a  costume,  the 
female  we  have  before  mentioned  started 
in  terror,  and  was  about  to  make  a  hasty 
retreat.  But  the  eye  of  love  had  already 
seen,  even  through  the  narrow  chinks  of 
the  wooden  palisades,  the  movement  of 
the  white  robe,  and  observed  the  flutter- 
ing of  the  blue  sash  fastened  around  the 
slender  waist  of  his  fair  neighbor.  Press- 
ing his  lips  close  to  the  envious  planks  that 
prevented  his  further  progress,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  Fear  nothing.  Valentine  — it  is 
1 !"  Again  the  timid  girl  found  courage 
to  return  to  the  gate,  saying,  as  she  did 
so,  ''  And  wherefore  come  you  so  late  \o- 
day  ?  It  is  almost  the  dinner-hour,  and  I 
have  been  compelled  to  exercise  my  utmost 
skill  to  i^et  rid  of  the  incessant  watchful- 
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ness  of  my  mother-in-law,  as  well  as  the 
espionage  of  my  maid,  who,  no  doubt,  is 
emplo^'ed  to  report  all  I  do  and  say.  Nor 
has  it  cost  me  a  little  trouble  to  free  mj'- 
self  from  the  troublesome  society  of  my 
brother,  under  pretense  of  coming-  hither 
to  work  undisturbed  at  my  embroider^', 
which,  by  the  way,  I  am  in  no  hurry  to 
finish.  So  pray  excuse  yourself  as  well  as 
you  can  for  having-  made  me  wait,  and, 
after  that,  tell  me  why  I  see  you  in  so 
singular  a  dress,  that  at  first  I  did  not 
recognize  you." — "  Dearest  Valentine  !  " 
said  the  young  man,  "'■  the  difference  be- 
tween our  respective  stations  makes  me 
fear  to  offend  you  by  speaking  of  my  love, 
but  yet  I  cannot  find  myself  in  A^our  pres- 
ence without  longing  to  pour  forth  m\' 
soul,  and  to  tell  you  how  fondh'  I  adore 
you.  If  it  be  but  to  carry  away  with  me 
the  recollection  of  such  sweet  moments,  I 
could  even  bless — thank  you  for  chiding 
me,  for  it  leaves  me  a  gleam  of  hope,  that 
if  not  expecting  me  (and  that  indeed  would 
be  worse  than  vanity  of  me  to  suppose), 
at  least  I  was  in  your  thoughts.  You 
asked  me  the  cause  of  m}-  being  late,  as 
also  why  I  come  thus  disguised.  I  will 
candidly  explain  the  reason  of  both,  and  I 
trust  to  your  goodness  to  pardon  me.  But 
fiist,  let  me  tell  you  I  have  chosen  a 
trade." 

"A  trade!  Oh,  Maximilian,  how  can 
you  jest  at  a  time  when  we  have  such  deep 
cause  for  uneasiness?"  —  "Heaven  keep 
me  from  jesting  with  that  which  is  far 
dearer  to  me  than  life  itself  !  But  listen 
to  me,  Valentine,  and  I  will  tell  you  all 
about  it.  Tired  out  with  ranging  fields 
and  scaling  walls,  and  seriously  alarmed 
at  th(!  idea  suggested  by  yourself,  that  if 
caught  hovering  about  here  3'our  father 
would  very  likely  have  me  sent  to  prison 
as  a  1  hief,  a  sort  of  thing  not  very  desir- 
able for  an  officer  in  the  French  aruiy, 
whose  continual  prcisence  in  a  place  where 
no  warlike  projects  could  be  supposed  to 
account  for  it  might,  well  create  sur[)i-isc  ; 
so  from  acaptain  of  Spahis  1  liave  become 
a  gardener,  and,  consequent!}',  adopted 
the  costume  of  my  calling." 

''  What  excessive  nonsense  you  talk, 
Maximilian  !  " 


'•  Nonsense  !  Pray  do  not  call  what  I 
consider  the  wisest  action  of  my  life  by 
such  a  name.  Consider,  by  becoming  a 
gardener  I  effectually  screen  our  meetings 
from  all  suspicion  or  danger." 

"I  beseech  of  you,  ^Maximilian,  to  cease 
trifling,  and  tell  me  what  you  really 
mean."  —  ''Simpl}-,  that  having  ascer- 
tained that  the  piece  of  ground  on  which 
I  stand  was  to  let,  1  made  application  for 
it,  was  readil,y  accepted  by  the  proprietor, 
and  am  now  master  of  this  fine  crop  of 
lucerne  !  Think  of  that,  Valentine  !  There 
is  nothing  now  to  prevent  my  building 
myself  a  little  hut  on  my  plantation,  and 
residing  not  twenty  3'ards  from  you.  Only 
imagine  what  happiness  that  would  afi"ord 
me.  I  can  scarceh'  contain  myself  at  the 
bare  idea.  Such  felicity  seems  above  all 
price — as  a  thing  impossible  and  unattain- 
able. But  would  30U  believe  that  I  pur- 
chase all  this  delight,  jo}',  and  happiness, 
for  which  I  Avould  cheerfully  have  surren- 
dered ten  years  of  mj'^  life,  at  the  small 
cost  of  500  francs  per  annum,  paid  quar- 
terly !  Henceforth  we  have  nothing  to 
fear.  I  am  on  my  own  ground,  and  have 
an  undoubted  right  to  place  a  ladder 
against  the  wall,  and  to  look  over  wiien  I 
please,  without  having  any  apprehensions 
of  being  taken  off  by  the  police  as  a  sus- 
picious character.  I  may  also  enjoy  the 
precious  privilege  of  assuring  3'ou  of  my 
fond,  faithful,  and  unalterable  affection, 
wlHMiever  you  visit  your  favorite  bower, 
unless,  indeed,  it  offends  your  pride  to 
listen  to  professions  of  love  from  tlie  lips 
of  a  poor  working  man,  clad  in  a  blouse 
and  cap."  A  faint  crj'  of  mingled  pleas- 
ure and  surprise  escaped  from  the  lips  of 
Valentine,  who  almost  instantly  said,  in  a 
saddened  tone,  as  though  some  envious 
cloud  darkened  the  joy  which  illnniined 
her  heart,  "Alas!  no,  Maximilian,  this 
must  not  be,  for  many  reasons !  We 
should  ])r(»sume  too  n)iu-h  on  our  own 
strength,  and,  like  others,  perhaps,  be  led 
astray  by  o\u*  blind  confidence  in  each 
other's  [jrudence." 

"  How  can  you  for  an  instant  entertain 
so  unworthy  a  thought,  dear  Valentine? 
Havo  T  not,  from  1  he  first  blessed  hour  of 
our  a<(|uaintatu-(',  schooled   all   my  words 
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and  actions  to  your  sentiments  and  ideas  ? 
And  you  have,  I  am  sure,  the  fullest  con- 
fidence in  my  honor.  When  you  spoke  to 
me  of  your  experiencing-  a  vague  and  in- 
definite sense  of  coming-  danger,  I  placed 
myself  blindly  and  devotedly  at  your 
service,  asking-  no  other  reward  than  the 
pleasure  of  being-  useful  to  you  ;  and  have 
I  ever  since,  by  word  or  look,  given  you 
cause  of  regret  for  having-  selected  me 
from  the  numbers  that  would  willingly 
have  sacrificed  their  lives  for  you  ?  You 
told  me,  my  dear  Valentine,  that  you 
were  engaged  to  M.  d'Epinay,  and  that 
your  father  was  resolved  upon  completing 
the  match,  and  that  from  his  will  there 
was  no  appeal,  as  M.  de  Villefort  was 
never  known  to  change  a  determination 
once  formed.  I  kept  in  the  background, 
as  you  wished,  waiting  not  the  decision  of 
your  heart  or  my  own,  but  hoping  Provi- 
dence would  graciously  interpose  in  our 
behalf,  and  order  events  in  our  favor. 
But  what  cared  I  fdr  delays  or  diflftculties, 
so  long  as  my  sweet  Valentine  confessed 
she  loved  me,  and  accepted  m}"  fervent 
vows  of  unfailing-  constancy  ?  Blessed 
avowal !  the  very  recollection  of  which 
can  at  all  times  raise  me  even  from  de- 
spair itself.  To  hear  you  repeat  those 
enrapturing  words  from  time  to  time  is 
all  I  ask,  and  to  obtain  that  privilege  I 
would  cheerfully  endure  even  double  m^'^ 
present  disquietudes." 

"  Ah,  Maximilian,  that  is  the  very 
thing  that  makes  3'ou  so  bold,  and  which 
renders  me  at  once  so  happy  and  un- 
liapp3'',  that  I  frequently  ask  myself 
whether  it  is  better  for  me  to  endure  tlie 
liarshness  of  my  step-mother,  and  her 
blind  preference  for  her  own  cliild,  or  to 
be,  as  I  now  am,  insensible  to  any  pleas- 
ure save  such  as  I  find  in  those  our  meet- 
ings, so  fraught  with  danger  to  both." 

"  I  will  not  admit  that  word,"  returned 
the  young-  man  ;  "  it  is  at  once  cruel  and 
unjust.  Is  it  possible  to  find  a  more  sub- 
missive slave  than  myself?  You  have 
permitted  me  to  converse  witli  you  from 
time  to  time,  Valentine,  but  forbidden  my 
over  following  you  in  your  walks  or  else- 
where—have I  not  obeyed  ?  And  since  I 
found   means  to  enter    this    inclosure    to 


exchange  a  few  words  with  you  through 
this  door — to  be  close  to  you  without  being 
enabled  to  obtain  a  view  of  30ur  dear 
features,  I  have  even  solicited  to  touch 
the  tip  of  your  glove  through  the  small 
openings  of  the  palisades,  think  3'ou  that 
at  m^'^  age,  and  with  my  strength,  this 
wall  that  now  parts  us  would  keep  me 
from  your  side  one  instant,  were  it  not 
that  my  respect  for  your  wishes  presents 
an  impassable  barrier  ?  Never  has  a  com- 
plaint or  a  murmur  of  your  rigor  escaped 
me.  I  have  been  bound  by  ni}^  promises 
as  rigidly  as  any  knight  of  olden  times. 
Come,  come,  dearest  Valentine,  confess 
that  what  I  say  is  true,  lest  I  be  tempted 
to  call  you  unjust." 

"It  is  indeed  most  true,"  said  Valen- 
tine, as  she  passed  the  end  of  her  slender 
fingers  through  a  small  opening  in  the 
planks,  thus  permitting  her  lover  to  press 
his  lips  to  the  taper  finger  that  almost  in- 
stantly disappeared,  '"'and  you  are  a  true 
and  faithful  friend  ;  but  still  you  acted 
from  motives  of  self-interest,  my  dear  ^Max- 
imilian,  for  ^-ou  well  knew  that  from  the 
moment  in  which  you  had  manifested  an 
opposite  spirit  all  would  have  been  ended 
between  us.  You  promised  to  bestow  on 
me  the  friendly  affection  of  a  brother.  I. 
who  have  no  friend  but  yourself  upon 
earth,  who  am  neglected  and  forgotten 
by  va.y  father,  harassed  and  persecuted  b^' 
my  step-mother,  and  left  to  the  sole 
companionship  of  a  paralyzed  and  speech- 
less old  man,  whose  withered  hand  can  no 
longer  press  mine,  and  whose  eye  alone 
converses  with  me,  Avhile.  doubtless,  how- 
ever fixed,  chilled  his  frame,  there  still 
lingers  in  his  heart  the  warmest  tender- 
ness for  his  poor  grandchild.  Oh,  how 
bitter  a  fate  is  mine,  to  serve  either  as  a 
victim  or  an  enemy  to  all  who  are  stronger 
than  myself,  while  my  only  friend  and 
supporter  is  but  a  living  corpse  I  Indeed, 
indeed,  ^Maximilian,  I  am  very  miserable, 
and  you  are  right  to  love  me  for  myself 
alone." 

"Dear  Valentine,"  replied  the  young 
man.  deeply  affected,  "  I  will  not  s;iy  you 
are  all  I  love  in  tlie  world,  for  I  dearly 
prize  my  sister  and  brother-in-law  ;  but 
mv  atTection  for  them  is  calm  and   Iran- 
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quil,  in  no  manner  resembling-  that  I  feel 
for  3^ou.  At  the  mere  thought  of  you  m3'^ 
heart  beats  more  quickly,  my  blood  flows 
with  increased  rapidity  through  m}'^  veins, 
and  my  breast  heaves  with  tumultuous 
emotions  :  but  I  solemnity  promise  j'ou 
to  restrain  all  this  ardor,  this  fervor  and 
intensit}'  of  feeling-,  until  you  yourself 
shall  require  me  to  render  them  available 
in  serving-  or  assisting  3'ou.  M.  Franz  is 
not  expected  to  return  home  for  a  j-ear 
to  come,  I  am  told ;  in  that  time  many 
favgrable  and  unforeseen  chances  may 
befriend  us.  Let  us,  then,  liope  for  the 
best  :  hope  is  so  sweet  a  comforter. 
Meanwhile,  Valentine,  while  reproaching- 
me  with  unselfishness,  think  a  little  what 
you  have  been  to  me — the  beautiful  but 
cold  resemblance  of  a  marble  Venus. 
What  pi'omise  of  future  reward  have  3'ou 
made  me  for  all  the  submission  and  obe- 
dience I  have  evinced  ? — none  whatever. 
What  granted  me  ? — scarcely  more.  You 
tell  me  of  M.  Franz  d'Epinay,  your  be- 
trothed lover,  and  3'ou  shrink  from  the 
idea  of  being-  his  wife;  but  tell  me, 
Valentine,  is  there  no  other  sorrow  in 
your  heart  ?  You  see  me  devoted  to  you, 
bod}'  and  soul,  my  life  and  each  warm 
drop  that  circles  round  my  heart  are  con- 
secrated to  your  service  ;  j'ou  know  full 
well  that  my  existence  is  bound  up  in 
yours — that  were  I  to  lose  3'ou  I  would 
not  outlive  the  hour  of  such  crushing 
misery ;  yet  you  speak  with  calmness  of 
the  prospect  of  your  being  the  wife  of  an- 
other !  Oh,  Valentine  !  were  I  in  your 
place,  and  did  I  feel  conscious,  as  you  do, 
of  being  worshiped,  adored,  with  such  a 
lovo  as  mine,  a  hundred  times  at  least 
should  I  have  passed  my  hand  between 
these  iron  bars,  and  said  to  poor  Maxi- 
milian, 'Take  this  hand,  dearest  Maxi- 
milian, and  believe  that,  living  or  dead. 
I  am  yours — yours  onl}',  and  forevei-  !' '' 
The  poor  girl  made  no  reply,  but  her 
lover  could  plainly  hoar  her  sobs  and 
tears.  A  rapid  change!  took  place  in  the 
young  man's  feelings.  "  Dearest,  dear- 
est Valenfine  !  "  exclaimed  he,  **  forgive 
me  if  I  have  offended  you,  and  forget  the 
words  I  spok(!  if  they  h:ive  unwitlingh' 
caused  you  pnin." 


"No,  Maximilian,  I  am  not  ofl'ended," 
answered  she  ;  "  but  do  3'ou  not  see  what 
a  poor,  helpless  being  I  am,  almost  a 
stranger  and  an  outcast  in  mj^  father's 
house,  where  even  he  is  seldom  seen ; 
whose  will  has  been  thwarted,  and  spirits 
broken,  from  the  age  of  ten  years,  be- 
neath the  iron  rod  so  sternly  exercised 
over  me  ;  oppressed,  mortified,  and- perse- 
cuted, da}-  by  da\-,  hour  by  hour,  minute 
by  minute  ;  no  person  has  cared  for,  even 
observed  my  sufferings,  nor  have  I  ever 
breathed  one  word  on  the  subject  save  to 
3'ourself.  Outward l.y  and  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world,  I  am  surrounded  by  kindness 
and  affection  ;  but  the  reverse  is  the  case. 
The  general  remark  is,  '  Oh,  it  cannot  be 
expected  that  one  of  so  stern  a  cliaracter 
as  M.  Villefort  could  lavish  the  tenderness 
some  fathers  do  on  their  daughters.  What 
though  she  has  lost  her  own  mother  at  a 
tender  age,  she  has  had  the  happiness  to 
find  a  second  mother  in  Madanie  de  Ville- 
fort.' The  world,  however,  is  mistaken  ; 
my  father  abandons  me  from  utter  indif- 
ference," while  my  step-mother  detests 
me  with  a  hatred  so  much  the  more  ter- 
rible as  it  is  veiled  beneath  a  continual 
smile." — "Hate  you,  sweet  Valentine  !  " 
exclaimed  the  young  man;  "how  is  it 
possible  for  any  one  to  do  that  ?  " 

"Alas!"  replied  the  weeping  girl,  "I 
am  obliged  to  own  that  m}'  mother-in- 
law's  aversion  to  me  arises  from  a  very 
natural  source — her  overweening  love  for 
her  own  child,  my  brother  Edward." 

"  But  why  should  it  ?  "— "  Nay.  I  know 
not  ;  but,  though  unwilling  to  introduce 
money  matters  into  our  present  conversa- 
tion, I  will  just  say  thus  much — that  her 
extreme  dislike  to  me  has  its  origin  in 
niercenary  motives;  and  I  much  fear  she 
envies  me  the  fortune  I  already  enjoy  in 
right  of  my  motlier,  and  which  will  be 
more  than  doubled  at  the  dealli  of  ^1.  and 
Madame  Meran,  whose  sole  heiress  I  am. 
Madame  de  Villefort  lias  nothing  of  her 
own.  and  hates  me  fof  being  .so  richly  en- 
dowed. Alas!  how  gladly  would  I  ex- 
change the  half  of  this  wealth  for  the  h;ip- 
pin<*ss  of  at  least  sharing  niy  fatlier's  love  1 
God  knows,  I  would  prefer  sacrificing  the 
wliole,  so  that  it  would  obtain  me  a  happy 
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and   affectionate   home."— '' Poor  Valen- 
tine !  -■' 

*'  I  seem  to  m^'self  as  though  living-  a 
life  of  bondage,  yet  at  the  same  time  am 
so  conscious  of  m.y  own  weakness  that  I 
fear  to  break  the  restraint  in  which  I  am 
held,  lest  I  fall  utterl}^  powerless  and  help- 
less. Then,  too,  m3'  father  is  not  a  person 
whose  orders  maj^  be  infringed  with  im- 
punity; protected  as  he  is  b^^  his  high 
position  and  firmlj'-established  reputation 
for  talent  and  unswerving  integrity,  no 
one  could  oppose  him  ;  he  is  all-powerful 
with  even  his  king  ;  yow  he  would  crush 
at  a  word,  and  myself  he  would  cause  to 
expire  of  terror  at  his  feet.  Dear  Maxi- 
milian, believe  me  when  I  assure  you  that 
I  attempt  not  to  resist  v[\y  father's  com- 
mands more  on  your  account  than  my 
own ;  for,  though  I  could  willingl^'^  sacri- 
fice m.yself,  I  would  not  peril  your  safety." 

"  But  wherefore,  my  sweet  Valentine, 
do  you  persist  in  anticipating  the  worst, 
and  in  viewing  everything  through  so 
gloomy  a  medium — why  picture  the  fu- 
ture so  fraught  with  evil  ?  " 

"  Because  I  judge  it  from  the  past." 

"  Still,  consider  that  although  I  ma3' 
not  be,  strictly  speaking,  what  is  termed 
an  illustrious  match  for  you,  I  am,  for 
man}'  reasons,  not  altogether  so  much  be- 
neath your  alliance.  The  days  when  such 
distinctions  were  so  niceh'  weighed  and 
considered  no  longer  exist  in  France,  and 
the  first  families  of  the  monarch}'  have  in- 
termarried with  those  of  the  empire.  The 
aristocracy  of  the  lance  has  allied  itself 
with  the  nobility  of  the  cannon.  Now  I 
belong  to  this  last-named  class  ;  and  cer- 
tainly my  prospects  of  military  prefer- 
ment are  most  encouraging-  as  well  as 
certain.  My  fortune,  though  small,  is 
free  and  unfettered,  and  the  metiiory  of 
my  late  father  respected  in  our  country, 
Valentine,  as  that  of  the  most  upright 
and  honorable  merchant  of  the  city ;  I 
say  our  country,  booauso  you  woro  born 
not  fa  r  from  Marseill(\s.  ' 

"Name  not  Marsoilios.  I  beseech  you. 
Maximilian  ;  that  on(>  word  brings  back 
my  mother  to  my  recollection— my  angel 
mother,  who  died  too  soon  for  myself  and 
all  who  knew  lier :  but  who,  after  watoh- 
11 


ing  over  her  child  during  the  brief  period 
allotted  to  her  in  this  world,  now,  I  fondly 
hope  and  fully  believe,  contemplates  her 
with  pitying  tenderness  from  those  realms 
of  bliss  to  which  her  pure  spirit  has  flown. 
Ah,  were  she  still  living,  we  need  fear 
nothing,  Maximilian,  for  I  would  confide 
our  love  to  her,  and  she  would  aid  and 
protect  us." 

"I  fear,  Valentine,"  replied  the  lover, 
"■  that  w'ere  she  living  I  should  never  have 
had  the  happiness  of  knowing  you ;  you 
would  then  have  been  too  happy  to  have 
stooped  from  your  grandeur  to  bestow  a 
thought  on  an  humble,  obscure  individual 
like  myself." 

"  16  is  you  who  are  unkind,  a}-,  and  un- 
just, too,  now,  Maximilian,"  cried  Valen- 
tine ;  ''  but  there  is  one  thing  I  wish  to 
know." 

"And  what  is  that?"  inquired  the 
3^oung  man,  perceiving  that  Valentine 
hesitated  and  seemed  at  a  loss  how  to 
proceed. 

"Tell  me  truly,  Maximilian,  whether  in 
former  daj's,  when  our  fathers  dwelt  at 
Marseilles,  there  ever  existed  any  misun- 
derstanding between  them  ?" — "  Not  that 
I  am  at  all  aware  of,"  replied  the  young 
man,  "  unless,  indeed,  any  ill-feeling  might 
have  arisen  from  their  being  of  opposite 
parties — your  father  being,  as  you  know, 
a  zealous  partisan  of  the  Bourbons,  while 
mine  was  wholly  devoted  to  the  empei'or  ; 
there  could  not  possibly  be  any  other  dif- 
ference between  them.  But  now  that  I 
have  answered  your  question  to  the  best 
of  vi\y  power  and  knowledge,  tell  me, 
dearest,  why  you  ask  ?  " 

"I  will,"  replied  his  fair  companion, 
"for  it  is  but  right  you  should  know  all. 
Then  I  must  begin  by  refei-ring  to  the 
day  when  your  being  made  an  officer  of 
the  Legion  of  Honor  was  publicly  an- 
nounced in  the  ]iapers.  We  were  all  sit- 
ting in  the  apartments  of  my  grandfather, 
M.  Noirtier;  M.  Danglars  was  there  also 
— you  recollect  ]\[.  Danglai's.  do  you  not, 
Maximilian,  the  banker,  whose  horses  ran 
away  with  my  mother-in-law  and  little 
bi'other,  and  very  nearly  killed  tliem? 
While  the  rest  of  the  company  weix?  dis- 
cussing    the    approaching     marriage    of 
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Mademoiselle  Dang-lars,  I  was  occupied  in 
reading-  the  paper  aloud  to  m^'  g-rand- 
father ;  but  when  I  came  to  the  para- 
graph concerning-  you,  although  I  had 
done  nothing  else  but  read  it  over  to  m}'- 
self  all  the  morning-  (you  know  you  had 
told  me  all  about  it  the  previous  evening), 
I  felt  so  happy,  and  3'et  so  nervous,  at 
the  idea  of  pronouncing  3'our  beloved 
name  aloud,  and  before  so  many  people, 
that  I  really  think  I  should  have  passed 
it  over,  but  for  the  fear  that  my  so  doing 
mig-ht  create  suspicions  as  to  the  cause  of 
my  silence;  so  1  summoned  up  all  my 
courage,  and  read  it  as  firmly  and  stead- 
ily as  I  could." 

'*  Dear  Valentine  !  " 

"  Well,  would  3'ou  believe  it  ?  directly 
my  father  caught  the  sound  of  j^our  name 
he  turned  round  quite  hastih',  and,  like  a 
poor  silly  thing,  I  was  so  persuaded  that 
every  one  must  be  as  much  affected  as 
myself  by  tlie  utterance  of  3'our  name, 
that  I  was  not  surprised  to  see  my  father 
start,  and  almost  tremble  ;  but  I  even 
thought  (though  that  surely'  must  have 
been  a  mistake)  that  M.  Danglars  under- 
went a  similar  emotion." 

"  '  Morrel  I  Morrel  ! '  cried  m}"  father, 
*  stop  a  bit :  '  then,  knitting  his  brows  into 
a  deep  frown,  he  added,  '  Surely  this  can- 
not be  one  of  the  Morrel  family  who  lived 
at  Marseilles,  and  gave  us  so  much  trouble 
from  their  being  such  violent  Bonapartists 
— I  mean  about  the  year  1815.' — '  I  fanc}',' 
replied  M.  Danglars,  '  that  the  individual 
alluded  to  in  the  journal  mademoiselle  is 
reading  is  the  son  of  the  large  shipowner 
there.'  " 

"  Indeed  !  "  answered  Maximilian  ;  ''  and 
what  said  your  father  then,  Valentine  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sucli  a  dreadful  tiling,  I  (hw^i  not 
repeat  it." 

''Nay,  dearest !  "  said  the  young  man, 
"  be  not  afraitl  to  tell  me — say,  what  was 
it?" 

"  'Ah,' continued  my  father,  still  frown- 
ing severel}^  '  their  idolized  emperor 
treated  these  madmen  as  they  deserved  : 
he  called  them  '  food  for  cannon,^  which 
was  precisely  all  they  were  good  for ;  and 
I  am  delighted  to  .see  that  the  present 
government   have   adopted  this  salutary 


principle  with  all  its  pristine  vigor ;  if 
Algiers  were  good  for  nothing  but  to 
furnish  out  the  means  of  carrying  so 
admirable  an  idea  into  practice,  it  would 
be  an  acquisition  well  worthy  of  strug- 
gling to  obtain.  Though  it  certainly  does 
cost  France  somewhat  dear  to  assert  its 
rights  in  that  uncivilized  country.'  " 

"  The  sentiments  expressed  were  some- 
what unfeeling,  I  must  confess,"  said 
Maximilian;  "but  do  not  let  that  tinge 
3'our  fair  cheek  with  the  blush  of  shame, 
my  gentle  Valentine ;  for  I  can  assure  you 
that,  although  in  a  different  way,  my 
father  was  not  a  jot  or  tittle  behind  yours 
in  the  heat  of  his  political  expressions  -. 
'Wh}^'  said  he,  'does  not  the  emperor, 
who  has  devised  so  man\'  clever  and  effi- 
cient modes  of  improving  the  art  of  war, 
not  form  a  regiment  of  lawyers,  judges, 
and  legal  practitioners,  sending  them  in 
the  hottest  fire  the  enemj'-  could  maintain, 
and  using  them  to  save  better  men  H ' 
You  see,  ni}-  sweet  Valentine,  that  for 
mildness  of  expression  and  imaginative 
benefits  there  is  not  much  to  choose  be- 
tween the  language  of  either  Royahst  or 
Bonapartist.  But  what  said  M.  Danglars 
to  this  burst  of  part}'  spirit  on  the  part 
of  the  procureur  du  roi  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  laughed,  and  in  that  singular 
manner  .so  peculiar  to  himself — half  mali- 
cious, half  ferocious  :  his  smile,  even,  has 
always  made  me  shudder,  it  has  so  very 
unnatural  a  look — he  almost  immediately 
rose  and  took  his  leave  ;  then,  for  the  first 
time,  I  observed  the  agitation  of  my  grand- 
father, and  I  must  tell  3'ou,  Maximilian, 
that  I  am  the  only  pei'son  capable  of  dis- 
cerning emotion  in  the  paralyzed  frame  of 
my  poor  afflicted  relative.  And  I  suspected 
thai  the  conversation  that  had  been  carried 
on  in  his  presence  (for  no  one  ever  cares  to 
refrain  from  saying  and  doing  what  they 
likt'  before  Ihe  dear  old  man.  without  the 
smallest  regard  to  his  feelings)  had  made 
a  strong  impression  on  his  mind ;  for, 
naturally  enough,  it  must  have  pained  him 
to  hear  the  emperor  he  .so  devotedly  loved 
and  served  spoken  of  in  tliat  depreciating 
manner." 

'•  The  name  of  M.  Noirtier,"  interposed 
Maximilian,    "is    celebrated    throughout 
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Europe ;    he  was  a   statesman    of    high 
standing-;  and  I  know  not   whether  you 
are    aware,   Valentine,    that  he    took  a 
leading-  part  in  every  Bonapartean   con- 
spiracy^ set  on  foot  during-  the  restoration 
of  the  Bourbons.'" — *'  Oh,   I   have   often 
heard  whispers  of  thing-s  that  seem  to  me 
most    strang-e  —  the   father   a  Bonapart- 
ist,  the  son  a  Ro3-alist;  what  can  have 
been   the  reason  of  so  sing-ular  a  diflfer- 
ence  in  parties  and  politics  ?     But  to  re- 
sume   m}"^  story ;    I    turned   toward   va\ 
grandfather,  as  thoug-h  to  question    him 
as  to  the  cause  of  his  emotion  ;   he  looked 
expressively  at  the  newspaper  I  had  been 
reading-.      '  What    is  the    matter,    dear 
grandfather  ?  '  said  I,  *are  you  pleased  ?  ' 
He  g-ave  me   a   sign   in  the  affirmative. 
'  With  what  my  father  said  just  now  ?  ' 
He    returned    a    sign    in    the    negative. 
'Perhaps  you   liked   what    M.    Danglars 
remarked  ?  '     Another  sign  in  the  nega- 
tive.    '  Oh,  then,  you  were  glad  to  hear 
that   M.  Morrel    (I  durst  not   pronounce 
the  dear  name  of  Maximilian)  had  been 
made  an  officer  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  ; 
was  that  it,  dear  grandpapa  ?  '     He  sig'- 
nifled  assent  in  a  way  that  convinced  me 
he  was  more  than  glad — that  he  was  de- 
lighted ;  only  think  of  the  poor  old  man's 
being  so  pleased  to  think  that  you,  who 
were  a  perfecct  stranger  to  him,  had  been 
made  an  officer  of  the  Legion   of  Honor  ! 
Perhaps,  though,  it  was  a  mere  Avhim  on 
his  part,  for  he  is  almost  falling  into  a 
second  childhood  !  but,  for  all  that,  I  love 
him  dearly,  and  pray  that  he  may  long 
be  spared  to  me." 

''How  singular,"  murmured  Maxi- 
milian, "  that  your  father  should  appar- 
ently hate  the  very  mention  of  my  name, 
while  your  grandfather,  on  the  contrary 
— Well,  well,  it  is  no  use  to  endeavor  to 
find  a  reason  for  these  things ;  strange, 
indeed,  are  the  feelings  brought  into  play 
by  the  action  of  party  likes  or  dislikes." 

"Hush!"  cried  Valentine,  suddenly, 
"■  conceal  yourself  !  —Go,  go  !  Some  one 
comes !  "  Maximilian  leaped  at  one 
bound  into  his  crop  of  lucei-ne,  which  he 
commenced  pulling  up  in  the  most  pitiless 
manner,  undor  the  pretext  of  being  occu- 
pied in  weeding  it. 


"Mademoiselle!  mademoiselle!"  ex- 
claimed a  voice  from  behind  the  trees. 
"  Madame  is  searching  for  you  everv- 
where  ;  there  are  visitors  in  the  drawing- 
room." — "Who  is  it?"  inquired  Valentine, 
much  agitated,  "  are  they  ladies  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  mademoiselle  !  I  believe  it  is 
some  grand  prince,  or  a  duke,  or  a  king, 
perhaps ;  stay,  now  I  remember,  they 
said  he  was  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo, 
and  that  he  wished  particularly  to  see 
3'ou." 

"\  will  come  directly,"  said  Valentine 
aloud.  The  name  caused  an  electric 
shock  to  the  individual  on  the  other  side 
of  the  iron  gate,  on  whose  ear  the  *'J 
will  come!'"  of  Valentine  sounded  the 
usual  parting  knell  of  all  their  interNiews. 
"Now,  then,"  said  Maximilian,  as,  tired 
with  his  unusual  employment,  he  stopped 
to  rest  himself,  by  leaning  on  the  handle 
of  a  spade  he  had  taken  care  to  furnish 
himself  with,  "would  I  give  much  to 
know  how  it  comes  about  that  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo  is  acquainted  with  M.  de 
Villefort." 


CHAPTER  LIL 

TOXICOLOGY. 

It  was  really  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo 
who  had  just  arrived  at  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort's  for  the  purpose  of  returning  the 
visit  of  the  procureur  du  roi,  and  at  tins 
name,  as  may  be  easily  imagined,  the 
whole  house  was  in  confusion.  Madame 
de  Villefort,  who  was  alone  in  her  di'aw- 
ing-room  when  the  count  was  announced, 
desired  that  her  son  might  be  brought 
thither  instantly  to  renew  his  thanks  to 
the  count:  and  Edward,  who  heard  noth- 
ing and  nobody  talked  of  for  two  whole 
days  but  this  great  pei'sonage,  made  all 
possible  haste  to  come  to  him,  not  from 
obedience  to  his  mother,  not  from  any 
feeling  of  gratitude  to  the  count,  but  from 
sheer  curiosity,  and  that  he  might  make 
some  remark,  by  help  of  which  ho  might 
find  an  opportunity  for  saying  one  of 
those  small  pertnesses  which  made  his 
mother  say  :  "Oh,  that  sad  child!  but 
pray  excuse  him,  he  is  really  so  clever." 

After  the  fii-st  and  usual  civilities,  the 
count  inquired  after  M.  de  Villefort. 
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•'  M3'  husband  dines  with  the  chancel- 
lor," replied  tlie  young-  lad}" ;  ''  he  has 
just  g'one,  and  I  am  sure  he'll  be  exceed- 
ingly sorry  not  to  have  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you  before  he  went." 

Two  visitors  who  were  there  when  the 
count  arrived,  having-  g-azed  at  him  with 
all  their  eyes,  retired  after  that  reason- 
able dela^'  which  politeness  admits  and 
curiosity  requires.  "Ah!  what  is  3'our 
sister  Valentine  doing?  "  inquired  Mad- 
ame de  "Villefort  of  Edward;  ''tell  some 
one  to  bid  her  come  here,  that  I  may 
have  the  honor  of  introducing  her  to 
the  count." 

"  You  have  a  daughter,  then,  madame?" 
inquired  the  count;  "very  young,  I  pre- 
sume ?"—'•' The  daughter  of  M.  de  Ville- 
fort," replied  the  young  wife,  "  by  his 
first  marriage,  a  fine  well-grown  girl." 

"■  But  melancholy,"  interrupted  Master 
Edward,  snatching  the  feathers  out  of  the 
tail  of  a  splendid  parroquet  that  was 
screaming  on  its  gilded  perch,  in  order  to 
make  a  plume  for  his  hat.  Madame  de 
Villefort  merely  cried :  "  Silence,  Ed- 
ward !  "  She  then  added  :  "  This  young 
madcap  is,  however,  ver}-^  nearly  riglit, 
and  merel}''  re-echoes  what  he  has  heard 
me  say  with  pain,  a  hundred  times  ;  for 
Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  is,  in  spite  of 
all  we  can  do  to  rouse  her,  of  a  melan- 
choly disposition  and  taciturn  habit, 
which  frequently  injure  the  effect  of  her 
beauty.  But  what  detains  her?  Go, 
Edward,  and  see." 

''Because  they  are  looking  for  her 
where  she  is  not  to  be  found." 

"  And  where  are  they  looking  for  her  ?" 

"With  grandpapa  Noirtier." 

"  And  do  you  think  she  is  not  there  ?  " 

"No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  she  is  not  there  !  " 
replied  Edward,  singing  his  words. 

"  And  where  is  she,  then  ?  If  you  know, 
wh3'  don't  you  tell  ?  " 

"  She  is  under  the  great  chestnut-tree," 
replied  the  spoiled  brat,  as  he  gave,  in 
spite  of  his  mother's  cries,  live  flies  to 
the  parrot,  who  appeared  to  relish  sucli 
"small  deer"  exclusively.  Madame  de 
Villefort  stretched  out  her  hand  to  ring, 
intending  to  direct  her  waiting-maid  to 
the  spot  where  she  would  find  Valentine, 


when  the  young  lady  herself  entered  the 
apartment.  She  appeared  much  dejected; 
and  any  person  who  considered  her  atten- 
tively might  have  observed  the  traces  of 
recent  tears  in  her  eyes. 

Valentine,  whom  we  have  in  the  rapid 
march  of  our  narrative  presented  to  our 
readers  Avithout  formally  introducing  her, 
was  a  tall  and  graceful  girl  of  nineteen 
years  of  age,  with  bright  chestnut  hair, 
deep  blue  eyes  and  that  languishing  air 
so  full  of  distinction  which  characterized 
her  mother.  Her  white  and  slender  fin- 
gers, her  pearly  neck,  her  cheeks  tinted 
with  var^'ing  hues,  gave  her  at  the  first 
view  the  aspect  of  one  of  those  lovel}* 
Englishwomen  who  have  been  so  poeti- 
cally compared  in  their  manner  to  a  swan 
admiring  itself.  She  entered  the  apart- 
ment, and  seeing  near  her  stepmother  the 
stranger  of  whom  she  had  already'  heard 
so  much,  saluted  him  without  anj'  girlish 
awkwardness,  or  even  lowering  her  e3'es, 
and  with  an  elegance  that  redoubled  the 
count's  attention.  He  rose  to  return  the 
salutation.  "  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort, 
my  step-daughter,"  said  Madame  de  Vil- 
lefort to  Monte-Cristo,  leaning  back  on  her 
sofa  and  motioning  toward  Valentine  with 
her  hand.  "  And  M.  de  Monte-Cristo, 
king  of  China,  emperor  of  Cochin-China," 
said  the  3'oung  imp,  looking  slyly  toward 
his  sister. 

Madame  de  Villefort  at  this  really  did 
turn  pale,  and  was  very,  nearly  angry 
with  this  household  plague,  who  answered 
to  the  name  of  Edward:  but  the  count, 
on  the  contrary,  smiled,  and  appeared  to 
look  at  the  boy  complacently,  which  caused 
the  maternal  heart  to  bound  again  with 
J03'  and  enthusiasm. 

"But,  madame,"  replied  the  count,  con- 
tinuing the  conversation,  and  looking  by 
turns  at  Madame  de  Villefort  and  Valen- 
tine, "  have  I  not  already  had  the  honor 
of  meeting  yourself  and  mademoiselle  be- 
fore? I  could  not  help  thinking  .so  just 
now  ;  the  idea  came  over  my  mind,  and  as 
mademoiselle  entered  the  sight  of  her  was 
an  additional  ray  of  light  thrown  on  a 
confused  remembrance  ;  excuse  me  the 
remark." — "I  do  not  think  it  likely,  sir; 
Mademoisell(>  de  Villefort  is  not  very  fond 
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of  society,  and  we  very  seldom  go  out," 
said  the  young  lady. 

"Then  it  was  not  in  societ}'-  that  I  met 
with  mademoiselle  or  yourself,  madame, 
or  this  charming  little  merry  boy.  Be- 
sides, the  Parisian  world  is  entirely  un- 
known to  me,  for,  as  I  believe  I  told  you, 
I  have  been  in  Paris  but  very  few  days. 
No — but,  perhaps,  you  will  permit  me  to 
call  to  mind— stay  !  "  The  count  placed 
his  hand  on  his  brow  as  if  to  collect  his 
thoughts.  "  No  —  it  was  somewhere — 
away  from  here — it  was — I  do  not  know 
— but  it  appears  that  this  recollection  is 
connected  with  a  lovely  sky  and  some 
religious  fete ;  mademoiselle  was  holding- 
flowers  in  her  hand,  the  interesting-  hoy 
was  chasing  a  beautiful  peacock  in  a  gar- 
den, and  you,  madame,  were  under  the 
trellis  of  some  arbor.  Pray  come  to  my 
aid,  madame  ;  do  not  these  circumstances 
bring  to  your  mind  some  reminiscences?  " 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort ;  ''and  yet  it  appears  to  me,  sir,  that 
if  I  had  met  3'Ou  anywhere,  the  recollec- 
tion of  you  must  have  been  imprinted  on 
my  memory." 

"  Perhaps  M.  le  Comte  saw  us  in  Italj^" 
said  Valentine,  timidl3\ 

"Yes,  in  Italy;  it  was  in  Italy  most 
probably,"  replied  Monte-Cristo;  "you 
have  traveled  then  in  Ital}^  mademoi- 
selle ?  " 

"  Yes ;  madame  and  I  were  there  two 
years  ago.  The  doctors  were,  afraid  of 
my  lungs,  and  prescribed  the  air  of  Na- 
ples. We  went  by  Bologna,  Perusa,  and 
Rome." — "  Ah,  yes— true,  mademoiselle," 
exclaimed  Monte-Cristo,  as  if  this  simple 
mdication  was  sufficient  to  determine  his 
recollection.  "  It  was  at  Perusa  on  the 
day  of  the  Fete-Dieu  in  the  garden  of  the 
Hotel  des  Postes,  when  chance  brought  us 
together;  you,  Madame  de  Villefort,  and 
your  son ;  I  now  remember  having  had 
the  honor  of  meeting  you." 

"  I  perfectly  well  remember  Perusa,  sir, 
and  the  Hotel  des  Postes,  and  the  fete  to 
wliich  you  allude,"  said  Mademe  de  Ville- 
fort, "  but  in  vain  do  I  tax  my  memory,  of 
whose  treachery  I  am  ashamed,  for  I  really 
do  not  recall  to  mind  that  I  ever  had  the 
pleasure  of  seemg  you  before." 


"  It  is  strange,  but  neither  do  I  recol- 
lect meeting  with  you,"  observed  Valen- 
tine, raising-  her  beautiful  eyes  to  the 
count. 

"But  I  remember  it  perfectly,"  inter- 
posed the  darling  Edward. 

"  I  will  assist  your  memory,  madame," 
continued  the  count ;  "  the  day  had  been 
burning'  hot;  you  were  waiting  for  horses, 
which  were  dela3'ed  in  consequence  of  the 
festival.  Mademoiselle  was  walking  in 
the  shade  of  the  garden,  and  your  son 
disappeared  in  pursuit  of  the  bird." 

"And  I  caug-ht  it,  mamma,  don't  you 
remember  ?  "  interposed  Edward,  "  and  I 
pulled  three  such  beautiful  feathers  out 
his  tail." 

"  You,  madame,  remained  under  the 
arbor  formed  by  the  vine  ;  do  3'OU  not 
remember,  that  while  3'ou  were  seated  on 
a  stone  bench,  and  while,  as  I  told  j^ou. 
Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  and  3'our  j-oung 
son  were  absent,  3-ou  conversed  for  a  con- 
siderable time  with  somebody  ?  " 

"Yes,  in  truth,  3'es,"  answered  the 
young  lady,  turning  very  red,  "  I  do  re- 
member conversing-  with  an  individual 
wrapped  in  a  long"  woolen  mantle;  he 
was  a  medical  man,  I  think." — "'  Precise- 
ly' so,  madame  ;  this  man  was  myself ;  for 
a  fortnig^lit  I  had  been  at  that  hotel,  dur- 
ing- which  period  I  had  cured  m^''  valet-de- 
chambre  of  a  fever,  and  my  landlord  of 
the  jaundice,  so  that  I  reall.y  acquired  a 
reputation  as  a  skillful  physician.  We  dis- 
coursed a  long  time,  madame,  on  different 
subjects;  of  Perugino,  of  Rnffaelle,  of 
manners,  customs,  of  the  famous  aquafo- 
faua,  of  which  the3'  had  told  3'ou,  I  think 
3'ou  said,  that  certain  individuals  in  Pe- 
rusa had  preserved  the  secret." 

"Yes,  true,"  replied  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort, with  a  kind  of  uneasiness,  "  I  remem- 
ber now." 

"I  do  not  recollect  now  all  the  various 
subjects  of  which  we  discoursed,  mad- 
ame." continued  the  count,  with  perfect 
calmness;  "but  I  perfect h'  remember 
that,  falling  into  the  error  which  othere 
had  entertained  respecting  me.  .vou  con- 
sulted me  as  to  the  health  of  Mademoi- 
selle de  Villefort."— -'Yes.  really,  sir, 
vou   were  in   fact  a  medical   man,"  said 
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Madame  de  Villcfort,  "since  you  had 
cured  the  sick," 

"  Mohere  or  Beaumarchais  would  reply 
to  ,you,  madame,  that  it  was  precisely  be- 
cause I  was  not,  that  I  had  cured  ray 
patients  ;  for  mj^self,  I  am  content  to  say 
to  3'ou  that  I  have  studied  chemistry  and 
the  natural  sciences  somewhat  deeply,  but 
still  only  as  an  amateur,  you  understand.'' 

At  this  moment  the  clock  struck  six, 
"  It  is  six  o'clock,"  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort,  evidently  ag-itated.  ''Valentine,  will 
you  not  go  and  see  if  your  grandpapa  will 
have  his  dinner?"  Valentine  rose,  and 
saluting-  the  count,  left  the  apartment 
withoyt  repljing  a  single  word, 

"Oh,  madame  I  "  said  the  count,  when 
Valentine  had  left  the  room,  "  was  it  on 
my  account  that  you  sent  Mademoiselle  de 
Villefort  away  ?  " 

''By  no  means,"  replied  the j^oung lad3' 
quickh\:  "but  this  is  the  hour  when  we 
giv6  to  M,  Noirtier  the  sad  repast  which 
supports  his  sad  existence.  You  are 
aware,  sir,  of  the  deplorable  condition  of 
my  husband's  father  ?  " 

"Yes,  madame,  M.  de  Villefort  spoke 
of  it  to  me — a  paralysis,  I  think," 

"  Alas,  3'es  !  there  is  an  entire  want  of 
movement  in  the  frame  of  the  poor  old 
gentleman  ;  the  mind  alone  is  still  active 
in  this  human  machine,  and  that  is  faint 
and  flickei-ing,  like  the  light  of  a  lamp 
about  to  expire.  But  excuse  me,  sir,  for 
talking  of  our  domestic  misfortunes ;  I 
interrupted  you  at  the  moment  when  you 
were  telling  me  that  you  were  a  skillful 
chemist." — "No,  madame,  I  did  not  say 
so  much  as  that,"  replied  the  count,  with 
a  smile ;  "  quite  the  cotitrary.  1  have 
studied  chemistry  because,  having  deter- 
mined to  live  in  Eastern  climates,  1  have 
been  desirous  of  following  the  example  of 
Kiiig  Mitl-ridatcs." 

"  MUhn'datcs,  rex  Ponticufi,^^  said  tlie 
young'  scamp,  as  lie  tore  some  beautiful 
portraits  out  of  a  sphMulid  album,  "the 
individual  wlio  l)roakfasted  ^l\'^'Yy  moriiirjg 
with  a  cup  of  poison  fi  la  crSme.^^ 

"Edward,  you  naughty  boy!''  ex- 
claimed Madame  de  Villefort,  snatcliing 
the  umtilated  book  from  the  urchin's 
grasp  ;  "j'ou  are  positively  past  bearing  ; 


you  really  disturb  the  conversation  :  go^ 
leave  us,  and  join  your  sister  Valentine  in 
dear  grandpapa  Noirtier's  room." 

"  The  album,"  said  Edward,  sulkily, 

"What  do  you  mean  ? — the  album  !  " 

"  I  want  the  album." 

"How  dare  you  tear  out  the  drawings  ?" 

"  Oh,  it  amuses  me." 

"  Go — go  directly." 

"I  won't  g-o  unless  you  give  me  the 
album,"  said  the  boy,  seating  himself 
doggedly  in  an  arm-chair,  according  to 
his  habit  of  never  giving  way. — "  Take  it, 
then,  and  pray  disturb  us  no  longer," 
said  Madame  de  Villefort,  giving  the 
album  to  Edward,  who  then  went  to- 
wai'd  the  door,  led  by  his  mother.  The 
count  followed  her  with  his  eyes. 

"  Let  us  see  if  she  shuts  the  door  after 
him,"  he  muttered.  Madame  de  Villefort 
closed  the  door  carefully-  after  the  child, 
the  count  appearing*  not  to  notice  her  ; 
then  casting  a  scrutinizing  glance  around 
the  chamber,  the  young  wife  returned  to 
her  chair,  in  which  she  seated  herself. 
"Allow  me  to  observe,  madame,"  said 
the  count,  with  that  kind  tone  he  could 
assume  so  well,  "  you  are  really  very  se- 
vere with  that  dear  clever  child." — "Oh, 
sometimes  severity  is  quite  necessary," 
replied  Madame  de  Villefort,  with  all  a 
mother's  real  firmness. 

"It  was  his  Cornelius  Nepos  that 
Master  Edward  was  repeating  when  he 
referred  to  King  Mithridates,"  continued 
the  count,  "and  you  interrupted  him  in  a 
quotation  which  proves  that  his  tutor  has 
by  no  means  neglected  him,  for  your  son 
is  reallj'^  advanced  for  his  years." 

"The  fact  is,  M.  le  Comte,"  answered 
the  mother,  agreeably  flattered,  "he  has 
great  aptitude,  and  learns  all  that  is  .set 
before  him.  He  has  but  one  fault,  he  is 
somewhat  willful ;  but  really,  on  referring 
for  the  moment  to  what  he  said,  do  you 
truly  believe  that  Mithridates  used  these 
precaut  i(Mis,  and  that  these  precautions 
were  eflii  acious  ?  " 

"Ttliink  so.  madam<\"  because^  I — I, 
who  now  address  you,  liave  made  use  of 
them,  that  I  might  not  bo  poisoned  at 
Naples,  at  Palermo,  and  at  Smyrna — that 
is  to  say,  on  three  several  occasions  of  my 
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life,  when,  bat  for  these  precautions,  I 
must  have  lost  my  life."—'-  And  your  pre- 
cautions were  successful  ?  '" 

"  Completely  so." — "  Yes,  I  remember 
now  your  mentioning-  to  me  at  Perusa 
something-  of  this  sort." 

"  Indeed  !  did  I  ?  "  said  the  count  with 
an  air  of  surprise,  remarkably  well  coun- 
terfeited ;  "  I  really  did  not  remember 
it." — "  I  inquired  of  you  if  poisons  acted 
equally,  and  with  the  same  effect,  on  men 
of  the  North  as  on  men  of  the  South  ;  and 
you  answered  me  that  the  cold  and  slug- 
gish habits  of  the  North  did  not  present 
the  same  aptitude  as  the  rich  and  ener- 
g-etic  temperaments  of  the  natives  of  the 
South." 

"And  that  is  the  case,"  observed 
Monte-Cristo.  "  I  have  seen  Russians 
devour,  without  being  visibly  inconven- 
ienced, vegetable  substances  which  would 
infallibly  have  killed  a  Neapolitan  or  an 
Arab." — "  And  you  really  believe  the  re- 
sult would  be  still  more  sure  with  us  than 
in  the  East,  and  in  the  midst  of  our  fogs 
and  rains  a  man  would  habituate  himself 
more  easily  than  in  a  warm  latitude  to 
this  progressive  absorption  of  poison." 

"  Certainl}^ ;  it  being  at  the  same  time 
perfectly  understood  that  he  should  have 
been  duly  fortified  against  the  pQJeon  to 
whicli  he  had  not  been  accustomed." — 
**  Yes,  I  understand  that ;  and  how  would 
you  habituate  yourself,  for  instance,  or 
rather,  how  did  you  habituate  yourself  to 
it?" — "Oh,  ver3^  easily.  Suppose  you 
knew  beforehand  the  poison  that  would 
be  made  use  of  against  you  ;  suppose  the 
poison  was,  for  instance,  brucine — " 

"  Brucine  is  extracted  from  the  Bruccea 
ferruginea,  is  it  not?  "  inquired  Madame 
de  Villefort. — "  Precisely,  madame,"  re- 
plied Monte-Ci-isto;  "but  I  perceive  I 
have  not-  much  to  teach  you.  Allow  me 
to  coMipliment  you  on  your  knowledge : 
such  learning  is  very  rare  among  ladies." 
'•Oh,  lam  aware  of  that,"  said  Mad- 
ame de  Villelort ;  "but  I  have  a  passion 
for  the  occult  sciences,  which  speak  to  the 
imagination  like  poetry,  and  are  reduci- 
ble to  figures,  like  an  algebraic  equation  ; 
but  go  on,  I  pray  of  you  ;  what  you  say 
interests  me  to  the  greatest  degree." 


"  Well,"  replied  Monte-Cristo,  '•'  ap- 
pose, then,  that  this  poison  was  brucine, 
and  you  were  to  take  a  milligramme  the 
first  day,  two  milligrammes  the  second 
day,  and  so  on.  Well  !  at  the  end  of 
ten  days  you  would  have  taken  a  centi- 
gramme;  at  the  end  of  twenty  dajs,  in- 
creasing another  millegramme,  you  would 
have  taken  three  hundred  centigrammes  ; 
that  is  to  sa^',  a  dose  which  you  would 
support  without  inconvenience,  and  whicli 
would  be  very  dangerous  for  any  other 
person  w^ho  had  not  taken  the  same  pre- 
cautions as  yourself.  Well,  then,  at  the 
end  of  a  month,  when  drinking  water 
from  the  same  carafe,  you  would  kill  the 
person  who  had  drank  this  water  as  well 
as  yourself,  without  3'our  perceiving, 
otherwise  than  from  slight  inconvenience, 
that  there  was  any  poisonous  substance 
mingled  with  this  water." 

"  Do  you  know  any  other  counter- 
poisons  ?  " — "I  do  not." 

"  I  have  often  read,  and  read  again, 
the  history  of  Mithridates,"  said  Madame 
de- Villefort,  in  a  tone  of  reflection,  "and 
had  always  considered  it  as  a  fable." 

"  No,  madame,  contrary  to  most  his- 
tory, it  is  a  truth  ;  but  what  30U  tell  me, 
madame,  what  you  inquire  of  me,  is  not 
the  result  of  a  chance  question  ;  for  two 
years  since  j'^ou  asked  me  the  same  ques- 
tions, and  said,  too,  that  for  a  very  long 
time  this  history  of  Mithridates  occupied 
3'our  mind." 

"  True,  sir.  The  two  favorite  studies 
of  my  youth  were  botany  and  mineralogy  ; 
and  subsequentl}',  when  1  learned  that 
the  use  of  simples  frequently  explained 
the  whole  history  of  a  people,  ami  the  entire 
life  of  individuals  in  the  East,  asflowei-s  be- 
token and  symbolize  a  love  affair,  I  have 
regretted  I  was  not  a  man,  that  I  might 
have  been  a  Flamel.  a  Fontana.  or  a 
Cabanis." 

"  And  the  moi'o,  madame,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "as  the  Oi-itMitals  do  not  confine 
themselves,  as  did  Mithridates,  to  make  a 
cuirass  of  his  poisons,  but  they  also  mako 
them  a  dagger.  Science  becomes,  in  their 
hands,  not  only  a  defensive  weapon,  but 
still  more  frequently  on  offensive  cue:  tho 
one  serves  against  all  their  physical  suffer^ 
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ing-s,  the  other  against  all  their  enemies; 
with  opium,  with  belladonna,  with  bruceea, 
snal^e-wood,  the  cherrj^-laurel,  the,y  put  to 
sleep  all  those  who  would  arouse  them. 
There  is  not  one  of  those  Avomen,  Egyp- 
tian, Turk  or  Greek,  whom  here  3'ou  call 
*  g-ood  women/  who  do  not  know  how,  b}' 
means  of  chemistry,  to  stupefy  a  doctor, 
and  in  psychology  to  amaze  a  confessor." 

"Really  !"  said  Madame  de  Viliefort, 
whose  e3'es  sparkled  with  strang-e  fire  at 
this  conversation. 

"Eh,  indeed!  Yes,  madame,"  con- 
tinued Monte-Cristo,  "  the  secret  dramas 
of  the  East  begin  and  end  thus,  from  the 
plant  w^hich  can  create  love,  to  tlie  plant 
that  can  cause  death  ;  from  the  draug"ht 
which  opens  heaven  before  your  eyes,  to 
that  wiiich  plunges  a  man  in  hell  !  There 
are  as  manj'  shades  of  every  kind  as  there 
are  caprices  and  peculiarities  in  human, 
physical,  and  moral  nature  ;  and  I  willsaj^ 
further — the  art  of  these  chemists  knows 
excellently  well  how  to  accommodate  and 
proportion  the  remedy  and  the  ill  to  its 
yearnings  of  love,  or  its  desires  for  ven- 
geance." 

"  But,  sir,"  remarked  the  lad}',  "  these 
Eastern  societies,  in  the  midst  of  which  j-ou 
have  passed  a  portion  of  \'our  existence, 
are  as  wild  and  visionary  as  the  tales  that 
come  from  their  strange  land.  A  man  can 
easily  be  put  out  of  the  way  there,  then  ; 
it  is,  indeed,  the  Bagdad  and  Bassora  of 
M.  Galland.  The  sultans  and  viziers,  who 
rule  over  such  society,  and  who  constitute 
what  in  France  we  call  the  government, 
are,  in  fact,  really  these  Haroun-al-Ras- 
chids  and  Giaffars,  who  not  only  pardon 
a  poisoner,  but  even  make  him  a  prime 
minister,  if  his  crime  has  been  an  ingen- 
ious one,  and  who,  under  such  circum- 
stances, have  the  whole  story  written  in 
letters  of  gold,  to  divert  their  hours  of 
idleness  and  ennui. ^^ 

'''Ry  no  means,  madame;  Ihc  fanciful 
exists  no  longer  in  the  East.  There  arc 
there  now,  disguised  under  other  names, 
and  concealed  muhn-  other  costumes, 
agents  of  police,  magistrates,  attorney- 
generals,  and  baililTs.  Tiny  hang,  behead, 
and  impale  their  criminals  in  the  most 
agreeable  possible   manner ;  hut  some  of 


these,  like  clever  rogues,  have  contrived 
to  escape  human  justice,  and  succeed  in 
their  fraudulent  enterprises  by  cunning 
stratagems.  Among  us  a  simpleton,  pos- 
sessed b3'  the  demon  of  hate  or  cupidity, 
w^ho  has  an  enemj^  to  destroy',  or  some 
near  relation  to  dispose  of,  goes  straight 
to  the  grocer's  or  druggist's,  gives  a  false 
name,  which  leads  more  easily'  to  his  detec- 
tion tlian  his  i-eal  one,and  purchases.under 
a  pretext  that  the  rats  prevent  him  from 
sleeping,  five  or  six  pennyworth  of  arsenic 
— if  he  is  really  a  cunning  fellow,  he  goes 
to  five  or  six  different  druggists  or  grocers, 
and  thereby  becomes  onlj^  five  or  six  times 
more  easily'  traced  ; — then,  when  he  has 
acquired  his  specific,  he  administers  dulj' 
to  his  enemj',  or  near  kinsman,  a  dose  of 
arsenic  which  would  make  a  mammoth 
or  mastodon  burst,  and  which,  without 
rhjnne  or  reason,  makes  his  victim  utter, 
groans  which  alarm  the  entire  neighbor- 
hood. Then  arrive  a  crowd  of  policemen 
and  constables.  The^-  fetch  a  doctor,  who 
opens  the  dead  bod}',  and  collects  from  the 
entrails  and  stomach  a  quantity  of  arsenic 
in  a  spoon.  Next  da}"^  a  hundred  news- 
papers relate  the  fact,  with  the  names  of 
the  victim  and  the  murderer.  The  same 
evening  the  grocer  or  grocers,  druggist  or 
druggists,  come  and  saj',  '  It  was  I  who 
sold  the  arsenic  to  the  gentleman  accused;  ' 
and  rather  than  not  recognize  the  guilty 
purchaser,  the}'  will  recognize  twenty. 
Then  the  foolish  criminal  is  taken,  im- 
pi'isoned,  interrogated,  confronted,  con- 
founded, condemned,  and  cut  off  by  hemp 
or  steel ;  or  if  she  be  a  woman  of  an}'  con- 
sideration, they  lock  her  up  for  life.  This 
is  the  way  in  which  you  northerns  under- 
stand chemistry,  madame.  Desrues  was^ 
however,  I  must  confess,  more  skillful." 

•*  What  would  you  have,  sir  ?  "  said  the 
lady,  laughing:  "we  do  what  we  can. 
All  the  world  has  not  the  secret  of  the 
Medicis  or  the  Borgias." 

"Now,"  replit'd  the  count,  sliinigging 
liis  shoulders,  "  shall  I  lell  you  the  cause 
of  all  tlu'se  stupidities?  It  is  because,  at 
your  theaters,  by  wliat.  at  least  I  could 
judge  by  reading  t  he  pieces  they  play.t  luy 
see  persons  swallow  thccontentsof  a  phial, 
or  suck  the  button  of  a  ring,  and  fall  dead 
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instantly.  Five  minutes  afterward  the 
cui-tain  falls,  and  the  spectators  depart. 
Thex"^  are  ignorant  of  the  consequences  of 
the  murder;  they  see  neither  the  commis- 
sary of  police  with  his  badg-e  of  office,  nor 
the  corporal  with  his  four  men;  and  that 
is  an  authority'  for  weak  brains  to  believe 
that  this  is  the  way  that  thing-s  pass.  But 
g-o  a  little  way  from  France — g-o  either 
to  Aleppo  or  Cairo,  or  only  to  Naples  or 
Rome,  and  you  will  see  people  passing-  by 
3'ou  in  the  streets — people  erect,  smiling", 
and'  fresh-colored,  of  whom  Asmodeus,  if 
you  were  holding-  on  by  the  skirt  of  his 
mantle,  would  say,  '  That  man  was  poi- 
soned three  weeJ^s  ago  ;  he  will  be  a  dead 
man  in  a  month.'  " 

'"Then,"  reuiarked  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort,  "  they  have  again  discovered  the 
secret  of  the  famous  aqua-tofana  that 
they  said  was  lost  at  Perusa." 

"Eh,  indeed,  does  mankind  ever  lose 
anything?  The  arts  are  removed,  and 
make  a  tour  of  the  world  ; — thing's  cliange 
their  names,  and  the  vulgar  do  not  follow 
them — that  is  all ;  but  there  is  always  the 
same  result.  Poison  acts  particularly  on 
one  organ  or  the  other  —  one  on  the 
stomach,  another  on  the  brain,  another 
on  the  intestines.  Well,  the  poison  brings 
on  a  cough,  the  cough  an  inflammation 
of  the  lungs,  or  some  other  complaint 
catalogued  in  the  book  of  science,  which, 
however,  b^'  no  means  precludes  it  from 
being  decidedly'  mortal ;  and  if  it  were  not, 
would  be  sure  to  become  so,  thanks  to  the 
remedies  applied  by  foolish  doctors,  who 
are  generally  bad  chemists,  and  which  will 
:ict  in  favor  of  or  against  the  malady,  as 
you  please  ;  and  then  there  is  a  human 
being  killed  according  to  all  the  rules  of 
art  and  skill,  and  of  whom  justice  learns 
iiothing,  as  was  said  by  a  terrible  chem- 
ist of  my  acquaintance,  the  worthy  Abbe 
Adclmontc  de  Taormino,  in  Sicily,  who 
has  studied  these  national  phenomena 
very  profoundly." 

''It  is  quite  frightful,  but  deeply  inter- 
esting," said  the  young  lady,  motionless 
with  attention.  "  I  thought,  I  must  con- 
fess, that  these  tales  were  inventions  of 
the  Middle  Ages."— "Yes,  no  doubt,  but 
improved  upon  by  ours.     What  is  (he  use 


of  time,  encouragements,  medals,  crosses, 
Monthyon  prizes,  etc.,  etc.,  if  they  do  not 
lead  society  toward  more  complete  per- 
fection ?  Yet  man  will  never  be  perfect 
until  he  learns  to  create  and  destroy :  he 
does  know  how  to  destroy,  and  that  is  half 
way  on  the  road." 

-'  So,"  added  Madame  de  Villefort,  con- 
stantly returning-  to  her  object,  "  the  poi- 
sons of  the  Borgias,  the  Medicis,  the  Re- 
nes,  the  Ruggiei-is,  and  later,  probably, 
that  of  Baron  de  Trenck,  whose  storj'  has 
been  so  misused  by  modern  drama  and 
romance — " 

"  Were  objects  of  art,  madame,  and 
nothing  more,"  replied  the  count.  "  Do 
3^ou  suppose  that  the  real  savant  ad- 
dresses himself  stupidly  to  the  mere  in- 
dividual ?  By  no  means.  Science  loves 
eccentricities,  leaps  and  bounds,  trials  of 
strength,  fancies,  if  I  may  be  allowed  so 
to  term  them.  Thus,  for  instance,  the 
excellent  Abbe  Adelmonte,  of  whom  I 
spake  to  \oi\  just  now,  made  in  this  way 
some  marvelous  experiments." 

'•'Really!" 

"  Yes  ;  I  will  mention  one  to  3'ou.  He 
had  a  remarkably  fine  garden,  full  of 
vegetables,  flowers,  and  fruit.  From 
among  these  vegetables  he  selected  the 
most  simple — a  cabbage,  for  instance. 
For  three  days  he  watered  this  cabbage 
with  a  distillation  of  arsenic  ;  on  the  third, 
the  cabbage  began  to  droop  and  turn  yel- 
low. At  that  moment  he  cut  it.  In  the 
ej'es  of  everybod}'^  it  seemed  fit  for  table, 
and  preserved  its  wholesome  appearance. 
It  was  onl}'  poisoned  to  the  Abbe  Adel- 
monte. He  then  took  the  cabbage  to  the 
room  where  he  had  rabbits  -for  the  Abbe 
Adelmonte  had  a  collection  of  rabbits, 
cats,  and  guinea-pigs,  equally  as  fine  as 
his  collection  of  vegetables,  flowers,  and 
fruit.  Well,  the  Abbe  Adelmonte  took 
a  rabbit,  and  made  it  eat  a  leaf  of  the 
cabbage.  The  rabbit  died.  What  mag- 
istrate would  find,  or  evtMi  venture  to 
insimiate,  anything  against  this?  What 
procureur  du  roi  has  ever  ventui*ed  to 
draw  up  an  accusation  against  M.  Magen- 
die  or  M.  Flourens.  in  consetjuenee  of  the 
rabbits,  cats,  and  guinea-pigs  they  have 
killed?— not  one.     So,    then,    the    rabbit 
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dies,  and  justice  takes  no  notice.  This 
rabbit  dead,  the  Abbe  Adelmonte  has  its 
entrails  taken  out  bj^  his  cook  and  thrown 
on  the  dunghill  ;  on  this  dung-hill  was  a 
hen,  who,  pecking  these  intestines,  was, 
in  her  turn,  taken  ill,  and  dies  next  da3\ 
At  the  moment  when  she  was  struggling 
in  the  convulsions  of  death,  a  vulture  was 
flying  b}'  (there  are  a  good  many  vultures 
in  Adelmonte's  country)  ;  this  bird  darts 
on  the  dead  bird,  and  carries  it  away  to  a 
rock,  where  it  dines  off  its  pre}'.  Three 
days  afterward,  this  poor  vulture,  who 
has  been  ver}-  much  indisposed  since  that 
dinner,  feels  very  gidd}',  suddenly,  while 
flj'ing  aloft  in  the  clouds,  and  falls  heavil}' 
into  a  fish-pond.  The  pike,  eels,  and  carp 
eat  greedih'  alwa3's,  as  everv-bod}"  knows 
— well,  thej"-  feast  on  the  vulture.  Well, 
suppose  the  next  day,  one  of  these  eels, 
or  pike,  or  carp  is  served  at  your  table, 
poisoned  as  they  are  to  the  third  gener- 
ation. Well,  then,  j-our  guest  will  be 
poisoned  in  the  fifth  generation,  and  die, 
at  the  end  of  eight  or  ten  days,  of  pains 
in  the  intestines,  sickness,  or  abscess  of 
the  p3'lorus.  The  doctors  open  the  body 
and  say,  with  an  air  of  profound  learning, 
'  The  subject  has  died  of  a  tumor  on  the 
liver,  or  of  typhoid  fever  ! '  " 

"  But,"  remarked  Madame  de  Villefort, 
"all  these  circumstances  which  you  link 
thus  one  to  another  may  be  broken  by  the 
least  accident ;  the  vulture  may  not  pass 
at  the  precise  moment,  or  may  fall  a  hun- 
dred 3'ards  from  the  fish-pond." 

*'  Ah,  this  it  is  which  is  art.  To  be  a 
great  chemist  in  the  East,  we  must  direct 
chance  ;  and  this  is  to  be  achieved." — 
Madame  de  Villefort  was  dorp  in  thought, 
3'et  listened  attentively.  "  But,"  she  ox- 
claimed,  suddenly',  ''arsenic  is  indelible, 
indestructible  ;  in  what  way  soever  it  is 
absorbed,  it  will  be  found  again  in  the 
body  of  the  creature  from  the  moment 
when  it  has  been  taken  in  sufficient  {|uan- 
tit}"^  to  cause  death." 

**  Precisely  so."  cried  Monto-Cristo — 
"  precisel}'^  so;  and  this  is  what  1  said  to 
m^'  worthy  Adelmonte.  He  reflected, 
smiled,  and  re|)lied  to  me  by  a  Sicilian 
proverb,  which  I  believe  is  also  a  Fionch 
proverb,    *  My   sou,  the    world    was    not 


made  in  a  da}'^ — but  in  seven.  Return  on 
Sunday.'  On  the  Sunday  following  I  did 
return  to  him.  Instead  of  having  watered 
his  cabbage  with  arsenic,  he  had  watered 
it  this  time  with  a  solution  of  salts,  having 
their  basis  in  str3'chnine,  strychnos  colu- 
hrina,  as  the  learned  term  it.  Now,  the 
cabbage  had  not  the  slightest  appearance 
of  disease  in  the  world,  and  the  rabbit  had 
not  the  smallest  distrust;  3'et,  five  min- 
utes afterward,  the  rabbit  was  dead.  The 
fowl  pecUed  at  the  rabbit,  and  the  next 
day  was  a  dead  hen.  This  time  we  were 
the  vultures,  so  we  opened  the  bird,  and 
this  lime  all  particular  S3'mptoms  had 
disappeared ;  there  were  onl}'  general 
S3'mptoms.  There  was  no  peculiar  indi- 
cation in  an3'  organ — an  excitement  of  the 
nervous  system — that  was  it ;  a  case  of 
cerebral  congestion — nothing  more.  The 
fowl  had  not  been  poisoned — she  had  died 
of  apoplex3\  Apoplex3'  is  a  rare  disease 
among  fowls,  I  believe,  but  veiy  common 
among  men."  Madame  de  Villefort  ap- 
peared more  and  more  reflective. 

"It  is  ver3^  fortunate,"  she  observed, 
"  that  such  substances  could  only  be  pre- 
pared b}-^  chemists;  for  else,  really,  all 
the  world  would  be  poisoning  each  other." 

"  B3'  chemists  and  persons  who  have  a 
taste  for  chemistry,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
carelessh'. 

"  And  then,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort, 
endeavoring  b3'  a  struggle  and  with  elfort 
to  get  away  from  her  thoughts,  ''how- 
ever skillfull}'  it  is  prepared,  crime  is  al- 
wa3s  ci'ime ;  and  if  it  avoid  human  scru- 
tiu}-,  it  does  not  escape  the  03-0  of  God. 
The  Orientals  are  stronger  than  we  are  in 
cases  of  conscience,  and,  ver}'  prudentl}-, 
have  no  hell — that  is  the  point." 

"Reall}',  madame,  this  is  a  scruple 
which  naturall3'  must  occur  to  a  pure 
mind  like  youi's,  but  which  would  easily 
yield  Ix'fore  sound  reasoning.  The  bad  side 
of  human  thought  will  always  be  defined  by 
the  paradox  of  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau, 
vou  know,  the  mandarin  who  is  killed  at. 
500  leagues  distance  l)v  raising  the  tip  of 
the  finger.  Man's  whole  life  passes  in 
doing  these  things,  and  liis  intellect  is  ex- 
liansteil  b\-  retlecling  on  them.  You  will 
I  lincl    very    few   peisons   who   will  go  and 
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brutally  thrust  a  knife  in  the  heart  of  a 
fellovv-creaturo,  or  will  administer  to  him, 
in  order  to  remove  him  from  the  surface 
of  the  globe  on  which  we  move  with  life 
and  animation,  that  quantit^^  of  arsenic  of 
which  we  now  just  talked.  Such  a  thing- 
is  really  out  of  rule — eccentric  or  stupid. 
To  attain  such  a  point,  the  blood  must  be 
warmed  to  thirty-six  deg-rees,  the  pulse 
be,  at  least,  at  ninety,  and  the  feelings 
esxcited  beyond  the  .ordinary  limit.  But  if 
passing,  as  we  do  in  philolog-y,  from  the 
word  itself  to  its  softened  synonym,  3'ou 
make  an  elimination — a  simple  change  of 
words:  instead  of  committing  an  ignoble 
assassination,  if  you  merel}^  and  simpl3^  re- 
move from3'our  path  the  individual  who  is 
in  your  way,  and  that  without  shock  or 
violence,  without  the  display  of  those  suffer- 
ings which,  becoming  a  punishment,  make 
a  martyr  of  the  victim,  and  of  him  who  in- 
flicts them  a  butcher,  in  every  sense  of  the 
word  ;  if  there  be  no  blood,  no  groans,  no 
convulsions,  and  above  all,  that  horrid  and 
compromising  moment  of  accomplishing 
the  act,  then  one  escapes  the  clutch  of  the 
human  law,  which  saj'S  to  you,  'Do  not  dis- 
turb societ3'!'  This  is  the  mode  in  which 
the}'  manage  these  things,  and  succeed  in 
Eastern  climes,  where  there  are  grave  and 
phlegmatic  persons  who  care  very  little 
for  the  questions  of  time  in  conjunctures 
of  importance." — ''Yet  conscience  re- 
mains!" remarked  Madame  de  Villefort, 
in  an  agitated  voice,  and  with  a  stifled 
sigh.       y 

"Yes,"  answered  Monte-Cristo,  "  liap- 
pily,  yes,  conscience  does  remain ;  and  if 
it  did  not,  how  wretched  we  should  be  ! 
After  every  action  requiring  exei-tion,  it 
is  conscience  that  saves  us,  for  it  supplies 
us  with  a  thousand  g-ood  excuses,  of  wliich 
we  alone  are  judges ;  and  tliese  reasons, 
how  excellent  soever  in  producing-  sleep, 
would  avail  us  but  very  little  before  a 
tribunal,  when  we  were  tried  for  our  lives. 
Thus  Richard  III.,  for  instance,  was  mar- 
velously  served  by  his  conscience  after  the 
putting  away  of  tlie  two  childi-en  of  Ed- 
ward IV.;  in  fact,  he  could  say,  'These 
two  children  of  a  cruel  and  persecuting 
king,  who  have  inherited  the  vices  of  their 
father,  which  I  alone  could  perceive  in  their 


juvenile  propensities — these  two  children 
are  impediments  in  my  way  of  promoting 
the  happiness  of  the  English'people,  whose 
unhappiness  they  (the  children)  would  in- 
fallibly have  caused.'  Thus  was  Lady 
Macbeth  served  by  her  conscience,  when 
she  sought  to  give  her  son,  and  not  her  hus- 
band  (whatever  Shakespeare  may  say), 
a  throne.  Ah,  maternal  love  is  a  great 
virtue,  a  powerful  motive — so  powerful 
that  it  excuses  a  multitude  of  things,  even 
if,  after  Duncan's  death.  Lad}'  Macbeth 
had  been  at  all  pricked  by  her  conscience." 

Madame  de  Villefort  listened  with 
avidity  to  these  appalling  maxims  and 
horrible  paradoxes,  delivered  b}'  the  count 
with  that  ironical  simplicity  which  was 
peculiar  to  him.  After  a  moment's 
silence,  the  lad}'  inquired  : 

"Do  3'ou  know,"  she  said,  "  M.  le 
Comte,  that  3'ou  are  a  very  terrible 
reasoner,  and  that  a-ou  look  at  the  world 
through  a  somewhat  distempered  me- 
dium ?  Have  you  really  measured  the 
world  by  scrutinies,  or  through  alembics 
and  crucibles  ?  For,  truth  to  sa}',  you  are 
a  great  chemist,  and  the  elixir  \'ou  admin- 
istered to  m}'  son,  which  recalled  him  to 
life  almost  instantaneously — " 

"  Oh,  do  not  place  any  reliance  on  that, 
madame  ;  one  drop  of  that  elixir  sufliced 
to  recall  life  to  a  dying  child,  but  three 
drops  would  have  impelled  the  blood  into 
his  lungs  in  such  a  way  as  to  have  pro- 
duced most  violent  palpitations ;  six 
would  have  suspended  his  respiration, 
and  caused  syncope  more  serious  than 
that  in  which  he  was  :  ten  would  have 
destroyed  him.  You  know,  madame,  how 
suddenly  I  snatched  him  from  those  phials 
which  he  so  imprudently  touched  ?  " 

"  Is  it,  then,  so  terrible  a  poison  ?  " 

**  Oh,  no  I  In  the  first  place,  let  us 
agree  that  the  word  poison  does  not  exist, 
because  in  medicine  use  is  made  of  the 
most  violent  poisons,  which  biH?ome,  ac- 
cording as  they  are  made  use  of,  niost 
salutary  remeilies." — "What,  then,  isit?" 

"  A  skillful  preparation  of  my  friend's 
the  worthy  Abbe  Adelmonte.  who  taught 
me  the  use  of  it.'' —  •' Oh."  observed 
Madame  de  Villefort,  *'  ii  must  be  an 
admirable  anti-spasmodic." 
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"  Perfect.,  madame,  as  you  have  seen," 
replied  the  count;  "and  I  frequent!}^ 
make  use  of  it — with  all  possible  prudence, 
thoug-h,  be  it  observed,"  he  added,  with 
a  smile  of  intelligence. 

'•Most  assuredly,"  responded  Madame 
de  Villefort,  in  the  same  tone.  "As  for 
me.  so  nervous,  and  so  subject  to  fainting 
fits,  I  should  require  a  Doctor  Adelmonte 
to  invent  for  me  some  means  of  breathing 
freely  and  tranquilizing-  my  mind,  in  the 
fear  I  have  of  dying  some  fine  A^y  of  suf- 
focation. In  the' meanwhile,  as  the  thing 
is  difficult  to  find  in  France,  and  your 
abbe  is  not  probably  disposed  to  make  a 
journey  to  Paris  on  m}'  account,  I  must 
continue  to  use  the  anti-spasmodics  of  M. 
Planche  ;  and  mint  and  Hoffman's  drops 
are  among  my  favorite  remedies.  Here 
are  some  lozenges  which  I  have  made  up 
on  purpose  ;  they  are  compounded  doublj' 
strong."  Monte-Cristo  opened  the  tor- 
toise-shell box,  which  the  lady  presented 
to  him,  and  imbibed  the  odor  of  the  loz- 
enges with  the  air  of  an  amateur  Avho 
thoroughly  appreciated  their  composition. 
''They  are  indeed  exquisite,"  he  said; 
"but  as  they  are  necessarily  submitted 
to  the  process  of  deglutition — a  function 
which  it  is  frequently  impossible  for  a 
fainting  person  to  accomplish — I  prefer 
my  own  specific." 

"Undoubtedly,  and  so  should  I  prefer 
it,  after  the  effects  I  have  seen  produced  : 
but  of  course  it  is  a  secret,  and  I  am  not 
.so  indiscreet  as  to  ask  it  of  you."—"  But 
I,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  rising  as  he  spoke 
— "I  am  gallant  enough  to  offer  it  you." 

"Oh,  sir!"  —  '"Only  remember  one 
thing— a  small  dose  is  a  remedy,  a  laige 
one  is  poison.  One  drop  will  restore  life, 
as  you  h:ive  Avitnessed  ;  five  or  six  will  in- 
evitably kill,  and  in  a  way  the  more  ter- 
rible inasmuch  as,  poured  into  a  glass  of 
win(s  it  would  not  in  the  slightest  degree 
affect  its  flavor.  But  I  say  no  more,  mad- 
ame  ;  it  is  really  as  if  I  wen;  advising 
you."  The  clock  sti-uck  half-past  six, 
and  a  lady  was  announced,  a  friend  of 
Madame  do  Villefort,  who  came  to  dine 
with  her. — "If  1  had  had  the  honor  of 
seeing  you  for  the  third  or  fourth  time, 
M.  le  Comte,  instead  of  only  for  the  sec- 


ond," said  jMadame  de  Villefort;  "if  I 
had  had  the  honor  of  being  your  friend, 
instead  of  only  having  the  happiness  of 
lying-  under  an  obligation  to  you,  I  should 
insist  on  detaining  you  to  dinner,  and  not 
allow  myself  to  be  daunted  by  a  first  re- 
fusal." "       I 

"A  thousand  thanks,  madame,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo,  "  but  I  have  an  engage- 
ment which  I  cannot  break  :  I  have  prom- 
ised to  escort  'to  thcAcademie  a  Greek 
princess  of  my  acquaintance  who  has 
never  seen  your  grand  opera,  and  who 
relies  on  me  to  conduct  her  thither." 

"  Adieu,  then,  sir,  and  do  not  forget 
m}"  recipe." 

"Ah,  in  truth,  madame,  to  do  that  I 
must  forget  the  hour's  conversation  I 
have  had  with  you,  which  is  indeed  im- 
possible." Monte-Cristo  bowed,  and  left 
the  house.  Madame  de  Villefort  remained 
immersed  in  thought.  "  He  is  a  very 
strange  man,"  she  said,  "  and  in  my 
opinion  is  himself  the  Adelmonte  he  talks 
about."  As  to  Monte-Cristo,  the  result 
had  surpassed  his  utmost  expectations. 
"  Good  ! "  said  he,  as  he  went  away  ; 
"this  is  a  fruitful  soil,  and  I  feel  cer- 
tain that  the  seed  sown  will  not  be 
cast  on  barren  ground."  Next  morning, 
faithful  to  his  promise,  he  sent  the  pre- 
scription requested. 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

"ROBERT   T.E   DIABLE." 

The  pretext  of  an  opera  engagement 
was  so  much  the  more  feasible,  as  there 
chanced  to  be  on  that  very  night  a  more 
than  ordinary  attraction  at  the  Academic 
Royale.  Levasseur,  who  had  been  .suffer- 
ing under  severe  illness,  made  his  reap- 
pearance in  the  character  of  Bertram, 
and,  as  usual,  the  announcemiMit  of  the 
most  admired  production  of  the  favorite 
compo.ser  of  the  day  jjad  attracted  an 
audience  consisting  of  the  very  elite  of 
Parisian  fashion.  l^Iorcerf,  like  most  other 
young  men  of  rank  and  fortune,  had  his 
orchestral  stall,  with  the  certainty  of  al- 
ways finding  a  .seat  in  at  least  a  dozen 
of  the  principal  boxes  occupied  by  per- 
sons of  his  .■ic(|u;iiiil;uice  :  he  had,  more- 
over, iiis  riirht   of  entrv  into  tiie  omnibus 
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box.  Chateau-Renaud  rented  a  stall  be- 
side his  own,  while  Beauchamp,  in  his 
editorial  capacit}',  had  unlimited  range 
all  over  the  theater.  It  happened  that 
on  that  particular  nig-ht  the  minister's 
box  was  placed  at  the  disposal  of  Lucien 
Debray,  who  offered  it  to  the  Count  de 
Morcerf,  who  ag-ain,  upon  his  mother's 
i-ejection  of  it,  sent  it  to  Danglars,  with 
an  intimation  that  he  should  probably  do 
himself  the  honor  of  joining  the  baroness 
and  her  daughter  during  the  evening,  in 
the  event  of  their  accepting  the  box  in 
question.  The  ladies  received  the  offer 
with  too  much  pleasure  to  dream  of  a 
refusal.  To  no  class  of  persons  is  the 
presentation  of  a  gratuitous  opera-box 
more  acceptable  than  to  the  wealth}- 
millionaire,  who  still  hugs  economy  while 
boasting  of  carrying  a  king's  ransom  in 
his  waistcoat  pocket. 

Danglars  had,  nevertheless,  protested 
against  showing  himself  in  a  ministerial 
box,  declaring  that  his  political  prin- 
ciples, as  well  as  being  a  member  of 
the  opposition  party,  would  not  permit 
him  so  to  commit  himself ;  the  baroness 
had,  therefore,  dispatched  a  note  to  Lucien 
Debraj'',  bidding  him  call  for  them,  it  being 
wholly  impossible  for  her  to  go  alone  with 
her  daughter  to  the  opera.  There  is  no 
gainsaying  the  plain  fact  that  a  very  un- 
favorable construction  would  have  been 
put  upon  the  circumstance  of  two  females 
going  together  to  a  public  place,  while 
the  addition  of  a  third,  in  the  person  of 
her  mother's  admitted  lover,  enabled 
Mademoiselle  Danglars  to  defy  malice 
and  ill-nature  while  visiting  so  cele- 
brated a  place  of  amusement.  Thus, 
then,  we  perceive  that  for  a  mother, 
however  innocent  and  pure-minded,  to 
conduct  her  child  alone  to  operas  or 
spectacles,  would  be  deemed  a  breach 
of  decorum ;  but  to  go  thither  under  the 
guidance  of  one  who,  if  not  actually  her 
seducer,  might  in  time  become  so,  made 
all  right,  and  set  the  world  at  defiance. 
Let  others  reconcile  these  strange  incon- 
sistencies if  tlioy  will;  wo  confess  it 
above  our  powers  I 

The  curtain  rose,  as  usual,  to  an  almost 
empty  house,  it  being  one  of  the  absurdi- 


ties of  Parisian  fashion  never  to  appear 
at  the  opera  until  after  the  commencement 
of  the  performances,  so  that  the  first  act 
is  generally  plaj^ed  without  the  slightest 
attention  being  paid  to  it,  that  part  of 
the  audience  already  assembled  being  too 
much  occupied  in  observing  the  fresh  ar- 
rivals, and  noting  each  batch  of  elegantes 
as  they  take,  possession  of  their  boxes,  to 
have  e,yes  or  ears  for  the  business  of  the 
stage ;  while  the  noise  of  opening  and 
shutting  doors,  with  the  mingled  buzz  of 
man}'  conversations,  effectualh'  prevents 
even  those  few  who  would  listen  to  the 
orchestra  from  being  able  to  do  so. 
''Surely,"  said  Albert,  as  the  door  of  a 
box  on  the  first  circle  opened,  and  a  lady 
entered,  resplendent  with  beauty  and  jew- 
els, "  that  must  be  the  Countess  G ." 

"  And  who  may  she  be,  pray  ?"  inquired 
Chateau-Renaud,  carelessly. 

"  Wliat  a  question  !  Now,  do  you  know, 
baron,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  pick  a  quar- 
rel with  5'ou  for  asking  it ;  as  if  all  the 
world  did  not  know  who  the  Countess 
G was." 

••'Ah,  to  be  sure!"  replied  Chateau- 
Renaud  ;  ''  I  remember  now — your  lovel}' 
Venetian,  is  it  not?" — '•' Herself !  "  At 
this  moment  the  countess  perceived  Al- 
bert, and  returned  his  salutation  with  a 
graceful  smile.  ''You  are  acquainted  with 
her,  it  seems?"  said  Chateau-Renaud. — 
••  Franz  introduced  me  to  her  at  Rome." 
replied  Albert. 

"Well,  then,  will  you  do  as  much  for 
me  in  Paris  as  he  did  for  you  in  the  '  Queen 
of  Cities  ?' '' — ••  With  much  pleasure." 

•"Silence  I"  exclaimed  tiie  audience. 
This  manifestation  on  tlie  part  of  the  spec- 
tatoi's  of  their  wish  to  be  allowed  to  enjoy 
the  rich  music  then  issuing  from  the  stage 
and  oi'chesti'a  produced  not  the  slightest 
effect  on  the  two  young  men,  who  con- 
tinued talking  as  though  they  had  not 
even  heard  it.  "  The  countess  was  present 
at  the  races  in  tlie  Champ-de-^Iars."  said 
Chateau-Renaud. — "  To-day  ?  " 

"  Yes." — "  Bless  me  !  I  quite  forgot  the 
races.     Did  you  bet  ?" 

*'0h,  merely  a  paltry  fifty  louis." 

*'  And  who  was  the  winner?  " 

"Nautilus.     I  betted  on  him." 
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"  But  there  were  three  races,  were  there 
not?'' — "Yes  ;  there  was  the  prize  given 
by  the  Jockey  Club — a  gold  cup,  you 
know — and  a  very  singular  circumstance 
occurred  about  that  race." 

"  What  was  it  ?"  —  "  Silence  I"  ag-ain 
vociferated  the  music-loving-  part  of  the 
audience. — ■"  Why,  that  it  was  g-ained  by 
a  horse  and  rider  utterly  unknown  on  the 
course."' — ''Is  that  possible?" 

''True  as  day.  The  fact  was,  nobody 
had  observed  a  horse  entered  by  the  name 
of  Vampa,  or  that  of  a  jockey-  styled  Job, 
when,  at  the  last  moment,  a  splendid  roan, 
niounted  by  a  jockey  about  as  big-  as  your 
fist,  presented  themselves  at  the  starting- 
post.  They  were  obliged  to  stuff  at  least 
twenty  pounds  weig-ht  of  shot  in  the  small 
rider's  pockets,  to  make  him  weight ;  but 
with  all  that  he  outstripped  Ariel  and 
Barbare,  against  whom  he  ran,  by  at 
least  three  whole  lengths." 

''  And  was  it  not  found  out  at  last  to 
whom  the  horse  and  jockey  belonged  ?  " 
"No!" 

"You  say  that  the  horse  was  entered 
under  the  name  of  Vampa  ?  " 
"Exactly  ;  that  was  the  title." 
"Then,"  answered  Albert,  "lam  bet- 
ter informed  than  you  are,  and  know  who 
the  owner  of  that  horse  was  !  "— "  Silence 
there  !  "  cried  the  whole  collective  force 
of  the  parterre  (or  pit).  And  this  time 
the  tone  and  manner  in  which  the  com- 
mand was  given  betokened  such  growing 
hostility  that  the  two  young  men  per- 
ceived, for  the  first  time,  that  the  man- 
date was  addressed  to  them.  Leisurely 
turning  round,  they  calmly  scrutinized 
the  various  countenances  around  them, 
ns  though  demanding  some  one  person 
who  would  take  upon  himself  the  respon- 
sibility of  wh:it  Ihey  deemed  excessive  im- 
pertinence :  but  as  no  one  responded  to 
the  challenge,  the  friends  turned  again 
to  the  front  of  the  theater,  and  affected 
to  busy  themselves  with  the  stage.  At 
this  moment  the  door  of  the  minister's 
box  opened,  and  Madame  Danglars,  ac- 
companied by  luM-  (iaught«M-.  entered, 
escorted  by  Lucicn  Debray,  who  assidu- 
ously conducted  them  to  their  seats. 
"Ha,     ha!"     said      Cliateau-Renaud, 


"here  come  some  friends  of  yours,  vis- 
count I  What  are  you  looking  at  there  ? 
don't  3-ou  see  they  are  i  rying  to  catch 
3'our  e^e?"  Albert  turned  round,  just 
in  time  to  receive  a  gracious  wave  of  the 
fan  from  Madame  la  Baronne ;  as  foe 
Mademoiselle  Eugenie,  she  scared}'  vouch- 
safed to  waste  the  glances  of  her  large 
black  eyes  even  upon  the  business  of  the 
stage.  "I  tell  you  what,  my  dear  fellow," 
said  Chateau-Renaud,  "  I  cannot  imagine 
what  objection  yon  can  possibly  have  to 
Mademoiselle  Danglars — that  is,  setting 
aside  her  want  of  ancestry  and  somewhat 
inferior  rank,  which,  by  the  way,  I  don't 
think  you  care  very  much  about.  Now, 
barring  all  that,  I  mean  to  say  she  is  a 
deuced  fine  girl  1 " 

"  Handsome,  certainly,"  replied  Albert, 
"  but  not  to  my  taste,  which,  I  confess, 
inclines  to  a  softer,  gentler,  and  more 
feminine  style  than  that  possessed  by 
the  young  lady  in  question." — "  Bless 
my  heart  !  "  exclaimed  Chateau-Renaud, 
who,  because  he  had  seen  his  thirtieth 
summer,  fancied  himself  dul}''  warranted 
in  assuming  a  sort  of  paternal  air  with 
his  more  youthful  friend.  "3'ou  j'oung 
people  are  never  satisfied  :  why,  what 
would  you  have  more  ?  j'our  parents  have 
chosen  you  a  bride  who  might  serve  as 
the  living  model  of  the  '  Hunting  Diana,' 
and  yet  you  are  not  content." 

"  No,  for  that  very  resemblance  affrights 
me ;  I  should  have  liked  something  more 
in  the  manner  of  the  Venus  of  Milo  or 
Capua  ;  but  this  chase-loving  Diana,  con- 
tinually surrounded  by  her  nymphs,  gives 
me  a  sort  of  alarm,  lest  she  should  some 
day  entail  on  me  the  fate  of  Acta?on." 

And,  indeed,  it  required  but  one  glance 
of  Mademoiselle  Danglars  to  comprehend 
the  justness,  as  well  as  nature,  of  Mor- 
cerf's  remark — "she  was  certainly  liand- 
some,"  but  her  beauty  was  of  too  marked 
and  decided  a  character  to  please  a  fas- 
tidious tast(> ;  her  hair  was  i-aven  black, 
but  amid  its  natural  waves  might  be  seen 
a  Species  of  rebellion  to  the  hand  that 
sought  to  band  and  braid  it;  her  eyes,  of 
the  same  color  as  her  hair,  were  richly 
fringed  and  surmounletl  by  well-arched 
brows,  whose  great  defect,  however,  con- 
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sisted  in  an  almost  habituai  frown;  while 
her  Avhole  pliysiog-nomy  wore  that  expres- 
sion of  firmness  and  decision  so  little  in 
accordance  with  the  g-entler  attributes  of 

jjgP  sex her  nose  was  precisely  what  a 

statuary  would  have  chosen  for  a  chiseled 
Juno.  Her  mouth,  which  might  have  been 
found  fault  with  as  too  large,  displayed 
teeth  of  pearly  whiteness,  rendered  still 
more  conspicuous  by  the  overredness  of 
her  lips,  beside  which  her  naturally"  pale 
complexion  seemed  even  more  colorless. 
But  that  which  completed  the  almost 
mascuhne  look  Morcerf  found  so  little  to 
his  taste  was  a  dark  mole,  of  much  larger 
dimensions  than  these  freaks  of  nature 
generally  are,  placed  just  at  the  corner  of 
her  mouth ;  and  the  effect  tended  to  in- 
crease the  expression  of  unbending  resolu- 
tion and  self-dependence  that  formed  the 
characteristics  of  her  countenance.  The 
rest  of  Mademoiselle  Eugenie's  person  was 
in  perfect  keeping  with  the  head  just  de- 
scribed ;  she,  indeed,  reminded  you  of  the 
''Hunting Diana,"  as Chateau-Renaud  ob- 
served, but  with  a  more  haughty  and  reso- 
lute air  than  statuaries  have  bestowed  on 
the  "  Chaste  Goddess  of  the  silver  bow." 
As  regarded  her  attainments,  the  only 
fault  to  be  found  with  them  was  the  same 
that  a  fastidious  connoisseur  might  have 
found  with  her  beauty,  that  the^'-  were 
somewhat  too  erudite  and  masculine  for  so 
young  a  person  :  she  was  a  perfect  linguist ; 
a  first-rate  artist ;  wrote  poetry,  and  com- 
posed music ;  to  the  study  of  the  latter  she 
professed  to  be  entirely  devoted,  studying 
it  with  an  indefatigable  perseverance,  as- 
sisted b^'  a  schoolfellow  who,  having  been 
educated  with  a  view  of  turning  her  tal- 
ents to  account,  was  noA^  busily  engaged 
in  improving  her  vocal  powers,  in  order  to 
take  (what  she  was  assured  by  her  friends 
she  would  infallibh'  attain)  a  leading  posi- 
tion at  the  Academy  of  Music.  It  was 
rumored  that  she  was  an  object  of  almost 
paternal  interest  to  one  of  the  principal 
composers  of  the  day,  who  excited  her  to 
spare  no  pains  in  the  cuUivation  of  her 
voice,  wliich  might  hereafter  prove  a 
source  of  wealth  and  independence.  But 
this  counsel  effectually  decided  Mademoi- 
selle Danglars  never  to  commit  herself  bv 


being  seen  in  public  with  one  destined  for 
a  theatrical  life;  and  acting  upon  this 
principle,  the  banker's  daughter,  though 
perfectly  willing  to  allow  Mademoiselle 
Louise  d'Armilly  (for  so  was  the  future 
debutante  named)  to  practice  with  her 
through  the  day,  took  especial  care  not  to 
compromise  herself  by  being  seen  in  her 
company.  Still,  though  not  actually  re- 
ceived at  the  Hotel  Danglars  in  the  light 
of  an  acknowledged  friend,  Louise  was 
treated  with  far  more  kindness  and  con- 
sideration than  is  usually  bestowed  on  that 
most  unfortunate  class  of  deserving  fe- 
males st3ied  governesses. 

The  curtain  fell  almost  immediately 
after  the  entrance  of  Madame  Danglars 
into  her  box,  the  band  quitted  the  or- 
chestra for  the  accustomed  half-hour's 
interval  allowed  between  the  acts,  and  the 
audience  were  left  at  liberty  to  promenade 
the  salon  or  lobbies,  or  to  pay  and  receive 
visits  in  their  respective  boxes.  Morcerf 
and  Chateau-Renaud  were  among  the  first 
to  avail  themselves  of  this  permission. 
For  an  instant  the  idea  struck  Madame 
Danglars  that  this  eagerness  on  the  part 
of  the  young  viscount  arose  from  his  im- 
patience to  join  her  party,  and  she  whis- 
pered her  expectations  to  her  daughter, 
that  Albert  was  hurrying  to  pay  his  re- 
spects to  them.  Mademoiselle  Eugenie, 
however,  merely  returned  a  dissenting 
movement  of  the  head,  while,  with  a  cold 
smile,  she  directed  the  attention  of  her 
mother  to  an  opposite  loge,  situated  on 
the  first  circle,  in  which  sat  the  Countess 

G ,  and  where  Morcerf  had  just  made 

his  appearance.  "■  So  we  meet  again,  my 
traveling  friend,  dowe  ?  "  cried  the  coun- 
tess, extending  her  liand  to  him  with  all 
the  warmth  and  cordiality  of  an  old  ac- 
quaintance ;  ''  it  was  really  very  good  of 
you  to  recognize  me  so  quickly,  and  still 
more  so  to  bestow  your  fii-st  visit  on  me." 

"Be  assured."  replied  Albert,  "that  if 
I  had  been  aware  of  your  arrival  in  Paris. 
and  had  known  your  address.  T  .should 
have  paid  my  respects  to  you  long  on> 
this.  Allow  me  to  introduce  my  friend, 
Baron  de  Chateau-Renaud.  one  of  the  i-aro 
specimens  of  real  gentlemen  now  to  bo 
found  in  France,  antl  from  whom  I  liave 
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just  learned  that  you  were  a  spectator  of 
the  races  in  the  Champ-de-Mars,  j^ester- 
day."  Chateau-Renaud  bowed  to  the 
countess. — "  Were  3'ou  at  the  races,  then, 
M.  le  Baron  ?  *'  inquired  the  countess, 
eag'erl3\ — ''I  was."' 

''Well,  then,'"  pursued  Madame  G , 

with  considerable  animation,  "  \o\x  can 
probably  tell  me  to  whom  belong-ed  the 
winner  of  the  Jockey-Club  stakes  ?  " 

''I  am  sorry  to  say  I  cannot,"  replied 
the  baron;  "and  I  was  just  asking-  the 
same  question  of  my  friend  Albert." 

"  Are  you  ver^^  anxious  to  know,  Ma- 
dame la  Comtesse  ?  "  asked  Albert. 

"  To  know  what  ?  "'— ••  The  name  of  the 
owner  of  the  winning-  horse  ?  " 

''  Excessiveh'  :  only  imagine — but  do 
tell  me,  M,  le  Vicomte,  whether  you  reall}'- 
are  acquainted  with  it  or  no  ?" — "  I  beg- 
3'our  pardon,  madame,  but^'ou  were  about 
to  relate  some  story,  were  3'ou  not  ?  You 
said  'onh-  imag-ine.'  and  then  paused. 
Pray  continue.'" 

"Well,  then,  listen!  You  must  know 
I  felt  so  interested  for  the  splendid  roan 
horse,  with  his  eleg-ant  little  rider,  so 
tastefully  dressed  in  a  pink  satin  jacket 
and  cap,  that  I  could  not  help  praying-  for 
their  success  with  as  much  earnestness  as 
thoug-h  the  lialf  of  niy  fortune  were  at 
stake  ;  and  when  I  saw  them  outstrip  all 
the  others,  and  come  to  the  winning-post 
in  such  g-allant  st^'le,  I  actually  clapped 
my  hands  with  jo^'.  Imagine  my  surprise, 
when,  upon  returning  home,  the  first  ob- 
ject I  met  on  the  staircase  was  the  iden- 
tical jockej''  in  the  pink  jacket !  I  con- 
cluded that,  b}'  some  singular  chance,  the 
owner  of  the  winning  horse  must  live  in 
the  same  hotel  as  myself;  but,  lo  !  as  I 
entered  my  apartments  I  beheld  the  \cry 
gold  cup  awarded  as  a  prize  to  the  un- 
known horse  and  rider.  Inside  the  cup 
was  a  small  piece  of  paper,  on  which  were 
written  these  words — '  From  Lord  Ruth- 
ven  to  Countess  G .'  " 

"  Precisely  ;  I  was  sure  of  it,"  said  Mor- 
cerf. — "  Sure  of  whai  ?  " 

"  That  the  ownci'of  tin-  liot-sc  w:is  Lord 
Ruthvcn  himself." 

"What  Lord  Riiilixt-n  do  30U  mean?"' 

"  Why,   our  Lord   Rutliven — the  Vam- 


pire of  the  Salle  Argentine  I  " — "Mercy 
upon  me  I  '"  exclaimed  tlie  countess;  "is 
he  here  too  ?  " 

"'  To  be  sure — wh}-  not  ^  " 

"And  3'ou  visit  him  ? — meet  him  at  your 
own  house  and  elsewhere  ?  " 

"  I  assure  you  he  is  my  most  intimate 
friend,  and  M.  de  Chateau-Renaud  has 
also    the   honor  of   his   acquaintance." 

"But  what  makes  3-ou  so  convinced  of 
his  being  the  winner  of  the  Jockey-Club 
prize?" — "Was  not  the  winning  horse 
entered  by  the  name  of  Vampa  ?  " 

"  What  of  that  ?  "— "  Why,  do  you  not 
recollect  it  was  the  appellation  of  the 
celebrated  bandit  by  whom  I  was  made 
prisoner  ?  " — "  True." — "  And  from  whose 
hands  the  count  extricated  me  in  so 
wonderful  a  manner?  " 

"To  be  sure,  I  remember  it  all  now." 

"Now  I  argue  from  the  circumstance 
of  the  horse  and  bandit  bearing  the  same 
singular  name,  that  the  count  was  the 
person  to  whom  the  unknown  horse  be- 
longed."—  "But  what  could  have  been 
his  motive  for  sending  the  cup  to  me  ?  " 

"  In  the  first  place,  because  I  had  spoken 
much  of  3'ou  to  him,  as  3'ou  raa^'  believe  ; 
and  in  the  second,  because  he  delighted  to 
see  a  countrj'woman  take  so  lively'  an  in- 
terest in  his  success." 

"  I  trust  and  hope  3'ou  never  repeated 
to  the  count  all  the  foolish  remarks  we 
used  to  make  about  him  ?  " 

"I  should  not  like  to  nfTirm  upon  oath 
that  I  have  not.  Besides,  his  presenting 
you  the  cup  under  the  name  of  Lord  Ruth- 
ven  proves  his  knowledge  of  the  comparison 
instituted  between  himself  and  that  indi- 
vidual.*' 

"  Oh,  but  that  is  dreadful  1  Why,  the 
man  umst  owe  me  a  fearful  grudge  for  so 
doing."' — "  Does  his  offering  you  the  fruits 
of  his  victory  seem  like  the  conduct  of  one 
who  felt  ill-will  toward  you  ?  " 

"  No  !  certainly  not !  "— "  Well,  then—"' 

"And  so  this  singular  being  is  in 
Paris?  "-"He  is." 

"  And  wliat  effect  does  he  produce  ?  '" 

"  Why.""  said  Albert,  "certainly,  dur- 
ing the  first  week  of  his  arrival  here,  he 
was  the  great  lion  of  the  day;  nothing 
else  was  thought  of  or  talked  about  but 
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the  wonderful  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  and 
his  extraordinary  actions;  then  the  cor- 
onation of  the  queen  of  England  took 
place,  followed  almost  immediateh'  after- 
ward by  the  robbery  of  Mademoiselle 
Mars'  diamonds ;  and  two  such  interest- 
ing- events  turned  public  attention  into 
other  channels." 

"  My  good  fellow,"  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud,  ''the  count  happens  to  be  so  great 
a  favorite  of  yours,  that  you  treat  him  as 
carefully  and  delicately  as  though  he  were 
your  best  and  most  intimate  friend.  Do 
not  believe  what  Albert  is  telling  you, 
Madame  la  Comtesse  ;  so  far  from  the 
sensation  excited  in  the  Parisian  circles 
by  the  appearance  of  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  having  abated,  I  take  upon  myself 
to  declare  that  it  is  as  strong  as  ever. 
His  first  astounding  act  upon  coming 
among  us  w^as  to  present  a  pair  of  horses, 
worth  32,000  francs,  to  Madame  Danglars  ; 
his  second,  the  almost  miraculous  preser- 
vation of  Madame  de  Villefort's  life  ;  now 
it  seems  that  he  has  cari'ied  off  the  prize 
awarded  by  the  Jockey  Club  !  I  there- 
fore assert  and  maintain,  in  despite  of 
whatever  Morcerf  may  advance,  that  not 
only  is  the  count  the  object  of  universal 
remark,  interest,  and  curiositj'-,  at  this 
present  moment,  but  also  that  he  wall 
continue  to  be  so  while  he  pleases  to  ex- 
hibit an  eccentricity  of  conduct  and  action 
which,  after  all,  maybe  his  ordinary  mode 
of  amusing  himself  as  well  as  the  world." 

''Perhaps  you  are  right,"  said  Morcerf  ; 
^' but  just  cast  your  eyes  toward  the  box 
formerly  belonging  to  the  Russian  ambas- 
sador, and  tell  me,  if  you  can,  who  is  the 
present  occupant  of  it  ?  " 

"Which  box  do  you  mean  ?"—"  The 
one  between  the  pillars  on  the  first  tier- 
it  seems  to  have  been  fitted  up  entirely 
afresh."  —  '•  Did  you  observe  any  one 
during  the  first  act?" 

"  Where ?  "— ••  In  that  box." 

"  No  !  "  replied  iho  countess  ;  "it  was 
certainly  empty  during  the  first  act;" 
then,  resuming  the  subject  of  their  pre- 
vious conversation,  she  said,  "And  so 
you  really  believr  it  was  your  mysteri- 
ous Count  of  Monte-Cristo  that  gained  the 
prize  ?"— •'  1  am  sure  of  it." 


"And  who  afterward  sent  the  golden 
cup  to  me  ?" 

"  Undoubtedly  !  "  —  "  Then,  do  you 
know,"  said  the  countess,  "I  have  a 
strong  inclination  to  return  it  ?  I  cannot 
understand  receiving  such  presents  from 
a  person  wholly  unknown  to  you." 

"Do  no  such  thing,  I  beg  of  you;  it 
would  only  produce  a  second  goblet, 
formed  of  a  magnificent  sapphire,  or  hol- 
lowed out  of  a  gigantic  rub3\  It  is  his  man- 
ner of  acting,  and  you  must  take  him  as 
you  find  him."  At  this  moment  the  bell 
rang  to  announce  the  drawing  up  of  the 
curtain  for  the  second  act.  Albert  rose  to 
return  to  his  place.  "  Shall  I  see  you 
again  ?"  asked  the  countess.  "  If  you  will 
permit  me  to  make  a  second  visit  between 
the  next  pause  in  the  opera,  I  will  do  m}-- 
self  the  honor  of  coming  to  inquire 
whether  there  is  anything  in  which  I  can 
be  useful  to  you  in  Paris?" 

"  Pray  take  notice,"  said  the  countess, 
"  that  my  present  residence  is  22,  Rue  de 
Rivoli,  and  that  I  am  at  home  to  my 
friends  every  Saturday  evening.  So  now, 
you  gentlemen  cannot  plead  ignorance 
both  of  w'hen  and  where  3'ou  ma}'  see  me, 
if  so  inclined."  The  3oung  men  bowed, 
and  quitted  the  box.  Upon  reaching 
their  stalls,  the}^  found  the  whole  of  the 
audience  in  t\\e  parterre  standing  up  and 
directing  their  gaze  toward  the  box  for- 
me rl}'  possessed  by  the  ambassador  of 
Russia.  Following  the  universal  example, 
the  friends  perceived  that  an  individual  of 
from  thirty-five  to  fort}'  3-ears  of  age, 
dressed  in  deep  black,  had  just  entered, 
accompanied  by  a  female  dressed  after 
the  Eastern  style ;  the  lady  was  young 
and  surpassingly  beautiful,  while  the  rich 
magnificence  of  her  attire  drew  all  eyes 
upon  hei'.  "By  heavens  I"  said  Albert, 
'*  it  is  Monte-Cristo  himself,  with  his  fair 
Greek  !" 

The  strangers  were,  indeed,  no  other 
than  the  count  and  Haydee.  The  sensa- 
tion excited  by  the  beauty  and  dazzling 
appearance  of  the  latter  soon  communi- 
cated itself  to  every  part  of  the  theater, 
and  even  ladies  leaned  forwaid  from  Iho 
boxes  to  admire  the  many-colored  corns- 
cations  that  darted  their  sparkling  beams 
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whenever  the  superb  diamonds  worn  by 
the  3'oung-  Greek  played  and  g-httered 
among-  the  cut-g-lass  lusters  with  their 
waxen  lights.  The  second  act  passed 
away  during  one  continued  buzz  of  voices 
— one  deep  whisper — intimating  that  some 
great  and  universall3'-interesting"  event 
had  occurred;  all  ej^es  —  all  thoughts 
were  occupied  with  the  young  and  beau- 
tiful female,  whose  gorgeous  apparel  and 
splendid  jewels  threw  an  air  of  insignifi- 
cance upon  all  the  fair  visitants  of  the 
theater  ;  the  business  of  the  stag-e  was 
utterly  neglected — all  seemed  to  consider 
the  contemplation  of  so  much  loveliness 
far  more  deserving*  attention.  Upon  this 
occasion  an  unmistakable  sign  from  Mad- 
ame Danglars  intimated  her  desire  to  see 
Albert  in  her  box  directh''  the  curtain  fell 
on  the  second  act,  and  neither  the  polite- 
ness nor  good  taste  of  Morcerf  w^ould  per- 
mit his  neglecting  an  invitation  so  unequiv- 
ocally given.  At  the  close  of  the  act  lie 
therefore  proceeded  to  the  baroness's  logs. 
Having  bowed  to  the  two  ladies,  he  ex- 
tended his  hand  to  Debray.  By  the 
baroness  he  was  most  graciously'  wel- 
comed, while  Eugenie  received  him  with 
her  accustomed  coldness. 

*'  M3'  dear  fellow  !  "  said  Debraj',  *'you 
have  just  come  in  the  very  nick  of  time 
to  help  a  fellow-creature  regularl}'  beaten 
and  at  a  standstill.  There  is  madame 
overwhelming  me  with  questions  respect- 
ing the  count ;  she  insists  upon  it  that  I 
can  tell  hor  his  birth,  education,  and 
parentage,  where  he  came  from,  and 
whither  he  is  going*.  Being-  no  disciple 
of  Cagliostro,  I  was  wholly  unable  to  do 
this  ;  so,  by  way  of  getting  out  of  the 
scrape,  I  said,  *  Ask  Morcerf ;  he  has  g-ot 
the  whole  history  of  his  beloved  Monte- 
Cristo  at  his  fingers'  ends;'  whereupon 
the  baroness  made  you  a  sign  to  come 
hither,  and  now  I  leave  the  solution  of 
her  (luestions  in  your  liands." 

"Is  it  not  almost  incredible,"  said 
Madame  Danglars,  "  that  a  person  hav- 
ing at  least  half  a  million  of  secret- 
service  money  at  his  ciimmand,  should 
possess  so  little  information  upon  so 
every-day  a  matter  as  the  present?" 

"Let  nie  assure  j'ou,  madame,"  said 


Lucien,  "  that  had  I  really  the  sum  you 
mention  at  my  disposal,  I  would  employ 
it  more  profitabl}'  than  in  troubling  m^^- 
self  to  obtain  particulars  respecting*  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  whose  only  merit 
in  my  eyes  consists  in  his  being  twice  as 
rich  as  a  nabob.  However,  I  have  turned 
the  business  over  to  Morcerf,  so  pray 
settle  it  with  him  as  may  be  most  agree- 
able to  you  ;  for  my  own  part,  I  cai'e 
nothing  about  the  count  or  his  myste- 
rious doings.*' 

'•  I  am  very  sure  no  nabob  of  our  time 
would  have  sent  me  a  pair  of  horses 
worth  32,000  francs,  wearing  on  their 
heads  four  diamonds  valued  at  5,000 
francs  each." — "He  seems  to  have  a 
mania  for  diamonds,"  said  Morcerf, 
smiling  ;  "  and  I  verily  believe  that,  like 
Potemkin,  he  keeps  his  pockets  filled,  for 
the  sake  of  strewing  them  along  the 
road,  as  little  Thumb  did  his  flint 
stones." 

"  Perhaps  he  has  discovered  some 
mine,"  said  Madame  Danglars.  "1 
suppose  you  know  he  has  an  order  for 
unlimited  credit  on  the  baron's  banking 
establishment?" — "I  was  not  aware  of 
it,"  replied  Albert,  "but  I  can  readily 
believe  it." 

"  And,  further,  that  he  stated  to  M. 
Danglars  his  intention  of  only  staying*  a 
year  in  Paris,  during  which  time  he  pro- 
posed to  spend  six  millions.  He  must  be 
the  shah  of  Persia,  traveling  incog." 

"Have  you  remarked  the  extreme 
beauty  of  that  young  female  by  whom  he 
is  accompanied,  M.  Lucien  ? "  inquired 
Eugenie. 

"  I  really  never  met  with  one  woman 
so  ready  to  do  justice  to  the  chai'ms  of 
another  as  yourself;  let  us  see  how  fat- 
she  merits  your  pi-aise,"  continued 
Lucien,  raising  his  lorgnette  to  his  eye. 
"A  most  lovely  creature,  upon  my 
soul  !  "  cried  he,  after  a  long  and  search- 
ing .sci'ul  iny. 

"Who  is  this  young*  person,  M.  Mor- 
cerf," inquired  Eugenie;  "does  anybody 
know?" 

"Allow  me  to  slate,"  said  Albert,  re- 
plying to  this  direct  appeal,  "  that  I  can 
give    vou    verv  lolci-able   information  on 
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that  subject,  as  well  as  on  most  points 
relative  to  the  singular  person  of  whom 
we  are  now  conversing-— the  young  fe- 
male is  a  Greek." 

''So  I  should  presume  b}'  her  dress;  if, 
therefore,  3'ou  know  no  more  than  that 
one  self-evident  fact,  the  whole  of  the 
spectators  in  the  theater  are  as  well 
informed  as  yourself." 

"  I  am  extremely  sorry  you  find  me  so 
ignorant  a  cicerone,"  replied  Morcerf, 
"  but  1  am  reluctantly  obliged  to  confess 
I  have  nothing  further  to  communicate — 
3'es,  sta}^  I  do  know  one  thing  more, 
namely,  that  she  is  a  musician,  for  one 
day  that  I  chanced  to  be  breakfasting  with 
the  count,  I  heard  the  sound  of  a  guzla — 
it  is  impossible  it  could  have  been  touched 
by  any  other  fing*er  than  her  own." — 
'''  Then  your  count  entertains  visitors,  does 
he  ?  "  asked  Madame  Danglars. 

"Indeed  he  does,  and  in  a  most  noble 
manner,  I  can  assure  you." 

"  I  must  try  and  persuade  M.  Danglars 
to  invite  him  to  a  ball  or  dinner,  or  some- 
thing of  the  sort,  that  he  may  be  compelled 
to  ask  us  in  return." — "What!"  said 
Debray,  laughing ;  "  do  you  really  mean 
jou  would  go  to  his  house  ?  " — "  Why  not  ? 
my  husband  could  accompany  me." 

"  But  do  you  know  this  mysterious  count 
is  a  bachelor  ?  " 

"  You  have  ample  proof  to  the  contrary, 
if  you  look  opposite,"  said  the  baroness,  as 
she  laughingl}'  pointed  to  the  beautiful 
Greek, 

"  No,  no  !  "  exclaimed  Debray  ;  "'  that 
female  is  not  his  wife,  lie  told  us  himself 
she  was  his  slave  ;  do  you  not  recollect, 
Morcerf,  his  telling  us  so  at  your  break- 
fast?" 

"Well,  then,"  said  the  baroness,  "if 
slave  she  be,  she  has  all  the  aii*  and  man- 
ner of  a  princess." 

"  Of  the  Arabian  Nights  ?  " 

"If  you  like;  but  tell  me,  my  good 
Lucien,  what  is  it  that  constitutes  a  prin- 
cess? gold,  silver,  and  jewels?  and  our 
Greek  beauty  there  is  one  blaze  of  dia- 
monds ;  I  doubt  if  any  queen's  could  equal 
them." 

"To  me  she  seems  overloaded,"  ob- 
served Eugenie  ;  "she  would  look  far  blot- 


ter if  she  wore  fewer,  and  we  should  then 
be  able  to  see  her  finely-formed  throat  and 
wrists." 

"See,  how  the  artist  peeps  out!"  ex- 
claimed Madame  Danglars;  "my  poor 
Eugenie,  you  must  conceal  your  passion 
for  the  fine  arts." 

"I  admire  all  that  is  beautiful  in  art 
or  nature,"  returned  the  young  lad\-. — 
"  What  do  3'ou  think  of  the  count  ?  "  in- 
quired Debra}^ ;  "he  is  not  much  amiss, 
according  to  ray  ideas  of  good  looks." 

"  The  count  ?  "  repeated  Eugenie,  as 
though  it  had  not  occurred  to  her  to  ob- 
serve him  sooner ;  "  the  count  ?  oh  I — he 
is  so  dreadfully  pale." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  Morcerf ; 
"and  it  is  in  that  ver3^  paleness  that  con- 
sists the  secret  we  want  to  find  out.  The 
Countess  G insists  upon  it  he  is  a  vam- 
pire."— "Then  the    Countess  G has 

returned  to  Paris,  has  she  ?  "  inquired  the 
baroness. 

"Is  that  she,  mamma?"  asked  Eu- 
genie ;  "  almost  opposite  to  us,  with  that 
profusion  of  beautiful  light  hair?  " 

"Yes,  yes,  there  she  is  I  "  cried  Mad- 
ame Danglars;  "shall  I  tell  you  what 
you  ought  to  do,  Morcerf  ?  " — "  Command 
me,  madame  ;  I  am  all  attention."" 

"  Well,  then,  you  should  go  and  bring 
your  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  to  us." 

"  What  for  ?  "  asked  Eugenie. 

"  What  for  ?  wh^^  to  converse  with 
him,  of  course ;  if  \' ou  have  no  curiosity 
to  hear  whether  he  expresses  himself  like 
other  people,  I  can  assure  you  I  have. 
Have  you  reallj'^  no  desire  to  be  introduced 
to  this  singular  being?" — *•  None  wliat- 
ever,"'  replied  Eugenie. — "  Strange  girl  !  " 
murmured  the  baroness. 

"  He  will  very  probably  come  of  liis  own 
accord,"  said  Morcerf.  "  Thero  I  d«)  you 
see,  madame,  he  recognizes  you  and  bows." 
The  baroness  returned  the  salute  in  the 
most  smiling  and  graceful  manner. 

'•Well,"  said  Morcerf,  "I  may  as  well 
be  magnanimous,  and  tear  myself  away 
to  forward  your  wishes.  Adieu  :  I  will  go 
and  try  if  there  are  any  means  of  speak- 
ing to  him." — "Go  straight  to  his  box, 
that  will  be  the  simplest  plan." 

"  But  I  have  never  been  presented.' 
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"  Presented  to  whom?" 

"  To  the  beautiful  Greek." 

"  You  say  she  is  only  a  slave  ?  " 

"  While  you  assert  that  she  is  a  queen, 
or  at  least  a  princess.  No,  no,  I  cannot 
venture  to  enter  his  box;  but  I  hope  that 
when  he  observes  me  leave  3'ou,  he  will 
come  and  take  my  place." 

"  We  shall  see ;  it  is  just  probable, 
therefore  g-o  at  once." 

"Adieu!  I  sacrifice  myself,  remember 
that,"  said  Albert,  as  he  made  his  part- 
ing- bow.  As  he  had  predicted,  just  as  he 
was  passing  the  count's  box,  the  door 
opened,  and  Monte-Cristo  came  forth. 
After  giving"  some  directions  to  Ali,  who 
stood  in  the  lobby,  the  count  observed 
Albert,  and,  taking-  his  arm,  walked  on- 
ward with  him.  Carefully  closing  the 
box-door,  Ali  placed  himself  before  it, 
while  a  crowd  of  wondering  spectators 
assembled  round  the  unconscious  Nubian. 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
*'  Paris  is  a  strange  city,  and  the  Parisians 
a  singular  people  ;  do  praj'  observe  that 
cluster  of  persons  collected  round  poor  Ali, 
who  is  as  much  astonished  as  themselves; 
really  one  might  suppose  he  was  the  only 
Nubian  they  had  ever  beheld  ;  now  I  will 
pledge  myself,  that  a  Frenchman  might 
show  himself  in  public,  either  in  Tunis, 
Constantinople,  Bagdad,  or  Cairo,  jvith- 
out  drawing  a  circle  of  gazers  ai'ound  him." 

"  That  shows  that  the  Eastern  nations 
have  too  much  good  .sense  to  waste  their 
time  and  attention  on  objects  undeserving 
of  either.  However,  as  far  as  Ali  is  con- 
cerned, I  can  assure  you,  the  interest  he 
excites  is  merely  from  the  circumstance  of 
his  being  your  attendant  ;  you,  who  are 
at  this  moment  the  most  celebrated  and 
fashionable  person  in  Paris." 

"  Really  ?  and  wiiat  has  procured  me  so 
flattering  n  distinction  ?  " 

"What?  why,  yourself,  to  be  sure! 
You  give  away  horses  worth  a  thousand 
guineas  ;  you  save  tlie  lives  of  ladies  of 
high  rank  and  beauty  ;  you  send  tlior- 
oughbred  racers  to  contest  the  prize  of 
the  Jockoy  Chib,  the  horses  being  rod«5  by 
liny  urcliins  not  larger  llian  marmots; 
then,  when  you  have  airried  off  the  golden 
trophy  of  victory,  instead  of  setting  an}' 


value  on  it,  you  give  it  to  the  first  hand- 
some woman  ^-ou  think  of  I  " 

"  And  who  has  filled  your  head  with  all 
this  nonsense  ?  " 

"  Why,  in  the  first  place,  I  heard  it 
from  Madame  Danglars,  who,  by  the  by, 
is  dj'ing  to  see  3'ou  in  her  box,  or  to  have 
you  seen  there  by  others ;  secondly,  I 
learned  it  from  Beauchamp's  journal ; 
and  thirdly,  from  my  own  imagination. 
Why,  if  j-ou  sought  concealment,  did  j-ou 
call  your  horse  Vampa  ?  " — "  That  was 
an  oversight,  certainl\',"  replied  the 
count ;  ''  but  tell  me,  does  the  Count  de 
Morcerf  never  visit  the  Opera  ?  I  have 
been  looking  for  liim,  but  without  suc- 
cess." 

'•  He  will  be  here  to-night." — "  In  what 
part  of  the  house  ?  " — "  In  the  baroness's 
loge,  I  believe." — "  Is  the  charming  young 
female  with  her  —  her  daughter?"  — 
"Yes." — "Indeed!  then  I  congratulate 
3'ou."  Morcerf  smiled.  "We  will  dis- 
cuss that  subject  at  length  some  future 
time,"  said  he.  "  But  what  think  you  of 
the  music  ?  " — "  What  music  ?  " 

"  That  which  you  have  just  heard." 

"  Oh,  it  is  admirable  as  the  production 
of  a  human  composer,  sung  by  a  partj' 
of  bipeds  without  feathers,  as  Diogenes 
styled  mankind."  —  "  Wh\%  my  dear 
count,  would  3'ou  have  me  understand 
that  3'ou  undervalue  our  terrestrial  har- 
mony', because  you  can  at  pleasure  enjoy 
the  seraphic  strains  that  proceed  from  the 
seven  choirs  of  paradise  ?"—"  You  are 
light,  in  some  degree  ;  but  when  I  wish 
to  listen  to  sounds  so  exquisitely  attunc^d 
to  melody  as  mortal  eai-  never  3'et  list- 
ened to,  I  go  to  sleep." — "Then  why  not 
indulge  yourself  at  once  ?  Sleep,  by  all 
means,  if  such  be  your  means  of  procuring 
the  concord  of  celestial  sounds.  Pray  do 
not,  hesitate  ;  you  will  find  every  incentive 
to  slumber,  and  for  what  else  but  to  send 
people  asleep,  was  the  opera  invented  ?" 

"No,  thank  you.  Youi'  orchestra  is 
rather  too  noisy  to  admit  the  soft  wooing 
of  the  drowsy  god.  The  sleep  after  the 
manner  I  have  mentioned,  and  to  produce 
the  desired  t-lTeets.  absolute  calm  and 
silence  are  necessary,  a  certain  prepar- 
ation must  also  be  called  in  aid." 
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"I  know  —  the  famous  liatchis  !  " — 
"  Preciselv.  Now  3'ou  know  my  secret, 
let  me  recommend  you,  my  clear  viscount, 
to  come  and  sup  with  me  whenever  you 
wish  to  be  reg-aled  with  music  really 
worth  listening-  to."—"  I  have  already 
enioj'-ed  that  treat  when  breakfasting- 
with  you,"  said  Morcerf. 

••  Do  you  mean  at  Rome  ?  " — "  I  do." 

*''Ah,  then,  1  suppose  you  heard  Haj-- 
dee's  g-uzla ;  the  poor  exile  frequentl}'^ 
beg-uiles  a  weary  hour  in  playing-  over  to 
me  the  airs  of  her  native  land."  Morcerf 
did  not  pursue  the  subject,  and  Monte- 
Cristo  himself  fell  into  a  silent  reverie. 
The  bell  rang-  at  this  moment  for  the 
rising-  of  the  curtain.  ''You  will  excuse 
m}'  leaving-  you,"  said  the  count,  turning- 
in  the  direction  of  his  loge. — '*'  What  ! 
Are  you  going-  ?  " 

"  Pray,  say  ever3^thing-  that  is  kind  to 

Countess  G on  the  part  of  her  friend 

the  Vampire." 

"And  what  messag-e  shall  I  convey  to 
the  baroness?" 

'*'  That,  with  her  permission,  I  propose 
doing-  myself  the  honor  of  paying-  my  re- 
spects in  the  course  of  the  evening-." 

The  third  act  had  now  commenced  ; 
and  during-  its  prog-ress  the  Count  de  Mor- 
cerf, according-  to  promise,  made  his  ap- 
pearance in  the  box  of  Madame  Danglars. 
The  Count  de  Morcerf  was  not  one  of  those 
persons  whose  aspect  would  create  either 
interest  or  curiosity  in  a  place  of  public 
amusement ;  his  presence,  therefore,  was 
wholly  unnoticed,  save  b}--  the  occupants 
of  the  box  in  which  he  had  just  seated 
liimself.  The  quick  eye  of  Monte-Cristo, 
however,  marked  his  coming- ;  and  a  slight 
though  meaning  smile  passed  over  his  lips 
as  he  did  so.  Haydee,  whose  soul  seemed 
centered  in  the  business  of  the  stage,  like 
[all  unsophisticated  natures,  delighted  in 
whatever  addressed  itself  to  the  eye  or 
ear. 

The  Ihird  act  passed  off  as  usual.  ]\ra de- 
moiselles Noblet,  Julie,  and  Lcm-oux.  exe- 
cuted the  customary  quantity  of  pirou- 
ettos  ;  Robert  duly  challenged  the  Prince 
of  Granada:  and  the  royal  parent  of  the 
Princess  Isabella,  taking  his  daughter  by 
the    hand,   swept    round    the    stage    with 


majestic  strides,  the  better  to  display  the 
rich  folds  of  his  velvet  robe  and  mantle. 
After  which  the  curtain  again  fell,  and  the 
spectators  poured  forth  from  the  theater 
into  the  lobbies  and  salon.  The  count 
also,  quitting  his,  proceeded  at  once  to 
the  box  of  Madame  Danglars,  who  could 
scarcely  restrain  a  crj'  of  mingled  pleasure 
and  surprise.  "  Welcome,  M.  le  Comte  I  " 
exclaimed  she,  as  he  entered.  "I  have 
been  most  anxious  to  see  you,  that  I  might 
repeat  verbally  those  thanks  writing  can 
so  ill  express." 

"  Surel^^  so  trifling  a  circumstance  can- 
not deserve  a  place  in  3'our  remembrance. 
Believe  me,  madame,  I  had  entirely  for- 
gotten it !  " 

"But  it  is  not  so  easy  to  forget,  M.  le 
Comte,  that  the  very  day  following  the 
one  in  which  you  kindh'  prevented  my 
disappointment  respecting  the  horses,  you 
saved  the  life  of  my  dear  friend,  Madame 
de  Villefort,  which  I  had  placed  in  danger 
hy  lending  her  the  very  animals  3'our  gene- 
rosity restored  to  me." — '"This  time,  at 
least,  I  cannot  accept  of  your  flattering 
acknowledgments.  In  the  latter  affair 
you  owe  me  nothing.  Ali,  my  Nubian 
slave,  was  the  fortunate  individual  who 
enjoyed  the  privilege  of  rendering  to  your 
friend  the  trifling  assistance  you  allude 
to." 

"  Was  it  Ali,"  asked  the  Count  de  Mor- 
cerf, "•  who  rescued  my  son  from  the  hands 
of  bandits?" 

"No,  M.  le  Comte,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  pressing  with  friendly  warmth  the 
hand  hekl  out  to  him  by  the  general :  "  in 
this  instance  I  may  faii-ly  and  freely  ac- 
cept your  thanks;  but  you  have  already 
tendered  them,  and  fully  discharged  your 
debt — if,  indeed,  there  existed  one — ami  I 
feel  almost  mortified  to  lind  you  still  re- 
vert to  the  trifling  aid  I  was  able  to  ren- 
der your  son — May  I  beg  of  you.  ^Madame 
la  Baronne,  to  liouor  me  witli  an  intnv 
duction  to  your  eliarming  daughter  ?  " 

"Oh!  you  ;:re  no  stranger — at  least 
not  by  name."  replied  Madame  Danglars, 
'*  and  the  last  two  or  three  days  we  have 
really  talked  of  nothing  el.so  but  yourself. 
Eugenie,"  continued  the  baroness,  turn- 
ing-toward  her  daughter,    '^l.    le  Comte 
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de  Monte-Cristo.*'  The  count  bowed, 
Avhile  Mademoiselle  Dang-lars  returned  a 
slig-ht  inclination  of  the  head.  "  You 
have  a  charming-  j'oung-  person  with  you 
to-night,  M.  le  Comte,"  said  Eugenie. 
'•Your  daughter,  I  presume?" — ''No, 
indeed,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  astonished  at 
the  coolness  and  freedom  of  the  question. 
''  The  female  you  allude  to  is  a  poor  un- 
fortunate Greek  left  under  my  care." 

"  And  what  is  her  name  ?  " — •'•'  Haydee," 
replied  Monte-Cristo.—"  A  Greek  ?  "  mur- 
mured Count  de  Morcerf.— •'  Yes,  indeed, 
count,"  said  Madame  Danglars ;  "and 
tell  me,  did  you  ever  see  at  the  court  of 
Ali  Tebelin,  whom  you  so  gloriously  and 
valiantly  served,  a  more  exquisite  beauty 
or  richer  costume  than  is  displayed  in  the 
fair  Greek  before  us  ?  " 

••Did  I  hear  rightly,  M.  le  Comte," 
said  Monte-Cristo,  "that  you  served  at 
Janina?" — "I  was  inspector-general  of 
the  pasha's  troops,"  replied  Morcerf; 
"  and  I  seek  not  to  conceal  that  I  owe  my 
fortune,  such  as  it  is,  to  the  hberality  of 
the  illustrious  Albanese  chief." 

"But  look!  pray  look,"  exclaimed 
Madame    Danglars. 

"Where?"  stammered  out  Morcerf. 
"  There,  there !  "  said  Monte-Cristo, 
as,  w-rapping  his  arms  around  the  count, 
he  leaned  witli  him  over  the  front  of  the 
box,  just  as  Haydoe,  whose  eyes  were  oc- 
cupied in  examining  the  theater  in  search 
of  the  count,  perceived  his  pale,  marble 
features  close  to  the  countenance  of  Mor- 
cerf, whom  he  was  holding  in  his  aims. 
This  sight  produced  on  the  astonished 
girl  an  effect  similar  to  that  of  the  fabu- 
lous head  of  Medusa.  She  bent  foi-ward 
as  though  to  assure  herself  of  tlie  reality 
of  what  she  beheld,  then  uttering  a  faint 
cry,  throw  herself  back  in  her  seat.  Tiie 
sound  that  burst  from  the  agitated  Greek 
quickly  reached  the  ear  of  the  watchful 
Ali,  who  instantly  opened  the  box-door  to 
ascertain  the  cause.  "  Bless  me  !  "  ex- 
claimed Eugenie,  "what  has  happened  to 
your  ward,  M.  le  Comte  ?  she  seems  taken 
suddenly  ill  !  " 

'*  Verv  ])robably,"  answered  the  count. 
"  But  do  not  be  alarmed  on  her  account  I 
Haydee's  nervous  system  is  delicately  or- 


ganized, and  she  is  peculiarly  susceptible 
of  the  odors  even  of  flowers— naj^,  there 
are  some  which  cause  her  to  faint  if 
brought  into  her  presence.  However," 
continued  Monte-Cristo,  drawing  a  small 
phial  from  his  pocket,  "I  have  an  infalli- 
ble remedy  for  such  attacks."  So  saying, 
he  bowed  to  the  baroness  and  her  daugh- 
ter, exchanged  a  parting  shake  of  the 
hand  with  Debray  and  the  count,  and 
quitted  for  the  box.  Upon  his  return  to 
Haydee,  he  found  her  extremely  pale  and 
much  agitated.  Directly-  she  saw  him  she 
seized  his  hand,  while  tlie  icy  coldness  of 
her  own  made  Monte-Cristo  start.  "  With 
whom  was  my  lord  conversing  a  few  min- 
utes since?"  asked  she,  in  a  trembling 
voice. — "With  the  Count  de  Morcerf," 
answered  Monte-Cristo.  "  He  tells  me 
he  served  your  illustrious  father,  and  that 
he  owes  his  fortune  to  him  !  " 

*'•  Base,  cowardl}'^  traitor  that  he  is  I  " 
exclaimed  Haj'dee,  her  eyes,  flashing  with 
rage;  "he  it  was  who  sold  my  beloved 
parent  to  the  Turks,  and  the  fortune  he 
boasts  of  was  the  price  of  his  treachery  ! 
Knowest  thou  not  that,  my  dear  lord  ?  " 

"  Something  of  this  I  heard  in  Epirus," 
said  Monte-Cristo ;  "  but  the  particulars 
are  still  unknown  to  me.  You  shall  relate 
them  to  me,  my  child.  The^"  are,  no 
doubt,  both  curious  and  interesting." 

"  Yes,  yes  !  but  let  us  go  hence,  I  be- 
seech you.  I  feel  as  though  it  would  kill 
me  to  remain  longer  near  that  dreadful 
man."  So  saving,  Haydee  arose,  and 
wrapping  herself  in  hei*  bournous  of  white 
cachemire  embroidered  with  pearls  and 
coral,  she  hastily  quitted  the  box  at  the 
moment  when  the  curtain  was  rising  upon 
the  fourth  act. 

"  Do  you  observe,"  said  the  Countess 

G to  Albert,  who  had  returned  to  her 

side,  "  that  man  does  nothing  like  other 
people ;  he  listens  most  devoutly  to  tlie 
third  act  of  Robert  le  Diable,  and  when 
the  fourth  begins,  makes  a  precipitate 
retreat ." 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

THK   RISE  AND  FALL   OF  THE  STOCKS. 

SoMK  da^'S  after  this  meeting,  Albert 
de  Morcerf   visited    the  Count  of  Monte- 
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Cristo  at  his  house  in  the  Champs  ^\y- 
sees,  which  had  ah-ead}'  assumed  that 
palace-Uke  appearance  which  the  count's 
princely  fortune  enabled  him  to  give  even 
to  his  most  temporary  residences.  He 
came  to  renew  the  thanks  of  Madame 
Danglars  which  had  been  already  con- 
veyed to  the  count  throug-h  the  medium 
of  a  letter,  signed  "■  Baronne  Danglars, 
nee  Hermine  de  Servieux."  Albert  was 
accompanied  by  Lucien  Debray,  who, 
joining  in  Ins  friend's  conversation,  added 
some  passing  compliments,  the  source  of 
which  the  count's  talent  for  finesse  easilj' 
enabled  him  to  guess.  He  was  convinced 
that  Lucien's  visit  to  him  was  to  be  at- 
tributed to  a  double  feeling  of  curiosity, 
the  larger  half  of  which  sentiment  ema- 
nated from  the  Rue  de  la  Chaussee 
d'Antin.  In  short,  Madame  Danglars, 
not  being  able  personall}'"  to  examine  in 
detail  the  domestic  economy  and  house- 
hold arrangements  of  a  man  who  gave 
awa}^  horses  worth  30,000  francs,  and  who 
went  to  the  opera  with  a  Greek  slave 
wearing"  diamonds  to  the  amount  of  a  mil- 
lion of  money,  had  deputed  those  eyes, 
by  which  she  was  accustomed  to  see,  to 
give  her  a  faithful  account  of  the  mode  of 
life  of  this  incomprehensible  individual. 
But  the  count  did  not  appear  to  suspect 
there  could  be  the  slightest  connection 
between  Lucien's  visit  and  the  bai-onne's 
curiosity. 

"You  are  in  constant  communication, 
then,  with  the  Baron  Danglars?"  in- 
quired the  count  of  Albert  de  Morcerf. 

"Yes,  count,  3"ou  know  what  I  told 
you?" 

"  All  remains  the  same,  then,  in  tliat 
quarter  ?  " — "It  is  more  than  ever  a  set- 
tled thing,"  said  Lucien  ;  and,  consider- 
ing this  remark  was  all  that  he  was  at  that 
time  called  upon  to  make,  he  adjusted  the 
glass  to  his  eye,  and  biting  the  top  of  his 
gold-headed  cane,  began  to  make  the  tour 
of  the  apartment,  examining  the  arms  and 
the  pictures. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Monto-Cristo,  '*  I  did  not 
expect  the  affair  would  have  been  so 
promptly  concluded.'' 

"Oh,  things  take  Iheir  course  without 
our  assistance  :  while   we  are  forgetting 


them,  they  are  falling  into  their  appointed 
order ;  and  when,  again,  our  attention  is 
directed  to  them,  we  are  surprised  at  the 
progress  they  have  made  toward  the  pro- 
posed end.  M3'  father  and  M.  Danglars 
served  together  in  Spain,  my  father  in  the 
army  and  M.  Danglars  in  the  commis- 
sariat department.  It  was  there  that  m\' 
father,  ruined  hy  the  revolution,  and  M. 
Danglars,  who  never  had  possessed  an}' 
patrimony,  both  laid  the  foundations  of 
their  different  fortunes."  —  "Yes,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "  I  think  M.  Danglars 
mentioned  that  in  a  visit  which  I  paid 
him  ;  and,"  continued  he,  casting  a  side 
giance  at  Lucien,  who  was  turning  over 
the  leaves  of  an  album,  "  is  Mademoiselle 
Eugenie  prett^^ — for  I  think  I  remember 
that  to  be  her  name  ?  " 

"  Ver\^  pretty,  or  rather,  very  beauti- 
ful," replied  Albert,  "but  of  that  style 
of  beauty  which  I  do  not  appreciate ;  I 
am  an  ungrateful  fellow." — "  You  speak 
as  if  you  were  already  her  husband." 

"  Ah  ! "  returned  Albert,  in  his  turn 
looking  round  to  see  what  Lucien  was  do- 
ing.— "  Really,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  low- 
ering his  A'oice,  "  you  do  not  appear  to  me 
to  be  very  enthusiastic  on  the  subject  of  this 
marriage." — "  Mademoiselle tDanglars  is 
too  rich  for  me,"  replied  Morcerf,  "and 
that  frightens  me." — "'  Bah  !  "  exclaimed 
Monte-Cristo,  "that's  a  fine  reason  to 
give.     Are  you  not  rich  yourself  ?  " 

"My  father's  income  is  about  50,000 
francs  per  annum  ;  and  he  will  give  me, 
perhaps,  ten  or  twelve  thousand  when  I 
marry." 

"  That,  perhaps,  might  not  be  consid- 
ered a  large  sum,  in  Pai'is  especially," 
said  the  count ;  "  but  everything  does  not 
depend  on  wealth,  and  it  is  a  fine  thing  to 
have  a  good  name,  and  to  occupy  a  high 
station  in  society.  Your  name  is  cele- 
brated, your  position  magnificent;  and 
then  the  Count  de  Morcerf  is  a  soldier, 
and  it  is  pleasing  to  see  the  integrity  of  a 
Bayard  united  to  the  poverty  of  a  Du- 
guesclin ;  disinterestedness  is  the  bright- 
est ray  in  which  a  noble  sword  can  shine. 
As  for  me.  I  consider  the  union  with  Mad- 
emoiselle Danglars  .a  most  suit,ible  one  : 
she  will  enrich  vou,  and   vou   will  ennoble 
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her."  Albert  shook  his  head,  and  looked 
thoug-htful.  —  "There  is  still  something- 
else,"  said  he.  —  '"I  confess,*"  observed 
Monte-Cristo,  "  that  I  have  some  diffi- 
culty in  comprehending"  3'our  objection  to 
a  3'oung"  lady  who  is  both  rich  and  beauti- 
ful."— "  Oh!"  said  Morcerf,  "  this  repug-- 
nance,  if  repugnance  it  may  be  called,  is 
not  all  on  my  side." — "  Whence  can  it 
arise  then  ?  for  you  told  me  your  father 
desired  the  marriage." 

''  My  mother's  is  the  dissenting  voice  ; 
she  has  a  clear  and  penetrating  judg-ment, 
and  does  not  smile  on  the  proposed  union. 
I  cannot  account  for  it,  but  she  seems  to 
entertain  some  prejudice  against  the  Dan- 
g-lars."  —  "  Ah  !  "  said  the  count,  in  a 
somewhat  forced  tone,  "  that  may  be 
easil^^  explained ;  Madame  la  Comtesse 
de  Morcerf,  who  is  aristocracy'  and  re- 
finement itself,  does  not  relish  the  idea  of 
being  allied  by  3'our  marriage  with  one  of 
ignoble  birth  ;  that  is  natural  enough." 

'•  I  do  not  know  if  that  is  her  reason," 
said  Albert;  ''but  one  thing  I  do  know, 
that  if  this  marriage  be  consummated,  it 
will  render  her  quite  miserable.  There 
was  to  have  been  a  meeting  six  weeks  ago 
in  order  to  talk  over  and  settle  the  affair  ; 
but  I  had  s^ph  a  sudden  attack  of  indis- 
position— " 

'■  Real  ?"  interrupted  the  count,  smiling. 

"  Oh,  real  enough,  from  anxiety  doubt- 
less, that  they  postponed  the  rendezvous 
for  two  months  longer.  There  is  no  hurry, 
3'ou  know.  I  am  not  yet  twenty-one,  and 
Eugenie  is  only  seventeen  years  of  age; 
but  the  two  months  expire  next  week.  It 
must  be  done.  My  dear  count,  you  can- 
not imagine  how  m^'  mind  is  harassed. 
How  liappy  you  are  in  being  exempted 
from  all  this  !  "— "  Well !  and  wliy  should 
not  30U  be  free  too  ?  What  prevents  you 
from  being  so  ?  " 

"Oh  I  it  will  b(;  too  great  a  disappoint- 
ment to  my  father  if  I  do  not  marry  Made- 
moiselle Danglars." — "Marry  her  then," 
said  the  count,  with  a  significant  shrug 
of  the  shoulders. 

"Yes,"  replied  Morcerf,  "but  that  will 
plunge  my  mother  into  positive  grief." — 
"  Then  do  not  marry  her,"  said  the  count. 

"  Well,  I  shall  see.    I  will  try  and  think 


over  what  is  the  best  thing  to  be  done ; 
you  will  give  me  3-our  advice,  will  j'ou  not  ? 
and  if  possible  extricate  me  from  my  un- 
pleasant position  ?  I  think,  rather  than 
give  pain  to  m}'  excellent  mother,  I  would 
run  the  risk  of  offending  the  count." 

Monte-Cristo  turned  away  ;  he  seemed 
moved  by  this  last  remark.  "  Ah  !  "  said 
he  to  Debra}',  who  had  thrown  liimself  into 
an  easy-chair  at  the  farthest  extremity"  of 
the  salon,  and  who  held  a  pencil  in  his 
right  hand  and  an  account  book  in  his 
left,  "  what  are  you  doing  there  ?  are  you 
making  a  sketch  after  Poussin  ?  " 

"No,  no!  I  am  doing  something  of  a 
vevy  opposite  nature  to  painting.  lam  en- 
gaged with  arithmetic." — "  Arithmetic  !" 

"Yes;  lam  calculating — hy  the  way, 
Morcerf,  that  intlirectlj'  concerns  you — I 
am  calculating  what  the  house  of  Dan- 
glars must  have  gained  by  the  last  rise  in 
Haiti  stock  ;  from  206  they  have  risen  to 
409  in  three  days,  and  the  prudent  banker 
had  purchased  at  206,  therefore  he  must 
have  made  300,000  livres." 

"'  That  is  not  his  best  stroke  of  policy," 
said  Morcerf  ;  "  did  he  not  gain  a  million 
from  the  Spaniards  this  last  3'ear?  " 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  Lucien,  "here 
is  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  who  will  say 
to  you,  as  the  Italians  do — 

"  '  Danaro  e  santita, 
Mela  della  meta.' 

When  they  tell  me  such  things,  I  only 
shrug  m}^  shoulders  and  say  nothing." 

"But  you  were  speaking  of  Haiti?" 
said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Ah,  Haiti!  —  that  is  quite  anothei- 
thing  !  Haiti  is  the  ecarle  of  French  stock- 
jobbing. They  may  like  la  bouillotte,  de- 
light in  whist,be  enraptured  with  le  boston, 
and  yet  grow  t  ired  of  all  ;  but  they  always 
come  baeU'  to  ecarte — that  is  the  game  jDar 
excellence.  M.  Danglars  sold  yesterday 
at  405,  and  pockets  300,000  francs.  Had 
he  but  waited  till  to-day,  the  stocUs  would 
have  fall(Mi  to  205,  and  instead  of  gaining 
300,000  francs,  he  would  have  lost  20,000 
or  25,000." 

"And  what  has  caused  the  sudden  fall 
from  40!)  I0  206?"  asUed  Monte-Cristo. 
"  I  am  profoundly  ignorant  of  all  these 
stock-jobbing     intrigues."  —  "  Because," 


THE     COUNT    OF    MOXTE-CRISTO. 


345 


I 


said  Albert,  laughing-,  "one  piece  of  news 
follows  another,  and  there  is  often  great 
dissimilarity  between  them." 

"  Ab,"  said  the  count,  '"'I  see  that  M. 
Danglars  is  accustomed  to  play  at  gain- 
ing or  losing  300,000  francs  in  a  day  ;  he 
must  be  enormously  rich  ?  "— "  It  is  not 
he  who  plays,"  exclaimed  Lucien,  "  it  is 
Madame  Danglars ;  "  she  is  indeed  dar- 
ing." 

"  But  5'ou  who  are  a  reasonable  being, 
Lucien,  and  who  know  how  little  depend- 
ence is  to  be  placed  on  the  news,  since  you 
are  at  the  fountain-head,  surel3^  3'ou  ought 
to  prevent  it,"  said  Morcerf  with  a  smile. 

"  How  can  I,  if  her  husband  fails  in 
controlling  her?"  asked  Lucien;  "  3'ou 
know  the  character  of  the  baronne — no 
one  has  any  influence  with  her,  and  she 
does  precisel}' what  she  pleases." — ''Ah, 
if  I  were  in  your  place — "  said  Albert. 

''Well?"— ''I  would  reform  her:  it 
would  be  rendering  a  service  to  her  future 
son  in-law." — "How  would  you  set  about 
it  ?  " — "  Ah,  that  would  be  easy  enough — 
I  would  give  her  a  lesson." 

"A  lesson?" — "Yes.  Your  position 
as  secretary  to  the  minister  renders  3'our 
authority  great  on  the  subject  of  political 
news ;  you  never  open  j'^our  mouth  but 
the  stockbrokers  immediateh'  stenograph 
your  words.  Cause  her  to  lose  two  or 
three  hundred  thousand  francs  in  a  short 
space  of  time,  and  that  would  teach  her 
prudence." — "I  do  not  understand,"  stam- 
mered Lucien. 

"It  is  ver^^  clear,  notwithstanding," 
replied  the  j^oung  man,  with  a  naivete 
totally  free  from  all  afl"cctation  ;  "tell  her 
some  fine  morning  an  unheard-of  piece  of 
intelligence  —  some  telegraphic  dispatch, 
of  which  you  alone  are  in  possession  ;  for 
instance,  that  Henry  IV.  was  seen  yester- 
day at  the  house  of  Gabrielle.  That  will 
cause  the  funds  to  rise  ;  she  will  lay  her 
plans  accordingly,  and  she  will  certainly 
oslc  when  Beauchamp  announces  the  fol- 
lowing day,  in  his  gazette,  '  The  report 
which  has  been  circulated  by  some  indi- 
viduals, stating  the  king  to  have  been 
seen  yesterday  at  Gabrielle's  house,  is 
totally  without  foundation.  We  can  posi- 
tively assert  that  his  majesty  did  not  quit 


the  Pont-Neuf.'  "  Lucien  half  smiled. 
Monte-Cristo,  although  apparently  indif- 
ferent, had  not  lost  one  word  of  this  con- 
versation, and  his  penetrating  e^-e  had 
even  read  a  hidden  secret  in  the  embar- 
rassed manner  of  the  secretary.  This 
embarrassment  had  completely  escaped 
Albert,  but  it  caused  Lucien  to  shorten 
his  visit ;  he  was  evidently  ill  at  ease. 
The  count,  in  taking  leave  of  him,  said 
something-  in  a  low  voice,  to  which  he 
answered,  "  WiJlingl^^  M.  le  Comte;  1  ac- 
cept your  proposal."  The  count  returned 
to  3'oung  de  Morcerf. 

"  Do  you  not  think,  on  reflection,"  said 
he  to  him,  "  that  3'ou*  have  done  wrong 
in  thus  speaking  of  your  mother-in-law  in 
the  presence  of  M.  Debray?'" — "M.  le 
Comte,"  said  Morcerf,  "I  beg  of  you  not 
to  applj^  that  title  so  prematurely." 

"  Now,  speaking  without  any  exaggera- 
tion, is  your  mother  reallj'"  so  very  much 
averse  to  this  marriage?" — "So  much 
so  that  the  baronne  very  rarely  comes  to 
the  house,  and  my  mother  has  not,  I  think, 
visited  Madame  Danglars  twice  in  her 
whole  life." ■ 

"Then,"  said  the  count,  '"I  am  em- 
boldened to  speak  openlj^  to  \"ou.  M. 
Danglars  is  my  banker;  M.  de  Villefort 
has  overwhelmed  me  with  politeness  in  re- 
turn for  a  service  which  a  casual  piece]  of 
good  fortune  enabled  me  to  render  him. 
I  predict  from  all  this  an  avalanche  of 
dinners  and  routs.  Now,  in  order  to  ap- 
pear not  to  expect  such  a  proceeding,  and 
also  to  be  beforehand  with  them,  if  you 
like  it.  I  have  thought  of  inviting  M.  and 
Madame  Danglars.  and  M.  and  Madame 
de  Villefort.  to  my  country-house  at  Au- 
tueil.  If  I  were  to  invite  j'ou  and  the 
Count  and  Countess  de  Morcerf  to  this 
dinner  it  would  give  it  the  air  of  a  matri- 
monial rendezvous,  or  at  least  Madame 
de  Morcerf  would  look  upon  the  atTair  in 
that  light,  especially  if  ^M.  le  Boron  Dan- 
glars did  me  the  honor  to  bring  his  tlaugh- 
ter.  In  that  case  your  mother  would 
hold  nit'  in  aversion,  and  I  do  not  at  all 
wish  that;  on  the  contrary,  I  desire  to 
occupy  a  prominent  place  in  her  esteem." 

"Indeed,  count."  said  ^Morcerf,  "I 
thank   vou  sincerelv  for  having   u.sed   so 
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much  candor  toward  me,  and  I  g-ratefully 
accept  the  exclusion  which  you  propose  to 
me.  You  saj^  you  desire  my  mother's 
g-ood  opinion ;  I  assure  you  it  is  already 
3"0urs  to  a  \evy  unusual  extent." 

"  Do  3'ou  think  so  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo, 
with  interest. 

"  Oh,  I  am  sure  of  it ;  we  talked  of  you 
an  hour  after  you  left  us  the  other  da3\ 
But  to  return  to  Avhat  we  were  saying". 
If  my  mother  could  know  of  this  attention 
on  3'our  part — and  I  will  venture  to  tell 
her — I  am  sure  that  she  will  be  most  grate- 
ful to  you  ;  it  is  true  that  my  father  will 
be  equally  angry."  The  count  laug"hed. 
"  Well,"  said  he  to  Morcerf,  '•'  but  I  think 
your  father  will  not  be  the  onl}^  angry  one  ; 
M.  and  Madame  Dang-lars  will  think  me 
a  very  ill-mannered  person.  The3''  know 
that  I  am  intimate  with  you — that  you 
are,  in  fact,  one  of  the  oldest  of  my  Pari- 
sian acquaintances,  and  ihey  will  not  find 
you  at  my  house  ;  they  will  certainly  ask 
me  why  I  did  not  invite  you.  Be  sure  to 
provide  yourself  with  some  previous  en- 
g-agement  which  shall  have  a  semblance 
of  probability',  and  communicate  the  fact 
to  me  by  a  line  in  writing.  You  know 
that  with  bankers  nothing  but  a  written 
document  will  be  valid." 

''I  will  do  better  than  that,"  said  Al- 
bert ;  *"'  m^'  mother  is  wishing"  to  go  to 
the  seaside — what  da^'^  is  fixed  for  youi" 
dinner?  " 

"  Saturday."—''  This  is  Tuesday— well, 
to-morrow  evening  we  leave,  and  the  da}' 
after  we  shall  be  at  Treport.  Really,  M. 
le  Comte,  3'ou  are  a  charming  person  to 
set  people  at  their  ease." 

"Indeed,  ,you  give  me  more  credit  than 
I  deserve ;  I  only  wish  to  do  what  will  be 
agreeable  to  j'ou,  that  is  all." 

"When  shall  you  send  your  invita- 
tions?" 

"This  very  day."— "  Well,  I  will  im- 
mediately call  on  M.  Danglars,  and  tell 
him  that  my  mother  and  myself  leave 
Paris  to-morrow,  I  have  not  se<m  you, 
consequently'  I  know  notiiing  of  your 
dinner." 

"  How  foolish  you  are  !  Have  3'ou  for- 
gotten that  M.  Debray  has  just  seen  j'ou 
at  my  house  ?  "— "  Ah,  true  ! "— "  On  the 


contrary-,  I  have  seen  ^-ou,  and  invited  you 
without  any  ceremony,  when  you  instant- 
13^  answered  that  it  n\  ould  be  impossible 
for  you  to  be  among  the  number  of  my 
guests,  as  3^ou  were  going  to  Treport." 

"  Well,  then,  that  is  settled ;  but  you 
will  come  and  call  on  mj'  mother  before 
to-morrow  ?  " 

"Before  to-morrow? — that  will  be  a 
difficult  matter  to  arrange;  besides,  I 
shall  just  be  in  the  way  of  all  the  prep- 
arations for  departure." 

"'  You  were  onl}'  a  charming  man  be- 
fore, but,  if  3'ou  accede  to  m}'  proposal, 
3'ou  will  be  adorable." 

"  What  must  I  do  to  attain  such  a 
height?" — "You  are  to-da3^  free  as  air 
— come  and  dine  with  me ;  we  shall  be  a 
small  part3' — onl3''  3'^ourself,  my  mother, 
and  I.  You  have  scarcely  seen  m}'' 
mother,  3'ou  shall  haA'e  an  opportunity 
of  observing  her  more  closel3'.  She  is  a 
remarkable  woman,  and  I  only  regret 
that  there  does  not  exist  another  who 
resembles  her  about  twenty  3'ears  3'oung- 
er;  in  that  case,  I  assure  j'ou,  there 
would  ver3^  soon  be  a  Countess  and  "Vis- 
countess de  Morcerf.  As  to  \ny  fathei*, 
3'OU  will  not  see  him  ;  he  is  ofBciall3'  en- 
gaged, and  dines  with  M.  le  Grand  Refe- 
rendaire.  We  will  talk  over  our  travels; 
and  you,  who  have  seen  the  whole  world, 
will  relate  3'our  adventures — you  shall  tell 
us  the  histor3'  of  the  beautiful  Greek  who 
was  with  you  the  other  night  at  the  opera, 
and  whom  3'ou  call  3'our  slave,  and  3'et 
treat  like  a  princess.  We  will  talk  Italian 
and  Spanish.  Come,  accept  my  invita- 
tion, and  my  mother  will  thank  you." 

"A  thousand  thanks,"  said  the  count, 
"your  invitation  is  most  gracious,  and  I 
regi-et  exceedingl}'  that  it  is  not  in  my 
power  to  accept  it.  I  am  not  so  nuich  at 
libcrt}'  as  3'ou  sui^pose  ;  on  the  contrary, 
I  have  a  most  important  engagement." 

"  Ah,  take  care,  3'ou  wei'e  teaching  mo 
just  now  how,  in  case  of  an  invitation  to 
dinner,  one  might  creditably  make  an  ex- 
cuse. I  re(iuire  the  proof  of  a  pre-engage- 
UKMit.  I  am  not  a  banker,  like  M.  Dan- 
glars, but  I  am  quit.*?  as  incredulous  as  he 
is." — "I  am  going  to  give  you  a  proof," 
replied  the  count,  and  he  rang  the  bell. 
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"  Humph  !  "  said  Morcerf,  "  this  is  the 
second  time  you  have  refused  to  dine  with 
my  mother ;  it  is  evident  you  wish  to 
avoid  her."  Monte-Cristo  started.  "Oh, 
you  do  not  mean  that,"  said  he;  "be- 
sides, here  comes  the  confirmation  of  my 
assertion."  Baptistin  entered,  and  re- 
mained standing-  at  the  door.  "I  had  no 
previous  knowledg-e  of  your  visit,  had  I?" 

*'  Indeed,  you  are  such  an  extraordinary 
person,  that  I  would  not  answer  for  it." 

"  At  all  events,  I  could  not  guess  that 
you  would  invite  me  to  dinner  ?  " — ''  Prob- 
ably not."  —  "Well,  listen;  Baptistin, 
what  did  I  tell  you  this  morning"  when  I 
called  3'ou  into  my  laboratory  ?  " — "  To 
close  the  door  against  visitors  as  soon  as 
the  clock  struck  five,"  replied  the  valet. 

"What  then?" 

"Ah,  M.  le  Comte— "  said  Albert.— 
"  No,  no,  I  wish  to  do  awa3^  with  that 
mj'sterious  reputation  that  j^ou  have 
given  me,  m}'  dear  viscount  ;  it  is  tire- 
some to  be  always  acting  Manfred.  I  wish 
ni}'  life  to  be  free  and  open.  Go  on,  Bap- 
tistin."— "Then  to  admit  no  one  except 
M.  le  Major  Bartolomeo  Cavalcanti  and 
his  son." 

"  You  hear  ;  Major  Bartolomeo  Caval- 
canti ;  a  man  who  ranks  among  the  most 
ancient  nobility  of  Italy,  whose  name 
Dante  has  celebrated  in  the  tenth  canto 
of  '  U Inferno  ; '  you  remember  it,  do  jow 
not  ?  Then  there  is  his  son,  a  charming 
young  man,  about  your  own  age,  viscount, 
bearing  the  same  title  as  yourself,  and 
w^ho  is  making  his  entree  into  the  Parisian 
world,  aided  by  his  father's  millions.  The 
major  will  bring  his  son  with  him  this 
evening,  tlio  contino,  as  we  say  in  Italy  ; 
he  confides  him  to  my  care.  If  he  prove 
himself  worthy  of  it,  I  will  do  what  I  can 
to  advance  his  interests  :  you  will  assist 
me  in  the  work,  will  you  not  ?  " 

"  Most  undoubtedly  !  This  :Major  Cav- 
alcanti is  an  old  friend  of  yours,  then  ?" 
— "  By  no  means.  He  is  a  perfect  noble- 
man, very  polite,  modest  and  agreeable, 
such  as  may  be  found  constantly  in  Italy, 
descendants  of  very  ancient  families.  I 
have  met  him  several  times  at  Florence, 
Bolognn,  and  Lucca,  and  he  lias  now 
communicated  to  me  the  fact  of  his  ar- 


rival in  this  place.  The  acquaintances  one 
makes  in  traveling  have  a  sort  of  claim  on 
one  :  they  everywhere  expect  to  receive 
the  same  attention  which  you  once  paid 
them  b3'  chance  ;  as  though  the  civiliiies 
of  a  passing  hour  were  likely  to  awaken 
an^-  lasting  interest  in  favor  of  the  man 
in  whose  society  3'ou  may  happen  to  be 
thrown  in  the  course  of  your  journey. 
This  good  Major  Cavalcanti  is  come  to  take 
a  second  view  of  Paris,  which  he  only  saw 
in  passing  through  in  the  time  of  the  Em- 
pire, when  he  was  on  his  way  to  Moscow. 
I  shall  give  him  a  good  dinner  :  he  will 
confide  his  son  to  my  care  ;  I  will  promise 
to  watch  over  him  ;  I  shall  let  him  follow 
in  whatever  path  his  folly  may  lead  him, 
and  then  I  shall  have  done  my  part." 

"  Certainl}-- ;  I  see  .you  are  a  precious 
Mentor,"  said  Albert.  "Good-by,  we 
shall  return  on  Sunday.  By  the  way,  I 
have  received  news  of  Franz." 

"  Have  you  ?  Is  he  still  amusing  him- 
self in  Italy  ?" 

"  I  believe  so  :  however,  he  regrets 
your  absence  extrerael3^  He  says  you 
were  the  sun  of  Rome,  and  that  without 
you  all  appears  dark  and  cloudy  ;  I  do  not 
know  if  he  does  not  even  go  so  far  as  to 
sa.y  that  it  rains." — "His  opinion  of  me 
is  altered  for  the  better,  then  ?"— "Xo, 
he  still  persists  in  looking  upon  you  as  the 
most  incomprehensible  and  mysterious  of 
beings." — "He  is  a  charming  young 
man,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "and  I  felt  a 
lively  interest  in  him  the  very  first  even- 
ing of  my  introduction,  when  I  met  him 
in  search  of  a  supper,  and  prevailed  upon 
him  to  accept  a  portion  of  mine.  He  is,  I 
think,  the  son  of  General  d'Epinay  ?" 

"He  is." — "The  same  who  was  so 
shamefully  assassinated  in  1S15  ?" 

"  By  the  Bonapartists."— "  Yes !— real- 
ly I  like  him  extremely  :  is  there  not  also 
a  matrimonial  engagement  contemplated 
for  him  ?  ** — "Yes,  he  is  to  marry  Made- 
moiselle do  Villefort."  —  "Indeed?**  — 
"And  you  know  I  am  to  marry  ^[ade- 
moiselle  Danglars.*'  said  Albert,  laughing. 
— "  You  smile  !  **  —  "  Yes."—'*  Why  do 
you  do  so  ?  " — "  I  smile  because  theiv  a|v 
pears  to  me  to  be  about  as  much  inclina- 
tion for  the  consummation  of  the  engage- 
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ment  in  question  as  there  is  for  my  own. 
But  i-eally,  m}^  dear  count,  we  are  talking 
as  much  of  women  as  they  do  of  us  ;  it  is 
unpardonable!"  Albert  rose.  "Are  you 
going-?" — '- Really,  that  is  a  good  idea 
of  3^ours  ! — two  hours  have  I  been  boring 
you  to  death  with  m^'  company,  and  then 
3'ou,  with  the  greatest  politeness,  ask  me 
if  I  am  going.  Indeed,  count,  you  are  the 
most  polished  man  in  the  world  !  And 
your  servants,  too,  hosv  very  well  behaved 
they  are  ;  there  is  quite  a  stjOe  about  them. 
M.  Baptistin  especially;  I  could  never  get 
sucli  a  man  as  that.  'My  servants  seem 
to  imitate  those  yon  sometimes  see  in  a 
play,  who,  because  the}'  have  only  a  word 
or  two  to  say,  acquit  themselves  in  the 
most  awkward  manner  possible.  There- 
fore, if  you  part  with  M.  Baptistin,  give 
me  the  refusal  of  him." 

"  Agreed,  viscount." — "  That  is  not  all; 
g-ive  m}'-  compliments  to  .your  illustrious 
visitor,  Cavalcante'of  the  Cavalcanti ;  and 
if  by  any  chance  he  should  be  wishing  to 
establish  his  son,  find  him  a  wife  very  rich, 
very  noble  on  her  mother's  side  at  least, 
and  a  baroness  in  right  of  her  father,  I 
will  help  you  in  the  search." 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  you  will  do  as  much  as  that, 
will  you?"— '^'' Yes." 

"Well,  really,  nothing  is  certain  in  this 
world." — "  Oh  I  count,  what  a  service  you 
might  render  me  !  I  should  like  you  a 
hundred  times  better  if,  by  your  interven- 
tion, I  could  manage  to  remain  a  bachelor, 
even  were  it  only  for  ten  years." 

"Nothing  is  impossible,"  gravely  re- 
plied Monte-Cristo  ;  and  taking  leave  of 
Albert,  he  returned  into  the  house,  and 
struck  the  gong  three  times.  Bertuccio 
appeared.  "  M.  Bertuccio,  you  undci-- 
stand  that  I  intend  entertaining  company 
on  Saturday  at  Auteuil."  Bertuccio 
slightly  started.  "I  shall  require  your 
services  to  see  that  all  be  properl}'  ar- 
ranged. It  is  a  brautiful  house,  or  at  all 
events  may  be  made  .so." 

"  Tliere  must  he  a  good  (lt;al  done  before 
it  can  deserve  that  title,  M.  le  Comte,  for 
the  tapestried  hangings  are  very  old." 

"Let  them  all  l)e  taken  away  and 
changed,  then,  wiih  the  exception  of  the 
sleeping-chamber  which  is  hung  with  red 


damask  ;  you  will  leave  that  exactly  as  it 
is."  Bertruccio  bowed.  "You  will  not 
touch  the  garden  either ;  as  to  the  j'ard, 
you  may  do  what  you  please  with  it;  1 
should  prefer  that  being  altered  beyond 
all  recognition." 

"  I  will  do  everj^thing  in  my  power  to 
carry  out  your  wishes,  M.  le  Comte.  I 
should  be  glad,  however,  to  receive  3'our 
excellency's  commands  concerning  the 
dinner." — "Really,  m}'  dear  M.  Bertuc- 
cio," said  the  count,  "since  you  have  been 
in  Paris,  you  have  become  quite  nervous, 
and  apparently  out  of  jowr  element;  you 
no  longer  seem  to  understand  me." 

"  But  surely  your  excellency  will  be  so 
good  as  to  inform  me  whom  you  are  ex- 
pecting to  receive  ?  " — "  I  do  not  3'et  know 
myself,  neither  is  it  necessary  that  you 
should  do  so.  *  Lucullus  dines  with  Lu- 
cuUus,'  that  is  quite  sufficient."  Bertuc- 
cio bowed,  and  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER  LV. 

MAJOR     CAVALCANTI. 

Both  the  count  and  Baptistin  had  told 
the  truth  when  the}'  announced  to  Mor- 
cerf  tlie  proposed  visit  of  the  major,  which 
had  served  Monte-Cristo  as  a  pretext  for 
declining  the  invitation  which  he  had  re- 
ceived from  Albert.  Seven  o'clock  had 
just  struck,  and  M.  de  Bertuccio,  accord- 
ing to  the  command  which  had  been  given 
him,  had  two  hours  before  left  for  Auteuil, 
when  a  fiacre  stopped  at  the  door  of  the 
hotel,  and  after  depositing  its  occupant  at 
th(}  gate,  immediately  hurried  away,  as  if 
ashamed  of  its  employment.  The  indi- 
vidual who  alighted  from  the  vehicle  was 
about  fifty-two  years  of  age,  dressed  in 
one  those  green  surtouts,  ornament(>d  with 
black  frogs,  which  have  so  long  main- 
taini'd  their  popularity  all  over  Europe. 
He  wore  trousers  of  blue  cloth,  boots 
tolerably  clean,  but  not  of  the  hi-ightest 
polish,  and  a  little  too  thick  in  the  soles, 
buckskin  gloves,  a  hat  somewhat  resem- 
bling in  .sha{)t!  those  usually  worn  by  the 
gendai'mes.  and  a  black  cravat  striped 
with  white,  which,  if  the  proprietor  had 
not  worn  it  of  his  own  free  will,  might 
have  passed  for  a.  halter,  so  much  did  it 
reseml)le  one.     Such  was  the  picturesque 
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costume  of  the  person  who  rang-  at  the 
gate,  and  demanded  if  it  was  not  No.  30 
ill  the  Avenue  des  Champs-Elj^sees  that 
M.  le  Comte  de  Monte-Cristo  inhabited, 
and  who,  being  answered  b}^  the  porter  in 
the  affirmative,  entered,  closed  the  gate 
after  him,  and  beg-an  to  ascend  the  steps 
of  the  house. 

The  small  and  ang-ular  head  of  the  indi- 
vidual in  question,  his  white  hair  and  thick 
g-ray  mustache,  caused  him  to  be  easily 
recognized  by  Baptistin,  who  had  received 
an  exact  description  of  the  expected  visi- 
tor, and  who  was  awaiting-  him  in  the  hall. 
Thereforie,  scarcely  had  the  strang-er  time 
to  pronounce  his  name  before  the  count 
was  apprised  of  his  arrival.  He  was  ush- 
er-ed  into  a  simple  and  eleg-ant  drawing'- 
I'oom,  and  the  count  rose  to  meet  him  with 
a  smiling-  air.  '^  Ah,  my  dear  sir,  you  are 
most  welcome;  I  was  expecting*  you."' 

''Indeed,"  said  the  Italian,  "was  3'our 
excellencj'-  then  aware  of  my  visit?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  had  been  told  that  I  should 
see  you  to-day  at  seven  o'clock." 

"Then  you  have  received  full  informa- 
tion concerning-  my  arrival  ?  " 

"Decidedly." — "Ah,  so  much  the  bet- 
ter; I  feared  this  little  precaution  mig-ht 
have  been  forgotten." 

"  What   precaution  ?  " 

"That  of  informing-  you  beforehand  of 
TQ.y  coming." 

"Oh,  no,  it  has  not." — "But  3'ou  are 
sure  you  are  not  mistaken  ?  " 

"I  am  quite  sure  of  it." — "It  reall}' 
was  I  whom  your  excellency  expected  at 
seven  o'clock  this  evening  !  " 

"  I  will  prove  it  to  you  beyond  a  doubt." 

"Oh,  no,  never  mind  that,"  said  the 
Italian ;  "it  is  not  worth  the  trouble." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Monte-Cristo.  His 
visitor  appeared  slig-htly  uneasy.  "Let 
me  see,"  said  the  count;  "are  you  not 
M.  le  Marquis  Bartolomoo  Cavalcanti  ?  "" 

"  Bartolomeo  Cavalcanti,"  joyfully  re- 
plied the  Italian  ;  "yes,  I  am  really  he." 

"  Ex-major  in  the  Austrian  service  ?  " 

"Was  I  a  major?"  timidly  asked  the 
old  soldier.— "Yes,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"  you  were  a  major  ;  that  is  the  title  the 
French  give  to  the  post  which  you  filled 
in  Italy."—"  Very  good,"  said  the  major. 


"  I   do    not    demand    more,   yo\x    under- 
stand— " 

"Your  visit  here  to-daj^  is  not  of  your 
own  sugg-estion,  is  it  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"No,  certainly  not." 

"You  were  sent  by  some  other  person  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  By  the  excellent  Abbe  Busoni  ?  " 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  the  delig-hted  major. 

"And  3'ou  have  a  letter?"  —  "Yes, 
there  it  is." 

"  Give  it  me,  then  ;  "  and  Monte-Cristo 
took  the  letter,  which  he  .opened  and  read. 
The  major  looked  at  the  count  with  his 
large  staring-  e^-es,  and  then  took  a  sur- 
ve}^  of  the  apartment,  but  his  gaze  almost 
immediately  reverted  to  the  proprietor  of 
the  room.  "  Yes,  yes,  I  see.  '  Major 
Cavalcanti,  a  worthy'-  patrician  of  Lucca, 
a  descendant  of  the  Cavalcanti,  of  Flor- 
ence,' "  continued  Monte-Ciisto,  reading 
aloud,  "  •'  possessing  an  income  of  half  a 
million.'  "  Monte-Cristo  raised  his  eyes 
from  the  paper,  and  bowed.  "Half  a 
million,"  said  he,  "  magnificent  !  " 

"  Half  a  million,  is  it  ?  "  said  the  major. 

"  Yes,  in  so  ma.n}'  words  ;  and  it  must 
be  so,  for  the  abbe  knows  correctly  the 
amount  of  all  the  largest  fortunes  in 
Europe." 

"  Be  it  half  a  million,  then  ;  but  on  m\' 
word  of  honor,  I  had  no  idea  that  it  was 
so  much." — "  Because  3'ou  are  robbed  by 
3"our  steward.  You  must  make  some 
reformation  in  that  quarter." 

"  You  have  opened  m3'  ej'es,"  said  the 
Italian,  gravely  ;  "  I  will  show  the  gen- 
tleman the  door."  Monte-Cristo  resumed 
tlie  perusal  of  the  letter  : — 

"  '  And  who  onl3'  needs  one  thing  more 
to  make  him  happy.'" — "Yes,  indeed  I 
but  one  1  "  said  the  major,  with  a  sigh. — 
"  '  Which  is  to  recover  a  l(^st  and  adored 
son.'  " — "  A  lost  and  adored  son  !  " 

"  'Stolen  away  in  his  infancy,  either  by 
an  eneniN-  of  his  noble  famils'  or  b\'  the 
gN'psies.'  " — *'  At  the  age  of  five  3-ears  !  " 
said  the  major  with  a  deep  sigh,  and  rais- 
ing his  e3'es  to  heaven. 

"  Unhappy  father  !  "  said  Mon'.'-r'Hsf  o. 
The  count  continued  :— 

•*  '  I  have  given  him  renewed  life  and 
hope,  in  the  assurance  that  you  have  the 
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power  of  restoring"  the  son  whom  he  has 
viiinlj*  sought  for  fifteen  3'ears.'"  The 
major  looked  at  the  count  witli  an  inde- 
scribable expression  of  anxiety.  "  1  have 
the  power  of  so  doing,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 
The  major  recovered  his  self-possession. 
"  Ah  !  ah  !  "  said  he,  "  the  letter  was  true 
then  to  the  end  ?  " 

"Did you  doubt  it,  M.  Bartoloraeo  ?  " 

''No,  indeed;  certainly  not;  a  g-ood 
man,  a  man  holding  a  religious  office,  as 
does  the  Abbe  Busoni,  could  not  conde- 
scend to  deceive  or  play  off  a  joke ;  but 
your  excellency  has  not  read  all." 

"Ah  !  true  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  ''there 
is  a  postscript." 

"Yes,  3'es,"  repeated  the  major,  "yes 
— there — is — a — postscript." 

"  '  In  order  to  save  Major  Cavalcanti 
the  trouble  of  drawing*  on  his  banker,  I 
send  him  a  draft  for  2, 000  francs  to  defray 
his  traveling  expenses,  and  credit  on  you 
for  the  further  sum  of  48,000,  which  you 
still  owe  me.'"  The  major  awaited  the 
conclusion  of  the  postscript,  apparent!}' 
with  great  anxiety.  "  Very  good,"  said 
the  count. 

"He  said  '  very  good,'  "  muttered  the 
major,  "then — sir — "  replied  he. 

"  Then  what  ?  "  asked  Monte-Cristo. 

"  Then  the  postscript — " 

"  Well  I  what  of  the  postscript  ?  '' 

"Then  the  postscript  is  as  favorably 
received  by  you  as  the  rest  of  the  letter?" 

"Certainly  ;  the  Abbe  Busoni  and  m}-- 
self  have  a  small  account  open  between 
us.  I  do  not  remember  if  it  is  exactly' 
48,000  francs  wliich  I  am  still  owing  him  ; 
but  I  dai'c  say  we  shall  not  dispute  tlie 
difference.  You  attached  great  impor- 
tance, then,  to  this  postscript,  my  dear 
M.  Cavalcanti?" 

"I  must  explain  to  you,"  said  the 
major,  "  that,  fully  confiding  in  tli<;  signa- 
ture of  the  Abbe  Busoni.  T  had  not  pro- 
vided myself  witli  any  other  funds:  so 
that  if  this  resource  had  failed  me,  I 
should  have  found  myself  very  unpleas- 
antly situated  in  Paris." 

"Is  it  possible  tiiat  a  man  of  your 
standing  should  be  embarras.sed  any- 
where?" said  ]\Tonto-(Visto. 

"  Why,  really  1  know  no  one,"  said  the 


mayor. — "  But  then  you  3'ourself  are 
known  to  others  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  am  known,  so  that — " 

"  Proceed,  my  dear  M.  Cavalcanti." 

"So  that  3'ou  will  remit  to  me  these 
48,000  francs  ?  " 

"Certainly,  at  your  first  request."  The 
major's  eyes  dilated  with  pleasing  aston- 
ishment, "But  sit  down,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo;  "really  I  do  not  know  what  I 
have  been  thinking  of — I  have  positively 
kept  you  standing  for  the  last  quarter 
of  an  hour." — '•  Don't  mention  it."  The 
major  drew  an  arm-chair  toward  him, 
and  proceeded  to  seat  himself. 

"  Now,"  said  the  count,  "  what  will  you 
take  —  a  glass  of  port,  sherr\",  or  vin 
d'Alicant?" — "Vin  d'Alicant,  if  j^ou 
please  ;  it  is  my  favorite  wine." 

"I  have  some  which  is  excellent.  You 
will  take  a  biscuit  with  it,  will  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  will  take  a  biscuit,  as  you  are 
so  obliging." 

Monte-Cristo  rang;  Baptistin  appeared. 
The  count  advanced  to  meet  him.  "Well?" 
said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  "  The  young  man 
is  here,"  said  the  A-alet-de-chambre,  in  the 
same  tone. 

"Into  what  room  did  3'^ou  take  him  ?  " 

"  Into  the  blue  drawing-room,  according 
to  your  excellency's  orders." 

"  That's  right ;  now  bring  the  vind  '  Ali- 
cant  and  some  biscuits." 

Baptistin  left  the  room.  "  Really," 
said  the  major,  "  I  am  qnite  ashamed  of 
the  trouble  I  am  giving  you." — "Pray 
don't  mention  such  a  thing,"  .said  the 
count.  Baptistin  re-entered  with  glasses, 
wine,  and  biscuits.  The  count  filled  one 
glass,  but  in  the  other  he  only  poured  a 
few  drops  of  the  ruby-colored  liquid.  Tlie 
bottle  was  covered  with  spiilers'  webs,  and 
all  the  other  signs  which  indicate  the  age 
of  wine  more  truly  than  do  wrinkles  on 
the  face  of  a  man.  The  major  made  a 
wise  choice  ;  he  took  the  full  glass  and  a 
biscuit.  The  coimt  told  Baptistin  to  leave 
the  plate  within  the  reach  of  his  guest, 
who  began  by  sipping  the  Alicant  with  an 
expression  of  great  satisfaction,  and  then 
delicately  steeped  his  biscuit  in  the  wine. 

"So,  sir,  you  inhabited  Lucca,  did  you  ? 
You  were   rich,  noble,  held   in  great  cs- 
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teem — had  all  that  could  render  a   man 
happy  ?" 

"All,"  said  the  major,  hastil^^  swallow- 
ing-his  biscuit,  '^  positively  all." 

"  And  yet  there  was  one  thing-  wan  ting- 
in  order  to  complete  your  happiness  ?  " 
"  Only  one  thing-,"  said  the  Italian. 

"  And  that  one  thing-,  your  lost  child  !  " 

"Ah,"  said  the  major,  taking-  a  second 
biscuit,  •'"  that  consummation  of  my  hap- 
piness was  indeed  wanting-."  The  worthy 
major  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven  and 
sighed . 

"Let  me  hear,  then,"  said  the  count, 
"  who  this  deeply-reg-retted  son  was ;  for  I 
always  understood  you  were  a  bachelor." 

"That  was  the  g-eneral  opinion,  sir," 
said  the  major,  "and  I — " 

"Yes,"  replied  the  count,  "and  you 
confirmed  the  report.  A  youthful  indis- 
cretion, I  suppose,  which  you  were  anxious 
to  conceal  from  the  world  at  larg-e  ?  " 
The  major  recovered  himself,  and  resumed 
his  usual  calm  manner,  at  the  same  time 
casting  his  e3'es  down,  either  to  g-ive  him- 
self time  to  compose  his  countenance,  or 
to  assist  his  imag-ination,  all  the  while 
giving  an  under-look  at  the  count,  the 
protracted  smile  on  whose  lips  still  an- 
nounced the  same  polite  curiosity.  "  Yes," 
said  tlie  major,  "I  did  wish  this  fault  to 
be  hidden  from  every  eye." 

"  Not  on  3^our  own  account,  surely,"  re- 
plied Monte  Cristo  ;  "  for  a  man  is  above 
all  these  things." — "  Oh,  no,  certainly  not 
on  my  own  account,"  said  the  major,  with 
a  smile  and  a  shake  of  the  head. 

"But  for  the  sake  of  the  mother?" 
said  the  count. — "Yes,  for  the  mother's 
sake — his  poor  mother  !  "  cried  the  major, 
taking-  a  third  biscuit. 

"  Take  some  more  wine,  m^'^  dear  Caval- 
canti,"  said  the  count,  pouring-  out  for  him 
a  second  g-lass  of  Alicant  ;  "your  emotion 
has  quite  overcome  you." — "  His  poor 
mother  ! "  murmured  the  major,  trying- 
if  tlio  will  was  powerful  enougfh  to  act  on 
the  lachrymal  gland,  so  as  to  moisten  the 
corner  of  his  eye  with  a  false  tear. 

"  She  belonged  to  one  of  the  first  fami- 
lies hi  Italy,  I  think,  did  she  not?  " 

"  She  was  of  a  noble  family  of  Fiesole, 
M.  le  Comte." 


"  And  her  name  was — " 

"  Do  you  desire  to  know  her  name — ?  " 

"  Oh,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  it  would  be 
quite  superfiuous  for  you  to  tell  me,  for  I 
already  know  it." 

"  M.  le  Comte  knows  everything,"  said 
the  Italian;  bowing. 

'•  Oliva  Corsinari,  was  it  not  ?  " 

"  Oliva  Corsinari !  " 

"A  marchioness  ?" — "A  marchioness  !" 

"And  you  married  her  at  last,  notwith- 
standing the  opposition  of  her  family  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  did  so." — "And  you  have  doubt- 
less brought  all  j^our  papers  with  you  ?  " 
said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  What  papers  ?  "— "  The  certificate  of 
your  marriage  with  Oliva  Corsinari,  and 
the  register  of  your  child's  birth." 

"'  The  register  of  my  child's  birth  ?  " 

"  The  register  of  the  birth  of  Andrea 
Cavalcanti— of  your  son  ;  is  not  his  name 
Andrea?" — "'  I  believe  so,"  said  the  major. 

"  What  I  you  are  not  sure  that  is  his 
name  !  " — "  I  dare  not  positively  assert 
it,  as  he  has  been  lost  for  so  long  a  time." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "you 
have  all  the  documents  with  you  ?  " 

"  M.  le  Comte,  I  regret  to  say  that, 
not  knowing  it  was  necessary  to  come 
provided  with  these  papers,  I  neglected 
to  bring  them  with  me." 

"  That  is  unfortunate,"  returned  Monte- 
Cristo. 

"  Were  they,  then,  so  necessary  ?  " 

"  The}^  were  indispensable.'' 

The  major  passed  his  hand  across  his 
brow.  "Ah,  per  Bacco,  indispensable, 
were  they  ?  " 

"  Certainly  the}-  were  ;  supposing  there 
were  to  be  doubts  raised  as  to  the  validity 
of  your  marriage  or  the  legitimacy  of  your 
child  ?  " — '•  True,"  said  the  major,  "  there 
might  be  doubts  raised." 

•*  In  that  case  your  son  would  bo  very 
unpleasantly  situated."" 

"  It  would  be  fatal  to  his  interests." 

"  It  might  cause  him  to  fail  in  some  de- 
sirable matrimonial  speculation." 

''O  peccato  !  " — "  You  must  know  that 
in  France  they  are  very  particular  on 
these  points;  it  is  not  suflicient .  as  in  Italy, 
to  go  to  the  priest  and  say,  '  We  love 
each  othe'\  and  want  you  to  marry  us.' 
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Marriag-e  is  a  civil  affair  in  France,  and  in 
order  to  marry  in  an  orthodox  manner  j^ou 
must  have  papers  which  undeniably  estab- 
lish your  identity-." 

"  That  is  the  misfortune  !  You  see  I 
have  not  these  necessary  papers." 

"  Fortunately,  I  have  them,  though,'" 
said  Monte-Cristo. 

"You  ?" — •'  Yes." — "You  have  them?'' 
— "  I  have  them." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !  "  said  the  major,  who, 
seeing-  the  object  of  his  journey  frustrated 
by  the  absence  of  the  papers,  feared  also 
that  his  forgetfulness  might  give  rise  to 
some  difficulty  concerning  the  48,000  francs 
— "  ah,  indeed,  that  is  a  fortunate  circum- 
stance ;  yes,  that  really  is  lucky,  for  it 
never  occurred  to  me  to  bring  them." — 
"  I  do  not  at  all  wonder  at  it — one  cannot 
think  of  everything;  but,  happily,  the 
Abbe  Busoni  thought  for  you." 

"  He  is  an  excellent  person  !  " 

"  He  is  extremely  prudent  and  thought- 
ful." 

"He  is  an  admirable  man,"  said  the 
major  ;  "  and  he  sent  them  to  you  ?  " 

"  Here  they  are." 

The  major  clasped  his  hands  in  token  of 
admiration.  "You  married  Oliva  Cor- 
sinari  in  the  church  of  San  Paolo  del 
Monte-Cattini ;  here  is  the  priest's  certifi- 
cate." 

"Yes,  indeed,  there  it  is  truly,"  said 
the  Italian,  looking  on  with  astonishment. 

"  And  here  is  Andrea  Cavalcanti's  bap- 
tismal register,  given  by  the  cure  of  Sara- 
vezza." 

"All  quite  correct."— "Take  these  doc- 
uments, then;  they  do  not  concern  me. 
You  will  give  them  to  your  son,  who  will, 
of  course,  take  great  care  of  them." 

'*  I  should  think  so,  indeed  !  If  he  were 
to  lose  them— "—''Well,  and  if  he  were 
to  lose  them  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  In  that  case,"  replied  the  major,  "  it 
would  be  necessary  to  write  to  the  cure  for 
duplicates,  and  it  would  be  some  time  be- 
fore thoy  could  be  obtained." 

"  It  would  be  a  difflcnlt  matter  to  ar- 
ra)ig<s"  said  Monte-Cristo.—"  Almost  an 
impossibility,"  replied  the  major. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  that  you  under- 
stand th<'  value  of  these  papers." 


"I  regard  them  as  invaluable." 

"  Now."  said  Monte-Cristo,  "'  as  to  the 
mother  of  the  young  man — " 

"As  to  the  mother  of  the  young  man — " 
repeated  the  Italian,  with  anxiety.— "As 
regards  la  Marquise  Corsinari — " 

"  Really,"  said  the  major,  "  difficulties 
seem  to  thicken  upon  us ;  will  she  be 
wanted  in  any  way  ?  " 

"No,  sir,"  replied  Monte-Cristo;  "be- 
sides has  she  not — " 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  major,  "she 
has—" 

"  Paid  the  last  debt  of  nature  ?  " 

"Alas  !  yes,"  returned  the  Italian. 

"I  knew  that,"  said  Monte-Cristo; 
"she  has  been  dead  these  ten  j'ears." 

"  And  I  am  still  mourning  her  loss  !" 
exclaimed  the  major,  drawing  from  his 
pocket  a  checked  handkerchief,  and  alter- 
nately wiping  first  the  right  and  then  the 
left  eye. 

"  What  would  you  have  ?. "  said  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "we  are  all  moital.  Now,  j^ou 
understand,  my  dear  M.  Cavalcanti,  that 
it  is  useless  for  you  to  tell  people  in 
France  that  you  have  been  separated 
from  3'our  son  for  fifteen  years.  Stoi-ies 
of  gypsies,  who  steal  children,  are  not  at 
all  in  vogue  in  this  part  of  the  world,  and 
would  not  be  believed.  You  sent  him  for 
his  education  to  a  college  in  one  of  the 
provinces,  and  now  you  wish  him  to  com- 
plete his  education  in  the  Parisian  world. 
That  is  the  reason  which  has  induced  you 
to  leave  Via  Reggio,  where  you  have 
lived  since  the  death  of  your  wife.  That 
will  be  sufficient." 

"  You  think  so  ?  "— "  Certainly." 

"Very  well,  then."— "If  they  should 
hear  of  the  separation — " 

"  All.  yes  ;  what  could  I  say  ?  '* — "  That 
an  unfaithful  tutor,  bought  over  by  the 
enemies  of  youi*  family — " 

"  By  the  Corsinari?"—'* Precisely.  Had 
stolen  away  this  child,  in  order  that  your 
name  might  become  extinct." 

"  That,  will  do  well,  since  he  is  an  only 
son." — "Well,  now  that  all  is  ananged, 
do  not  let  these  newly-awakened  remem- 
brances be  forgotten.  You  have,  doubt- 
less, ali-eatly  guessed  that  I  was  preparing 
a  .surprise  for  you  ?  " 
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"  An  agreeable  one  ?  "asked  the  Italian. 
"Ah,  I  see  the  eye  of  a  father  is  no 
more  to  be  deceived  than  his  heart." 
"  Hum  !  "  said  the  major. 
"  Some  one  lias  told  3'ou  the  secret ;  or, 
perhaps,  3^ou  g-aessed  that  he  was  here." 
"  That  who  was  here  ?  " 

"Your  child — your  son — your  Andrea  !" 

"I  did  guess  it,"  replied  the  major, 
with  the  greatest  sang  froid  possible. 
'•Then  he  is  here  ?  " 

"He  is,"  said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "when 
the  valet-de-chambre  came  in  just  now, 
he  told  me  of  his  arrival." — "Ah,  very 
well,  very  well  !"  said  the  major,  clutch- 
ing the  buttons  of  his  coat  at  each  ex- 
clamation which  he  made. 

"' M}'^  dear  sir,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "I 
understand  all  your  emotion  ;  you  must 
have  time  to  recover  yourself.  I  will,  in 
the  meantime,  go  and  prepare  the  young 
man  for  this  much-desired  interview,  for 
I  presume  that  he  is  not  less  impatient 
for  it  than  yourself." 

"  I  should  quite  imagine  that  to  be  the 
case,"  said  Cavalcanti. 

"  Well,  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  shall 
be  with  you."  —  "You  will  bring  him, 
then  ?  You  carry  your  goodness  so  far 
as  even  to  present  him  to  me  3'ourself  !  " 

"  No  ;  I  do  not  wish  to  come  between  a 
father  and  son.  Your  intervieAV  will  bo 
private.  But  do  not  be  uneasy  ;  even  if 
the  powerful  voice  of  nature  should  be 
silent,  you  cannot  well  mistake  him  ;  he 
will  enter  by  this  door.  He  is  a  fine 
young  man,  of  fair  complexion — a  little 
too  fair,  perhaps — pleasing  manners;  but 
you  will  see  and  judge  for  j'ourself." 

"By  the  way,"  said  the  major,  "you 
know  I  have  only  the  2,000  francs  which 
the  Abbe  Busoni  sent  nie  ;  this  sum  I  have 
expended  upon  traveling  expenses,  and — " 

"  And  you  want  money  :  that  is  a  mat- 
ter of  course,  my  dear  M.  Cavalcanti. 
Well,  here  are  8,000  francs  on  account." 

The  major's  eyes  sparkhnl  brilliantly. 

"  It  is  40,000  francs  which  I  now  owe 
you,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Does  your  oxcelleney  wish   for  a  re- 
ceipt?" said  the  major,  at  the  same  tinu' 
slipping  the  money  into  the  inner  pocket 
of  his  coat.—"  For  what  ?  "  said  the  count. 
r2 


"I  thought  you  might  want  it  to  show 
the  Abbe  Busoni." 

"  Well,  when  you  receive  the  remaining 
40,000,  3'ou  shall  give  me  a  receipt  in  full. 
Between  honest  men  such  excessive  pre- 
caution is,  I  think,  quite  unnecessary." 

"  Yes,  so  it  is,  between  perfectly  upright 
peeple." 

"'  One  word  more,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Say  on." — "You  will  permit  me  to 
make  one  remark  ?  " 

'.'  Certainly  ;  pray  do  so." 

"  Then  I  should  advise  you  to  leave  off 
wearing  that  style  of  dress." 

"'  Indeed  I  "  said  the  major,  regarding 
himself  with  an  air  of  complete  satisfac- 
tion. 

"  Yes.  It  maj'^  be  worn  at  Via  Reggio  ; 
but  that  costume,  however  elegant  in 
itself,  has  long  been  out  of  fashion  in 
Paris."—"  That's  unfortunate." 

"'  Oh,  if  you  really  are  attached  to  your 
old  mode  of  dress,  you  can  easily'  resume 
it  when  you  leave  Paris." 

"  But  what  shall  I  wear  ?  " 

"What  you  find  in  your  trunks." 

"In  my  trunks  ?  I  have  but  one  port- 
manteau." 

"  I  dare  say  you  have  nothing  else  with 
you.  What  is  the  use  of  boring  one's  self 
Avith  so  many  things  ?  Besides,  an  old 
soldier  always  likes  to  march  with  as  little 
baggage  as  possible." 

"That  is  just  the  case — precisely  so!  " 

"  But  you  are  a  man  of  foresight  and 
prudence,  therefore  you  sent  your  luggage 
on  before  3'ou.  It  has  arrived  at  the  Hotel 
des  Princes,  Rue  de  Richelieu.  It  is  there 
you  are  to  take  up  your  quarters." 

"Then,  in  these  trunl^s — " 

"  I  presume  you  have  given  ordere  to 
your  valet-de-chambre  to  put  in  all  you 
are  likely  to  need — your  plain  clothes  and 
your  uniform.  On  grand  occasions  you 
must  wear  your  uniform  ;  that  will  look 
very  well.  Do  not  forget  your  ci'osses. 
They  still  laugh  at  them  in  Franco,  and 
yet  always  wear  them,  for  all  that." 

"Very  well  I  very  well !  "  said  the  ma- 
jor, who  was  in  ecstasy  at  the  attention 
paid  him  by  the  count. — "  Now,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "that  you  have  fortifieil 
yourself  against   all    painful   excitement. 
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prepare  yoursdf,  my  dear  M.  Cavalcanti, 
to  meet  ^-our  lost  Andrea."  Sa^nng*  which 
Monte-Cristo  bowed,  and  disappeared 
behind  the  tapestry,  leaving-  the  major 
fascinated  beyond  expression  with  the 
delig-htful  reception  which  the  count  liad 
i2iv-en  him. 


CHAPTER  LVI. 

ANDREA    CAVALCANTI. 

The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  entered  the 
adjoining-  room,  which  Baptistin  had  des- 
ig-nated  as  the  blue  drawing-room,  and 
found  there  a  young  man,  of  g-raceful  de- 
meanor and  elegant  appearance,  who  had 
arrived  in  di  fiacre  about  half  an  hour  pre- 
viousl3\  Baptistin  had  not  found  an^^  dif- 
ficulty in  recognizing  the  individual  who 
presented  himself  at  the  door  for  admit- 
tance. He  was  certainly  the  tall  young 
man  with  light  hair,  red  beard,  black 
eyes,  and  brilliant  complexion,  whom  his 
master  had  so  particularly  described  to 
him.  When  the  count  entered  the  room 
the  young  man  was  carelessly  stretched 
on  a  sofa,  tapping  his  boot  with  the  gold- 
headed  cane  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 
On  perceiving  the  count  he  rose  quickly. 
''The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  I  believe?  '' 
said  ho. 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  I  think  I  have  the  honor 
of  addressing  M.  le  Comte  Andrea  Caval- 
canti  ?  " — ''Count  Andrea  Cavalcanti," 
repeated  the  j'oung  man,  accompanying 
his  words  with  a  bow. 

"  You  are  charged  with  a  letter  of  in- 
troduction addressed  to  m(»,  are  you  not  ?  "' 
said  the  count. 

"  I  did  not  mention  that,  because  the 
signatui-e  seemed  to  me  so  strange." 

"  The  letter  signed  '  Sinbad  the  Sailor,' 
is  it  not?" 

"  Exactly  so.  Now,  as  I  have  never 
known  anj'  Sinl)ad,  with  the  exception  of 
the  one  celebrated  in  the  *  Thousand  and 
OneNiglits'— "^ 

"  Well !  it  is  one  of  his  descendants,  and 
a  great  friend  of  mine  ;  he  is  a  very  rich 
Englishman,  eccentric  almost  to  insanity  ; 
and  his  real  name  is  Lord  Wilmore." — 
"Ah!  indeed!  then  that  explains  every- 
thing," said  Andrea,  "that  is  extraordi- 
narv.     He  is,  then,  Ihe  same  Englishman 


whom  I  met— at — ^-es — very  well !  M.  le 
Comte,  I  am  at  your  service." 

"  If  what  3-ou  sa^'  be  true,"  replied  the 
count,  smiling,  "perhaps you  will  be  kind 
enough  to  give  me  some  account  of  your- 
self and  your  farail3' ?  " — "Certainly,  I 
will  do  so,"  said  the  3'oung  man,  with  a 
quickness  which  gave  proof  of  his  ready 
invention.  "  I  am  (as  you  have  said)  the 
Count  Andrea  Cavalcanti,  son  of  Major 
Bartolomeo  Cavalcanti,  a  descendant  of 
the  Cavalcanti  whose  names  are  inscribed 
in  the  golden  book  at  Florence.  Our 
famil;f ,  although  still  rich  (for  my  father's 
income  amounts  to  half  a  million),  has  ex- 
perienced many  misfortunes,  and  I  myself 
was,  at  the  age  of  fiv(!  3^ears,  taken  awa^' 
by  the  treachery  of  my  tutor,  so  that  for 
fifteen  years  I  have  not  seen  the  author  of 
m\'  existence.  Since  I  have  arrived  at 
years  of  discretion  and  become  my  own 
master,  I  have  been  constantly'  seeking 
him,  but  all  in  vain.  At  length  I  received 
this  letter  from  your  friend,  which  states 
that  my  father  is  in  Paris,  and  authorizes 
me  to  address  myself  to  ^-ou  for  informa- 
tion respecting  him." 

"  Really,  all  3'ou  have  related  to  me  is 
exceedingly  interesting,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  observing  tlie  young  man  with  a 
gloom\'  satisfaction  ;  "  and  you  have 
done  well  to  conform  in  everything  to 
the  wishes  of  my  friend  Sinbad  ;  for  j-our 
father  is  indeed  here,  and  is  seeking 
you." 

Tlie  count,  from  the  moment  of  his 
first  entering  the  drawing-room,  had  not 
once  lost  sight  of  the  expression  of  the 
young  man's  countenance;  he  had  ad- 
mired the  assurance  of  his  look  and  the 
firmness  of  his  voice  ;  but  at  these 
words,  .so  natural  in  themselves,  "Your 
father  is  indeed  here,  and  is  seeking 
you,"  young  Antlrea  started,  and  ex- 
claimed, "  My  father  !  is  my  fathei* 
here?" — "Most  undoubtedly,"  icplied 
]\Iontt'-Ciisto ;  "youi"  fa.lier,  the  Major 
Bartolomeo  Cavalcanti."  The  expres- 
sion of  terror  which,  for  the  moment, 
had  overspread  the  features  of  tin;  young 
man,  had  now  disappeared.  "  Ah  !  3'es, 
that  is  the  name,  certainly.  Major  Bar- 
tolomeo    (^a\-aleanti.      And    you      really 
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mean    to    sa}^   M.    le   Corate,    that    my 
dear  father  is  here  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir;  and  lean  even  add  that  I 
have  only  just  left  his  company.  The 
history  which  he  rela-ted  to  me  of  his 
lost  son  touched  me  to  the  quick ;  in- 
deed, his  g-riefs,  hopes,  and  fears  on 
that  subject  mig-ht  furnish  material  for 
a  most  touching"  and  pathetic  poem.  At 
leng-th,  he  one  day  received  a  letter, 
stating  that  the  parties  who  had  de- 
prived him  of  his  son  now  offered  to  re- 
store him,  or  at  least  to  g-ive  notice 
where  he  mig"ht  be  found,  on  condition 
of  receiving-  a  larg-e  sum  of  money,  by 
way  of  ransom.  Your  father  did  not 
hesitate  an  instant,  and  the  sum  was  sent 
to  the  frontier  of  Piedmont,  with  a  pass- 
port sig-ned  for  Ital3\  You  were  in  the 
south  of  France,  I  think  ?  " 

"Yes,"  replied  Andrea,  with  an  em- 
barrassed air,  "  I  was  in  the  south  of 
France." — "A  carriag-e  was  to  await 
you  at  Nice  ?  " 

"  Precisely  so ;  and  it  conve3^ed  me 
from  Nice  to  Genoa,  from  Genoa  to 
Turin,  from  Turin  to  Chambery,  from 
Chambery  to  Pont-de-Beauvoisin,  and 
from  Pont-de-Beauvoisin  to  Paris." 

"Indeed  !  then  your  father  ought  to 
have  met  with  ,you  on  the  road,  for  it  is 
exactly  the  same  route  which  he  himself 
took,  and  that  is  how  we  have  been  able 
to  trace  your  journey  to  this  place." 

"But,"  said  Andrea,  "if  my  father 
had  met  me,  I  doubt  if  he  would  have 
recognized  me ;  I  must  be  somewhat 
altered  since  he  last  saw  me."  "  Oh!  the 
voice  of  nature,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Tt*ue,"  interrupted  the  young-  man, 
"  I  had  not  looked  upon  it  in  that  point 
of  view."— "Now,"  replied  Monte-Cris- 
to, "  there  is  only  one  source  of  uneasi- 
ness left  in  your  father's  mind,  which 
is  this — he  is  anxious  to  know  how  you 
have  been  employed  during"  your  long- 
absence  from  him  ;  how  you  have  been 
treated  by  your  persecutors  ;  and  if  they 
have  conducted  themselves  toward  you 
with  all  the  deference  due  to  your  rank. 
Finally,  he  is  anxious  to  see  if  you  have 
b(HMi  fortunate  enough  to  escape  the  bad 
moral  inthicnce  to  which  vou  have  been 


exposed,  and  which  is  infinitel}-  more  to 
be  dreaded  than  any  ph3-sical  suffering-  • 
he  wishes  to  discover  if  the  tine  abilities 
with  which  nature  had  endowed  3'^ou  have 
been  weakened  hy  want  of  culture ;  and, 
in  short,  whether  3'ou  consider  yourself 
capable  of  resuming-  and  retaining-  in  the 
world  the  hig-li  position  to  which  3-our 
rank  entitles  you." 

"Sir,"  exclaimed  the  young-  man,  quite 
astounded,  "  I  hope  no  false  report — " 

"  As  for  mj'self,  I  first  heard  you  spoken 
of  by  niN'  friend  Wilmore,  the  philanthro- 
pist. I  believe  he  found  j-ou  in  some  un- 
pleasant position,  but  do  not  know  of 
what  nature,  for  I  did  not  ask,  not  being- 
inquisitive.  Your  misfortunes  engag-ed 
his  sympathies;  so  3'ou  see  you  must 
have  been  interesting.  He  told  me  that 
he  was  anxious  to  restore  3'ou  to  the  po- 
sition which  3^ou  had  lost,  and  that  he 
would  seek  3^our  father  until  he  found 
him.  He  did  seek,  and  has  found  him, 
apparently,  since  he  is  here  now  ;  and, 
flnall3',  m3^  friend  apprised  me  of  3'our 
coming-,  and  g-ave  me  a  few  other  instruc- 
tions relative  to  3'our  future  fortune.  I 
am  quite  aware  that  m3'  friend  "SVilmore 
is  an  orig-inal,  but  he  is  sincere,  and  as 
rich  as  a  g-old  mine  ;  consequ('ntl3'  he  ma3' 
indulg-e  his  eccentricities  without  an3^  fear 
of  their  ruining-  him,  and  I  have  promised 
to  adhere  to  his  instructions.  Now,  sir, 
prav  do  not  be  offended  at  the  question  I 
am  about  to  put  to  n-ou,  as  it  comes  in  the 
wa3''  of  m3'  dutx'  as  3'our  patron.  I  would 
wish  to  know  if  the  misfortunes  which 
have  happened  to  30U — misfortunes  eu- 
tirel3'  be3'ond  3'our  conti-ol,  and  which  in 
no  degree  diminish  m3'  regard  for  3-ou — I 
would  wish  to  know  if  the3'  have  not,  in 
some  measure,  contributed  to  render  3'ou 
a  strang-er  to  the  world  in  which  your 
fortune  and  vour  name  entitle  30U  ta 
make  a  conspicuous  fig-ure?" 

"Sir,"  returned  the3'oung  man.  with  a 
reassurance  of  manner,  "  make  3'our  mind 
eas3'  on  this  score.  Those  who  took  me 
from  my  father,  and  who  always  in- 
tended, sooner  or  later,  to  sell  me  agrain 
to  m3'  orig-inal  proprietor,  as  \\\ey  have 
now  done,  calculated  that,  in  oitier  to 
niakt>  the  most  of  their  barirain.  it  would 
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be  politic  to  leave  me  in  possession  of  all 
m^'  personal  and  hereditary  worth,  and 
even  to  increase  the  value,  if  possible.  I 
have,  therefore,  received  a  very  good  edu- 
cation, and  have  been  treated  by  these 
kidnappers  very  much  as  the  slaves  were 
treated  in  Asia  Minor,  whose  masters 
made  them  grrammarians,  doctors  and 
philosophers,  in  order  that  they  might 
fetch  a  higher  price  in  the  Roman  mar- 
ket." Monte-Cristo  smiled  with  satis- 
faction ;  it  appeared  as  if  he  had  not 
expected  so  much  from  M.  Andrea 
Cavalcanti.  "^Besides,"  continued  the 
young  man,  ''if  there  did  appear  some 
defect  in  education,  or  offense  against  the 
established  forms  of  etiquette,  I  suppose 
they  would  be  excused,  in  consideration  of 
the  misfortunes  which  accompanied  ni}' 
birth  and  followed  me  through  my  youth.*' 

"Well,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  in  an  in- 
different tone,  '•'  you  will  do  as  3'ou  please, 
count,  for  you  are  the  master  of  your 
own  actions,  and  are  the  person  most 
concerned  in  the  matter;  but  if  I  were 
you,  I  would  not  divulge  a  word  of  these 
adventures.  Your  history  is  quite  a 
romance,  and  the  world,  which  delights 
in  romances  contained  in  two  covers  of 
3'ellow  paper,  strangely  mistrusts  those 
which  are  bound  in  living  parchment, 
even  though  they  be  gilded  like  j^ourself. 
This  is  the  kind  of  difRcuKy  which  I 
wished  to  represent  to  you,  M.  le  Comte. 
You  would  hardly  have  recited  your 
touching  history  than  it  would  go  forth 
to  the  world,  and  be  deeniccl  unlikely  and 
unnatural.  You  would  be  no  longer  a 
lost  ciiild  found,  but  j^ou  would  be  looked 
upon  as  an  upstart,  who  had  sprung  up 
like  a  mushroom  in  the  night.  You  might 
excite  a  little  curiosity,  but  it  is  not  every 
one  who  likes  to  be  made  the  center  of 
observation  and  the  subject  of  unpleas- 
ant remark." — "I  agree  with  you,  M.  le 
Comte,"  said  the  young  man,  turning 
pale,  and,  in  spite;  of  himself,  ti-embling 
beneath  the  scrutinizing  look  of  his  com- 
panion, **such  consequences  would  be  ex- 
tremely unpleasant." 

"Nevertheless,  you  must  not  exagger- 
ate the  evil,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "or  by 
endeavoring  to  avoid  one  fault  you  will  fall 


into  another.  You  must  resolve  upon  one 
simple  and  single  line  of  conduct ;  and  for 
a  man  of  your  intelligence,  this  plan  is  as 
eas}'^  as  it  is  necessary :  you  must  form 
honorable  friendships,  and  by  that  means 
counteract  the  prejudice  which  may  attach 
to  the  obscurity  of  your  former  life."' 
Andrea  visibly  changed  countenance.  "  I 
would  offer  myself  as  your  surety  and 
friendly  adviser,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  did 
I  not  possess  a  moral  distrust  of  m3'^  best 
friends,  and  a  sort  of  inclination  to  lead 
others  to  doubt  them  too ;  therefore,  in 
departing  from  this  rule,  I  should  (as  the 
actors  say)  be  playing  a  part  quite  out  of 
my  line,  and  should,  therefore,  run  the  risk 
of  being  hissed,  which  would  be  an  act  of 
folly."— "However,  M.  le  Comte,"  said 
Andrea,  "in  consideration  of  Lord  Wil- 
more,  by  whom  I  was  recommended  to 
you — " 

"Yes,  certainly,"  interrupted  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  but  Lord  Wilmore  did  not  omit 
to  inform  me,  my  dear  M.  Andrea,  that 
the  season  of  your  youth  was  rather  a 
storm}'  one.  Ah  !"  said  the  count,  watch- 
ing Andrea's  countenance,  "  1  do  not  de- 
mand any  confession  from  you ;  it  is  pre- 
cisely to  avoid  that  necessity  that  your 
father  was  sent  for  from  Lucca.  You  shall 
soon  see  him  ;  he  is  a  little  stilf  and  pom- 
pous in  his  manner,  and  he  is  disfigured 
b\'  his  uniform;  but  when  it  becomes 
known  that  he  is  in  the  Austrian  service, 
all  that  will  be  pardoned.  We  are  not 
generally  ver}--  severe  with  the  Austrians. 
In  short,  you  will  find  your  father  a  very 
presentable  person,  I  assure  you." 

"  Ah,  sir,  you  have  given  me  confidence; 
it  is  so  long  since  we  were  separatetl  that 
I  have  not  the  least  remembrance  of  him  ; 
and,  besides,  you  know  that  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world  a  large  fortune  covers  all  de- 
fects."— "  He  is  a  millionaire — his  income 
is  500,000  francs." 

"Then,"  said  the  young  man,  with 
anxiety,  "  I  shall  be  sure  to  be  placed  in 
an  agreeable  position."  —  "One  of  the 
most  agreeable  possible,  my  dear  sir ;  he 
will  allow  you  an  income  of  50,000  livres 
per  annum  during  tlu'  whole  time  of  your 
stay  in  Paris." — "Then  in  that  case  I 
shall  alwaj's  choose  to  remain  there." 


THE    COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


35T 


"  You  cannot  control  circumstances,  my 
dear  sir;  'man  proposes,  and  God  dis- 
poses.'" Andrea  sighed.  "But,"  said 
lie,  *'so  long"  as  I  do  remain  in  Paris,  and 
nothing"  forces  me  to  quit  it,  do  you  mean 
to  tell  me  that  I  may  rely  on  receiving- 
the  sum  you  just  now  mentioned  to  me  ?" 
— ''You  may." — "Shall  I  receive  it  from 
my  father?"  asked  Andrea,  with  some 
uneasiness. — "Yes,  you  will  receive  it 
from  3'our  father  personally,  but  Lord 
Wilmore  will  be  the  security  for  the 
money.  He  has,  at  the  request  of  your 
father,  opened  an  account  of  5,000  francs 
a  month  at  M.  Danglars',  which  is  one  of 
the  safest  banks  in  Paris." 

"  And  does  my  father  mean  to  remain 
long"  in  .Paris?"  asked  Andrea. 

"  Onl.y  a  few  days,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo.  "  His  service  does  not  allow  hnn 
to  absent  himself  more  than  two  or  three 
weeks  tog"ether." 

"Ah!  my  dear  father!"  exclaimed 
Andrea,  evidently  charmed  with  the  idea 
of  his  speedy  departure. 

"Therefore,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  feign- 
ing" to  mistake  his  meaning-— "  therefore  I 
will  not,  for  another  instant,  retard  the 
pleasure  of  your  meeting".  Are  you  pre- 
pared to  embrace  your  worthy  father  ?" 

"  I  hope  you  do  not  doubt  it." — "Go, 
then,  into  the  drawing-room,  my  young 
friend,  where  you  will  find  j-our  father 
awaiting-  you."  Andrea  made  a  low  bow 
to  th(^  count,  and  entered  the  adjoining 
room.  Monte-Cristo  watched  him  till  he 
disappeared,  and  then  touched  a  spring 
made  to  look  like  a  picture,  which,  in  slid- 
ing partially  from  the  frame,  discovered 
to  view  a  small  interstice,  which  was  so 
cleverly  contrived  that  it  revealed  all  that 
was  passing-  in  the  drawing-room  now  oc- 
cupied by  Cavalcanti  and  Andrea.  The 
young  man  closed  the  door  behind  him, 
and  advanced  toward  the  major,  who  had 
risen  when  he  heard  steps  approaching 
him.  "  Ah  !  my  dear  fatlier  !"  said  Andrea 
in  a  loud  voice,  in  order  that  the  count 
might  hear  him  in  the  next  room,  "  is  it 
really  you  ?"— "  How  do  you  do.  my  dear 
son  ?"  said  the  major  gravely. 

"After  so  many  years  of  {gainful  separa- 
tion," said  Andrea,  in   the  same   tone  of 


voice,    and    glancing    toward    the    door, 

"what  a  happiness  it  is  to  meet  again  !" 

"Indeed  it  is,  after  so  long  a  separation." 

"  Will  you  not  embrace  me,  sir  ?  "  said 
Andrea. 

"If  you  wish  it,  my  son,"  said  the 
major ;  and  the  two  men  embraced  each 
other  after  the  fashion  of  actors  on  the 
stage  ;  that  is  to  say,  each  rested  his  head 
on  the  other's  shoulder. 

"Then  we  are  once  more  reunited?  " 
said  Andrea. 

"Once  more  !  "  replied  the  major. 

"Never  more  to  be  separated  ?  " 

"  Wh3%  as  to  that  —  I  think,  my  dear 
son,  you  must  be  by  this  time  so  accus- 
tomed to  France  as  to  look  upon  it  almost 
as  a  second  country." 

"The  fact  is,"  said  .the  young  man, 
"that  I  should  be  exceedingh'  grieved  to 
leave  it." 

"  As  for  me,  you  must  know  I  cannot 
possibly  live  out  of  Lucca ;  therefore  I 
shall  return  to  Italy  as  soon  as  I  can.'" — 
"But  before  3"ou  leave  France,  my  dear 
father,  I  hope  you  will  put  me  in  possession 
of  the  documents  which  will  be  uecessarv' 
to  prove  m3'  descent." 

"  Certainly,  I  am  come  expressly  on  that 
account;  it  has  cost  me  much  trouble  to 
find  you,  but  I  had  resolved  on  giving  them 
into  your  hands ;  and  if  I  had  to  recom- 
mence my  search,  it  would  occupy  all  the 
few  remaining  years  of  my  life." 

"  Where  are  these  papers,  then  ?  " 

"  Here  they  are." 

Andrea  seized  the  certificate  of  his 
father's  marriage  and  his  own 'baptismal 
register,  and  after  having  ojiened  tlieni 
with  all  the  eagerness  which  miglit  be  ex- 
pected under  the  circumstances,  he  read 
them  with  a  facility  which  proved  that  he 
was  accustomed  to  similar  docuuu»nts.  and 
with  an  expression  which  plainly  denoted 
an  unusual  interest  in  the  contents.  When 
he  had  perused  the  documents,  an  inde- 
finable expression  of  pleasure  lighted  up 
liis  countenance,  and  looking  at  the  major 
with  a  most  peculiar  smile,  he  said,  in  very 
t>xeellent  Tuscan  —  "Then  there  is  no 
longer  any  such  thing  in  Italy  as  being 
condemned  to  the  galleys  ?  "  The  major 
drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height. 
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''Why? — what  do  you  mean  by  that 
question  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  if  there  were,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  draw  up  with  impunity  two 
such  deeds  as  these.  In  Fi-ance,  my  dear 
sir,  half  such  a  piece  of  effronterj'  as  that 
would  cause  you  to  be  quickly  dispatched 
to  Toulon  for  five  years,  for  change  of 
air." — "  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  ex- 
plain your  meaning  ?  "  said  the  major, 
endeavoring  as  much  as  possible  to  assume 
an  air  of  the  greatest  majest3\ 

"  M3'  dear  M.  Cavalcanti,"  said  Andrea, 
taking  the  major  by  the  arm  in  a  confi- 
dential manner,  "  how  much  are  you  paid 
for  being  my  father?"  The  major  was 
about  to  speak,  when  Andrea  continued, 
in  a  low  voice. — ''Nonsense  !  I  am  going 
to  set  3'ou  an  example  of  confidence  ;  they 
give  me  50,000  francs  a  year  to  be  your 
son;  consequently,  you  can  understand 
that  it  is  not  at  all  likely  I  shall  ever  den^" 
my  parent."  The  major  looked  anxiously 
around  him.  "Make  yourself  eas3%  we 
are  quite  alone,"  said  Andrea;  "besides, 
we  are  conversing  in  Italian." — "Well, 
then,"  replied  the  major,  "  thej^  paid  me 
50,000  francs  down." 

"Monsieur  Cavalcanti,"  said  Andrea, 
"  do  you  believe  in  fairy  tales  ?  " 

"  I  used  not  to  do  so,  but  I  reall.y  feel 
now  almost  obliged  to  liave  faith  in  them." 

"You  have,  then,  been  induced  to  alter 
your  opinion  ;  you  have  had  some  proofs 
of  their  truth?  "  The  major  drew  from 
his  pocket  a  handful  of  gold.  "  Most 
palpable  proofs,"  said  he,  "as  you  may 
perceive." 

"You  think,  then,  that  I  may  i-ely  on 
the  count's  promises  ?"—"  Certainly  I 
do."— "You  are  sure  he  will  keep  his 
word  with  me  ?  "— "  To  the  letter  ;  l)ut  at 
the  same  time,  remember,  we  must  con- 
tinue to  p4ay  our  respective  parts.  I,  as 
a  tender  father — " 

"And  I  as  a  dutiful  son,  as  they  choose 
that  I  shall   be  descended  from  you." 

"  Who  do  you  mean  by  they  ?  " 

"  Ma  foi  I  I  can  hardly  tell,  but  I  was 
alluding  to  tliose  who  wrote  the  letter; 
you  received  one,  did  you  not  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"  From  whom  ?  " — "  From  a  certain 
Abbe  Busoni." 


"  Have  you  an\-  knowledge  of  him  ?  " 
"  No,  I  have  never  seen  him." 
"  What  did  he  say  in  the  letter  ?  " 
"  You  will  promise  not  to  betra.y  me  ?  " 
"Rest  assured  of  that ;  you  well  know 
that  our  interests  are  the  same." 

"Then  read  for  3-ourself;"  and  the 
major  gave  a  letter  into  the  3'oung  man's 
hand.     Andrea  i^ead  in  a  low  voice  : — 

"  You  are  poor ;  a  miserable  old  age 
awaits  you.  Would  3'ou  like  to  become 
rich,  or  at  least  independent  ?  Set  out 
immediatel3'  ^^^  Paris,  and  demand  of  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  Avenue  des  Champs 
El3"sees,  No.  30,  the  son  whom  3'ou  had  b3' 
the  Marquise  Corsinari,  and  who  was 
taken  from  3'ou  at  five  years  of  age.  This 
son  is  named  Andrea  Cavalcanti.  In  order 
that  3'ou  ma3'  not  doubt  the  kind  inten- 
tion of  the  writer  of  this  letter,  3-ou  will 
find  inclosed  an  order  for  2,400  francs, 
payable  in  Florence,  at  the  house  of  M. 
Gozzi ;  also  a  letter  of  introduction  to  M. 
le  Comte  de  Monte-Cristo,  on  whom  I  give 
3'OU  a  draft  of  48,000  francs.  Remember 
to  go  to  the  count  on  the  26th  Ma3'  at 
seven  o'clock  in  the  evening. 

(Signed)        "  Abbe  Busoni." 

"  It  is  the  same." 

"  What  do 30U  mean  ?  "  said  the  major. 

"  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  received  a 
letter  almost  to  the.  same  effect." 

"You?"— "Yes." 

"  From  the  Abbe  Busoni  ?  "— "  No." 

"  From  whom  then  ?  " — "  From  an  En- 
glishman, called  Lord  Wilmore,  who  takes 
the  name  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor." 

"  And  of  whom  3'ou  have  no  more  knowl- 
edge than  I  of  the  Abbe  Busoni  ?  " 

"  You  are  mistaken  ;  there  I  am  in  ad- 
vance of  3'OU." — "You  have  seen  him, 
then  ?"— "  Yes,    once." 

"  Where  ?  "— "  Ah  !  that  is  just  what  I 
cannot  tell  j'ou  ;  if  I  did,  I  should  make 
3'OU  as  wise  as  mj'self,  which  it  is  not  my 
intention  to  do." 

"  And  what  did  the  letter  contain  ?  " — 
"Read  it." 

"  'You  are  poor,  and  your  future  pros- 
pects arc  dark  and  gloomy.  Do  you  wish 
for  a  name?  should  you  like  to  be  rich, 
and  vdui'  own  master?  " 
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"  Mafoi  !  "  said  the  young  man  ;  ''  was 
it  possible  there  could  be  two  answers  to 
such  a  question  ?  " 

"  '  Take  the  post-chaise  winch  you  will 
find  waiting-  at  the  Porte  de  Genes,  as 
you  enter  Nice;  pass  through  Turin, 
bhambery,  and  Pont-de-Beauvoisin.  Go 
to  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  Avenue  des 
Champs-Eh^sees,  on  the  26th  of  May,  at 
seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  demand 
of  him  3'our  father.  You  are  the  son  of 
the  Marquis  Cavalcanti  and  the  Marquise 
Oliva  Corsinari.  The  marquis  will  give 
you  some  papers  which  will  certif}^  this 
fact,  and  authorize  yow.  to  appear  under 
that  name  in  the  Parisian  world.  As  to 
your  rank,  an  annual  income  of  50,000 
livres  will  enable  you  to  support  it  adniir- 
abl3^  I  inclose  a  draft  for  5,000  livres, 
payable  on  M.  Ferrea,  banker  at  Nice, 
and  also  a  letter  of  introduction  to  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  whom  I  have  di- 
rected to  suijpl,y  all  your  wants. 

'•  '  SiNBAD  THE  SaILOR.' 

"Humph!"  said  the  major:  "very 
good  !  You  have  seen  the  count,  you 
say  ?  " — "  I  have  only  just  loft  him." 

"And  has  he  conformed  to  all  which 
the  letter  specified  ?  " 

"'  He  has." — "  Do  you  understand  it  ?  " 
"  Not  in  the  least." — "  There  is  a  dupe 
somewhere." 

"  At  all  events,  it  is  neither  you  nor  I." 
"Certainly  not."— "Well,  then—" 
"Why  it  does  not  nmch concern  us-;  do 
you  think  it  does  ?  " 

"No!  I  agree  with  you  there;  we 
must  play  the  game  to  the  end,  and  con- 
sent to  be  blindfold."— "Ah  !  you  shall 
see ;  I  promise  3'-ou  I  will  sustain  my  part 
to  admiration." 

"  I  never  once  doubted  your  doing  so." 
Monte-CHsto  chose  this  moment  for  re- 
entering the  drn  wing-room.  On  hearing 
the  sound  of  his  footst(>ps,  the  two  men 
threw  themselves  in  eacli  other's  arms  ; 
and,  in  the  midst  of  this  embrace,  the 
count  entered.  "Well,  marquis,"  said 
Moute-Cristo,  "you  appear  to  be  in  no 
waj'  disappointed  in  the  son  whom  your 
good  fortune  has  restored  to  you." — "  Ah  ! 
M.  le  Comte,  I  am  ovorwhelmod  with  de- 
light." 


"And  what  are   3'our  feelings?"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  turning  to  the  young  man. 

"  As  for  me,  my  heart  is  overflowing 
with  happiness.'" 

"  Happy  father  !  happy  son  !  "  said 
the  count. — "  There  is  only  one  thing 
which  grieves  me,"  observed  the  major, 
"and  that  is  the  necessit}-  there  is  for  my 
leaving  Paris  so  soon." — "Ah!  ray  dear 
M.  Cavalcanti,  I  trust  3'ou  will  not  leave 
before  I  have  had  the  honor  of  presenting 
3'ou  to  some  of  m^^  friends." — "  I  am  at 
3'oar  service,  sir,"  replied  the  major. 

"Now,  sir," said  Monte-Cristo,  address- 
ing Andrea,  "  make  3'our  confession." 

"  To  whom  ?  " 

"Tell  M,  Cavalcanti  something  of  the 
state  of  3''our  finances." 

"  il/a  foi!  M.  le  Comte,  3'ou  have 
touched  upon  a  tender  chord." 

"  Do  3^ou  hear  what  he  sa3's,  major  ?  " 

"Certainly  I  do." 

"  But  do  3'OU  understand  ?  "— "  I  do." 

"'  Your  son  sa3's  he  requires  mone3\" 

"  Well  !  what  would  3'ou  have  me  do  ?' 
said  the  major. 

"  You  should  furnish  him  with  some,  of 
course,"  replied  Monte-Cristo. 

"'  I  ?  "  —  "  Yes,  you  !  "  said  the  count, 
at  the  same  time  advancing  toward 
Andrea,  anil  slipping  a  packet  of  bank- 
notes into  the  3'oung  man's  hand. 

"'  What  is  this  ?  " —  "  It  is  from  3-our 
father." 

"  From  my  father  ?  " — "  Yes  ;  did  you 
not  tell  him  just  now  that  3'ou  wanted 
monej'  ?  Well,  then,  he  deputes  me  to 
give  3'OU  this." 

"Am  I  to  consider  this  as  part  of  m\' 
income  on  account  ?  " 

"  No  :  it  is  for  the  first  expenses  of  your 
settling  in  Paris." 

"  Ah  !  how  good  my  dear  father  is." 

"Silence!''  said  Monte-Cristo:  "ho 
does  not  wish  you  to  know  that  it  comes 
from  liim." — "I  full\'  appreciate  his  deli- 
cac\ ."'  said  Andrea,  cramming  tlio  notes 
hastily  into  his  jiocket. 

'•  And  now,  gonlKMuon.  I  wish  you  good 
morning,''  said  ^[onto-Cristo. 

"  And  when  shall  we  have  the  honor  of 
seeing  you  again.  M.  le  Comte?"  asked 
Cavalcanti. 
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"  Ah  !  "  said  Andrea  ;  ''  when  may  we 
hope  for  that  pleasure  ?  " 

"  On  Saturda\-,  if  3'ou  will — ^^es.  Let 
me  see — Saturday — I  am  to  dine  at  m\' 
country-house,  at  Auteuil,  on  that  day, 
Rue  la  Fontaine,  No.  28,  Several  persons 
are  invited,  and  among-  others,  M.  Dan- 
glars,  your  banker.  I  will  introduce  you 
to  liim  ;  for  it  will  bo  necessary  he  should 
know  you,  as  he  is  to  pay  ^''our  money." 

"Full  dress?"  said  the  major,  half 
aloud . 

'•'  Oh  !  yes,  certainly  !  "  said  the  count ; 
''uniform,  cross,  etc.,  etc." 

'''And  how  shall  I  be  dressed?"  de- 
manded Andrea. 

"  Oh  !  very  simply  ;  black  trousers, 
polished  boots,  white  waistcoat,  either  a 
black  or  blue  coat,  and  a  long-  cravat. 
Go  to  Blin  or  Veronique  for  your  dress. 
Baptistin  will  tell  you  where  they  live,  if 
j'-ou  do  not  know  where  to  address  them. 
The  less  pretension  there  is  in  ^-our  dress, 
the  better  will  be  the  effect,  as  3'ou  are  a 
rich  man.  If  you  mean  to  bu}'  ^wj  horses, 
g-et  them  of  Dcvedeux  ;  and  if  you  pur- 
chase a  phaeton,  go  to  Baptiste  for  it." 

"  At  what  hour  shall  we  come  ?  "  asked 
the  young-  man. 

"About  half-past  six." — "We  will  be 
with  you  at  that  time,"  said  the  major. 

The  two  Cavalcanti  bowed  to  the  count, 
and  left  the  house.  Monte-Cristo  went  to 
the  window,  and  saw  them  crossing  the 
street,  arm  in  arm. 

"There  go  two  miscreants,"  said  he. 
"  It  is  a  pity  they  are  not  really  related  !  " 
then,  after  an  instant  of  gloomy  reflec- 
tion, "Come,  I  will  go  to  see  the  Mor- 
rels  !  "  said  he  ;  '*  I  think  that  disgust  is 
even  more  sickening  than  hatred." 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

THE  TRYSTINU   PLACE. 

Our  readers  must  now  allow  us  to  trans- 
port them  again  to  the  inclosure.  sur- 
rounding M.  de  Villcfort's  liouse,  and, 
b(!hind  the  gate,  half  screened  from  view 
by  tlie  larg'c  chestnut-trees,  wliicli  on  all 
sides  spread  their  hixuriant  branches,  we 
shall  find  some  persons  of  our  acquaint- 
ance. This  time  Maximilian  was  the  flr.st 
to  arrive.     He  was   intently  watching  for 


a  shadow  to  appear  among  the  trees,  and 
awaiting  with  anxiety  the  sound  of  a  light 
step  on  the  gravel  walk.  At  length,  the 
long-desired  sound  was  heard,  and  instead 
of  one  figui^e,  as  he  had  expected,  he  per- 
ceived that  two  was  approaching-  him. 
The  delay  had  been  occasioned  by  a  visit 
from  Madame  Danglars  and  Eugenie, 
which  had  been  prolonged  be3ond  the 
time  at  which  Valentine  was  expected. 
That  she  might  not  appear  to  fail  in  her 
promise  to  Maximilian,  she  proposed  to 
Mademoiselle  Danglars  that  the}'  should 
take  a  w'alk  in  the  garden,  being  anxious 
to  show  that  the  delay,  which  was  doubt- 
less a  cause  of  vexation  to  him,  was  not 
occasioned  b^-  an}'  neglect  on  her  part 
The  3'oUng  man,  with  the  intuitive  percep- 
tion of  a  lover,  quickl}-  understood  the  cir- 
cumstances in  which  she  wasinvoluntaril}* 
placed,  and  he  w^as  comforted.  Besides, 
although  she  avoided  coming  within  speak- 
ing-distance, Valentine  arranged  so  that 
Maximilian  could  see  her  pass  and  repass  ; 
and  each  time  she  did  so,  she  managed, 
unperceived  b\'  her  companion,  to  cast  an 
expressive  look  at  the  3'oung  man,  which 
seemed  to  sa3',  "  Have  patience  I  You  see 
it  is  not  m3'  fault."  And  Maximilian  was 
patient,  and  emplo3'ed  himself  in  mentally 
contrasting  the  two  g-irls — one  fair,  with 
soft  languishing  e3'es,  a  figure  g-racefull3' 
bending  like  a  weeping  willow  ;  the  other, 
a  brunette,  with  a  fierce  and  haughtx- 
expression,  and  as  uprig-ht  as  a  poplar. 
It  is  unnecessar3'  to  state  that,  in  the 
e3'es  of  the  3^oung  man,  Valentine  did  not 
suffer  b}'^  the  contrast.  In  the  space  of 
about  half  an  hour  the  ladies  retired 
and  Maximilian  understood  that  Made- 
moiselle Danglars'  visit  had  at  last  come 
to  a  conclusion.  In  a  few  minutes  Valen- 
tine re-entered  the  garden  alone.  For 
fear  that  ^x\y  one  should  be  observing  her 
return,  she  walked  slowlv  ;  and  instead 
of  immedialelv  directing  her  steps  toward 
the  gate,  she  seated  lierself  on  a  bank, 
and,  careful!}'  casting  her  e3'cs  around, 
to  convince  herself  that  she  was  not 
watched,  she  present Iv  rose,  and  pro- 
ceeded «iuickl\'  to  join  Maximilian. 

"  Good-evening,  Valentine,"  said  a  well- 
known     voice.  —  "  Good-evening,     Maxi- 
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milian  :  I  know  I  kept  you  waiting-,  but 
you  saw  the  cause  of  my  delay."— "Yes, 
I  recog-nized  Mademoiselle  Dangiars.  I 
was  not  aware  that  you  were  so  intimate 
with  her." — "Who  told  you  we  were  in- 
timate, Maximiliam  ?  " 

"  No  one,  but  you  appeared  to  be  so  ; 
from  the  manner  in  which  you  walked  and 
tallved  together,  one  would  have  thought 
3'ou  were  two  school  g-irls  telling-  your 
secrets  to  each  other." — ■''  We  were  hav- 
ing a  confidential  conversation,"  returned 
Valentine;  "she  was  owning  to  me  her 
repugnance  to  the  marriag-e  with  M.  de 
Morcerf ;  and  I,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
confessing  to  her  how  wretched  it  made 
me  to  think  of  marrying  M.  d'Epinay." 

"Dear  Valentine  !"—"  That  will  ac. 
count  to  3"ou  for  the  unreserved  manner 
which  you  observed  between  me  and  Eu- 
genie ;  as  in  speaking  of  the  man  whom  I 
could  not  love,  my  thoughts  involuntarily 
reverted  to  him  on  whom  my  affections 
were  fixed." 

"  Ah,  how  good  you  are  to  say  so,  Val- 
entine !  You  possess  a  quality  which  can 
never  belong  to  Mademoiselle  Dangiars  ! 
It  is  that  indefinable  charm  which  is  to  a 
woman  what  perfume  is  to  the  flower  and 
flavor  to  the  fruit ;  for  the  beauty  of 
either  is  not  the  only  quality  we  seek." — 
"It  is  3^our  love  which  makes  you  look 
upon  everj'-thing  in  that  light." 

"  No,  Valentine,  I  assure  you  such  is 
not  the  case.  I  was  observing-  you  both 
when  you  were  walking-  in  the  garden, 
and,  on  my  honor,  without  at  all  wishing 
to  depreciate  the  beauty  of  Mademoiselle 
Dangiars,  I  cannot  understand  how  any 
man  can  really  love  her." — •'  The  fact  is, 
Maximilian,  that  I  was  there,  and  my 
presence  had  the  effect  of  rendering  you 
unjust  in  j-^our  compai-ison — " 

"No;  but  tell  me — it  is  a  question  of 
:-iimple  curiosity,  and  which  was  suggested 
by  certain  ideas  passing  in  my  mind  rel- 
ative to  Madi'uioiselle  Dangiars." 

"  I  dare  say  it  is  something  disparaging 
which  you  are  going  to  say.  It  only 
proves  how  little  indulgence  we  may  ex- 
pect from  your  sex."  interrnpled  Valen- 
tine.—" You  cannot ,  at  least,  deny  that 
you  arc  very  harsh  judges  of  each  other." 


"If  we  are  so,  it  is  because  we  gener- 
ally judge  under  the  influence  of  excite- 
ment. But  return  to  your  question." — 
"  Does  Mademoiselle  Dangiars  object  to 
this  marriage  with  M.  de  Morcerf  on  ac- 
count of  loving  another  ?  " 

"  I  told  3'^ou  I  was  not  on  terms  of  strict 
intimacy'  with  Eugenie." 

"  Yes,  but  girls  tell  each  other  secrets 
without  being  particularl3-  intimate  :  own, 
now,  that  you  did  question  her  on  the  sub- 
ject.    Ah  !  I  see  you  are  smiling." 

"  If  you  are  already  awaTe  of  the  con- 
versation that  passed,  the  wooden  parti- 
tion which  interposed  between  us  and  you 
has  proved  but  a  slight  security." 

"Come,  what  did  she  say  ?  "— "  She 
told  me  that  she  loved  no  one,"  said  Val- 
entine ;  "  that  she  disliked  the  idea  of 
being-  married  ;  that  she  would  inflniteh* 
prefer  leading  an  independent  and  un- 
fettered life  :  and  that  she  almost  wished 
her  father  might  lose  his  fortune,  that  she 
might  become  an  artist,  like  her  friend. 
Mademoiselle  Louise  d'Armilly." 

"'  Ah,  you  see — " 

"'  Well,  what  does  that  prove  ?  "  asked 
Valentine. — "  Nothing,"  replied  Maximil- 
ian.— "Then  why  did  you  smile  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  yourself  had  your  eyes  fixed 
on  me." 

"Do  you  wish  me  to  go?  '' — "Ah,  no, 
no  !  But  do  not  let  us  lose  time  :  3'ou  are 
the  subject  on  which  I  would  wish  to 
speak." 

"  True,  we  must  be  quick,  for  we  have 
scarcel}''  ten  minutes  more  to  pass  to- 
gether."— "  Ma  foif  "  said  Maximilian,  in 
consternation. 

"  Yes,  j-ou  are  right:  I  am  but  a  poor 
friend  to  yon.  What  a  life  I  cause 3'ou  to 
lead,  poor  ^laximilian,  vou  who  are  formed 
for  happiness  I  1  bitterlv  reproach  myself. 
1  assure  you." — "Well  I  what  does  it  sig- 
nifv,  Valentine,  .so  long  as  I  am  satisfied, 
and  feel  that  even  this  long  and  painful 
suspense  is  amplv  repaid  bv  five  minutes 
of  vour  society,  or  two  words  from  youv 
mouth  ?  And  I  have  also  a  deep  convic- 
tion that  Heaven  would  not  have  created 
two  hearts,  harmonizing  as  ours  do.  and 
restored  us  to  each  other,  almost  uiiracu- 
lousU',  at  last  to  separate  us." 
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"  Thank  you,  for  3'our  kitul  and  cheer- 
ing- words.  You  must  hope  for  us  both, 
Maximihan,  for  I  am  almost  incapable  of 
realizing-  the  feeling." 

*'  But  why  must  you  leave  me  so  soon  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  particulars.  I  can  only 
tell  you  that  Madame  de  Villefort  sent  to 
request  my  presence,  as  she  had  a  com- 
munication to  make  on  which  a  part  of  m3^ 
fortune  depended .  Let  them  take  my  fort- 
une, I  am  already'  too  rich;  and,  perhaps, 
when  the}^  have  taken  it,  they  will  leave 
me  in  peace  and  quietness.  You  would 
love  me  as  much  if  I  were  poor,  would  3'ou 
not,  Maximilian  ?  " — "  Oh  !  I  shall  always 
love  you.  What  should  I  care  for  either 
liches  or  poverty-,  if  my  Valentine  was 
near  me,  and  I  felt  certain  that  no  one 
could  deprive  mo  of  her  ?  But  do  you  not 
fear  that  this  communication  may  relate 
to  your  marriage?" — ''I  do  not  think 
that  is  the  case." — "  However  it  ma^'  be, 
Valentine,  I  protest  to  3'ou,  that  I  will 
never  love  another  !  " 

"And  do  3^ou  think  it  makes  me  happy 
to  hear  such  a  protestation  ?  " — '*'  Pardon 
me,  I  did  not  mean  to  grieve  3-ou." 

"  But  I  was  g"oing  to  tell  3-ou  that  I  met 
M.  de  Morcerf  the  other  da3'." 

"Well?"— "Monsieur  Franz  is  his 
friend,  3-ou  know." 

"  What  then  ?  "— "  Monsieur  de  Morcerf 
has  received  a  letter  from  Franz,  announc- 
ing his  immediate  return."  Valentine 
turned  pale  and  leaned  against  the  gate 
for  support.  "  Can  it  reall3"  be  true,  and 
is  that  whv  Madame  do  Villefort  has  sent 
for  me  ?  No,  that  cannot  be  the  case,  for 
the  communication  would  not  be  likely  to 
come  through  her  inst  I'U mentality." 

"Why  not?  " 

"Because — I  scarcely  know  wh3'' — but 
it  has  appeared  as  if  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort secretly  objected  to  the  marriage, 
although  she  did  not  choose  openl3'  to 
oppose  it."—"  Is  it  so  ?  Then  I  feel  as  if 
I  could  adore  Madame  dt;  Villefort." 

"  Do  not  bf  In  such  a  hurry  to  do  that," 
said  Valentine,  with  a  sad  smile. 

"If  she  objects  I0  your  marrving  M. 
d'EpinaVjShe  would  be  all  the  more  likel3' 
to  lislcn  to  an3' other  proposition." — "No, 
Maximilian,   it   is  not    suitors  to   which 


Madame  de  Villefort  objects,  it  is  marriage 
itself." 

••  Marriag-e  I  if  she  dislikes  that  so  much, 
win-  did  she  ever  marr3-  herself  ?  " — "  You 
do  not  understand  me,  Maximilian.  About 
a  3"ear  ago,  I  talked  of  retiring  to  a  con- 
vent :  Madame  de  Villefort,  in  spite  of  all 
the  remarks  which  she  considered  it  her 
dut3'  to  make,  secreth'  approved  of  the 
proposition  ;  m3^  father  consented  to  it,  at 
her  instigation,  and  it  was  onh'  on  account 
of  m3'  poor  grandfather  that  I  fmalh" 
abandoned  the  project.  You  can  form  no 
idea  of  the  expression  of  that  old  man's 
eye  when  he  looks  at  me,  the  on]3'  person 
in  the  world  whom  he  loves,  and,  I  had 
almost  said,  1)3'  whom  he  is  beloved  in 
return.  When  he  learned  m3'  resolution, 
I  shall  never  forget  the  reproachful  look 
which  he  cast  on  me,  and  the  tears  of  ut- 
ter despair  which  chased  each  other  down 
his  lifeless  cheeks.  Ah,  Maximilian,  I  ex- 
perienced, at  that  moment,  such  remorse 
for  m3-  intention,  that,  throwing  m3'self  at 
his  feet,  I  exclaimed—*  Forgive  me,  pra3- 
forg-ive  me,  m3^  dear  grandfather ;  the3- 
ma3'  do  what  the3'  will  with  me,  I  will 
never  leave  j^ou.'  When  I  had  ceased 
speaking,  he  thankfull3'  raised  his  eves  to 
Heaven,  but  without  uttering  a  word. 
Ah,  Maximilian  !  I  ma3'  have  much  to 
suffer,  but  I  feel  as  if  m3^  grandfather's 
look  at  that  moment  would  more  than 
compensate  for  all." 

"Dear  Valentme,3'ou  area  perfect ang'el : 
and  I  am  sure  I  do  not  know  what  I  can 
have  done  to  merit  3-our  being-  revealed  to 
me.  But  tell  me  wliat  interest  Madame 
de  Villefort  can  have  in  j'^our  remaining- 
unmairied?" — "Did  I  not  tell  vou  just 
now  that  I  was  rich,  Maximilian  —  too 
rich  ?  I  possess  nearl3'  50,000  livres  in 
right  of  niN-  mother  :  m3'  grandfather  and 
m3'  grandmother,  the  Marquis  and  Mar- 
quise do  St.  Meran,  will  leave  me  as  much 
more,  and  ^I.  Noirlier  evidentl3'  intends 
making  me  his  heir.  ^\y  brother  Edward, 
who  inherits  nothing  from  his  mother,  will, 
therefore,  be  poor  in  comparison  with  me. 
Now,  if  I  had  taken  the  veil,  all  this  fort- 
une would  have  descended  to  m3^  father, 
and,  in  reversion,  to  his  son." 

"Ah  !  how  strange  it  seems  that  surh  a 
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young  and  beautiful  woman  should  be  so 
avaricious."— "It  is  not  foi-  herself  that 
she  is  so,  but  for  her  son  ;  and  what  you 
reg-ard  as  a  vice  becomes  almost  a  virtue 
when  looked  at  in  the  light  of  maternal 
love." 

"  But  could  you  not  compromise  mat- 
ters, and  give  up  a  portion  of  your  fortune 
to  her  son  ?  " — "  How  could  I  make  such 
a  proposition,  especially  to  a  woman  who 
always  professes  to  be  so  entirely  disin- 
terested ? '" 

"  Valentine,  I  have  always  regarded  our 
love  in  the  light  of  something  sacred  :  con- 
sequently, I  have  covered  it  with  the  veil 
of  respect,  and  hid  it  in  the  inmost  recesses 
of  my  soul ;  no  human  being,  not  even 
my  sister,  is  aware  of  its  existence.  Val- 
entine, will  you  pei'mit  me  to  make  a  con- 
fidant of  a  friend,  and  reveal  to  him  the 
love  I  bear  you?  " 

Valentine  started.  '"'A  friend,  Maxi- 
milian ;  and  who  is  this  friend  ?  I  tremble 
to  give  my  permission. "-^"Listen,  Valen- 
tine. Have  you  never  experienced  for  any 
one  that  sudden  and  irresistible  sympathy 
which  made  you  feel  as  if  the  object  of  it 
had  been  your  old  and  familiar  friend, 
though,  in  reality,  it  was  the  first  time 
you  had  ever  met?  Nay,  further,  have 
you  never  endeavored  to  recall  the  time, 
place,  and  circumstances  of  your  former 
intercourse ;  and  failing  in  this  attempt, 
have  almost  beheved  that  your  spirits 
must  have  held  converse  with  each  other 
in  some  state  of  being  antenior  to  the 
present,  and  that  you  are  onl}-  now  occu- 
pied in  a  reminiscence  of  the  past  ?  " 

"Yes."— •'*  Well,  that  is  precisely  the 
feeling  which  I  experienced  when  I  first 
saw  that  extraordinary  man." 

"Extraordinary,  did  you  say?"— "Yes." 

"You  have  known  him  for  some  time, 
then  ?  "— "  Scarcely  longer  than  eight  or 
ten  days." 

"And  do  you  call  a 'man  your  friend 
whom  you  have  only  known  for  eight  or 
ten  days  ?  Ah,  j\[aximilian,  I  had  hoped 
you  set  a  higher  value  on  the  title  of 
friend."— "Your  logic  is  most  powerful, 
Valentino  ;  but  say  what  you  will.  1  can 
never  renounce  the  sentiment  which  has 
instinctively  taken  possession  of  niv  mind. 


I  feel  as  if  it  were  ordained  that  this  man 
should  be  associated  with  all  the  good 
which  the  future  nvAy  have  in  store  for 
me ;  and  sometimes  it  really  seems  as  if 
his  eye  was  able  to  see  what  was  to  come, 
and  his  hand  endowed  with  the  power  of 
directing  events  according  to  his  own 
will." — "He  must  be  a  prophet,  then," 
said  Valentine,  smiling. 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Maximilian,  "  I  have 
often  been  almost  tempted  to  attribute  to 
him  the  gift  of  prophecy ;  at  all  events, 
he  has  a  wonderful  power  of  foretelling 
any  future  good." — "' Ah  !  "  said  Valen- 
tine, in  a  mournful  tone,  "  do  let  me  see 
this  man,  Maximilian ;  he  may  tell  me 
whether  I  shall  ever  be  loved  sufficiently 
to  make  amends  for  all  I  have  suffered." 

"  My  poor  girl  I  you  know  him  already." 

"'  I  know  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  was  he  who  saved  the  life  of 
3'our  step-mother  and  her  son." 

"The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  ?  " 

"The  same." 

"Ah!"  cried  Valentine,  "he  is  too 
much  the  friend  of  Madame  de  Villefort 
ever  to  be  mine." — "The  friend  of  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort  !  It  cannot  be  ;  surely, 
Valentine,  j^ou  are  mistaken  ?  " 

"No,  indeed,  I  am  not;  for  I  assure 
3'ou  his  power  over  our  household  is 
almost  unlimited.  Courted  by  my  step- 
mother, who  r(\£:ards  him  as  the  epitome 
of  human  wisdom  ;  admired  by  my  father, 
who  says  he  has  never  before  heard  such 
sublime  ideas  so  eloquently  expressed  ; 
idolized  by  Edward,  who,  notwithstanii- 
ing  his  fear  of  the  count's  large  black 
eyes,  runs  to  meet  him  the  moment  he 
arrives,  and  opens  his  hand,  in  which  he 
is  sure  to  find  some  delightful  pi'esent. 
M.  de  Monte-Cristo  appeal's  to  exert  a 
mysterious  and  almost  uncontrollable  in- 
fluence over  all  the  members  of  our 
faniih'." — "If  suclt  be  the  case,  ni\ 
dear  Valentine,  you  must  youi'self  have 
felt,  or  at  all  events  will  soon  feel,  the 
etfects  of  his  presence.  He  meets  Albert 
de  Morcerf  in  Italy — it  is  to  rescue  him 
from  the  hands  of  the  l>anditti :  he  intnv 
duces  himself  to  ^[adame  Danglars — it  is 
that  lie  may  give  her  a  royal  present : 
your  step-mother  and   her  son  pass  be- 
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fore  his  door — it  is  that  his  Nubian  ma}- 
save  them  from  destruction.  This  man 
evidently  possesses  the  power  of  influ- 
encing events,  both  as  regards  men  and 
things.  I  never  saw  more  simple  tastes 
united  to  g-reater  magnificence.  His  smile 
is  so  sweet  when  he  addresses  me  that  I 
forget  it  can  ever  be  bitter  to  others. 
Ah  !  Valentine,  tell  me,  if  he  ever  looked 
on  you  with  one  of  those  sweet  smiles  ?  if 
so,  depend  on  it,  j'ou  will  be  happj-." 

"  Me  !  "  said  the  young  girl,  "  he  never 
even  glances  at  me  ;  on  the  contrarj^  if  I 
accidentally  cross  liis  path,  he  appears 
rather  to  avoid  me.  Ah,  he  is  not  gener- 
ous, neither  does  he  possess  that  super- 
natural penetration  wliich  you  attribute 
to  him  ;  for  if  he  had,  he  would  have  per- 
ceived that  I  was  unhappy  ;  and  if  he  had 
been  generous,  seeing  me  sad  and  soli- 
tary, he  would  have  used  his  influence 
to  my  advantage ;  and  since,  as  you  say, 
he  resembles  the  sun,  he  w^ould  have 
warmed  my  heart  with  one  of  his  life- 
givitig  rays.  You  say  he  loves  you, 
Maximilian  ;  how  do  you  know  that  he 
does  ?  All  would  pay  deference  to  an 
officer  lil<e  3-ou,  with  a  fierce  mustache 
and  a  long  saber ;  but  the}'  think  the}'" 
may  crush  a  poor  Aveeping  girl  with 
impunity." — "Ah,  Valentine!  1  assure 
you  you  are  mistaken." 

''If  it  were  otherwise — if  he  treated  me 
diplomaticall}' — that  is  to  say,  like  a  man 
who  wishes,  by  some  means  or  other,  to 
obtain  a  footing  in  the  house,  so  that  he 
may  ultimately  gain  the  power  of  dictat- 
ing to  its  occupants — ho  would,  if  it  had 
been  but  once,  have  honored  me  with  the 
smile  which  j'ou  extol  so  R)udly ;  but 
no,  he  saw  that  I  was  unliappy  ;  he  un- 
derstood that  I  could  be  of  no  use  to  him, 
and  therefore  paid  me  no  regard  what- 
ever. Who  knows  but  tliat,  in  order  to 
please  Madame  de  VUlefort  and  my  father, 
he  may  not  persecute  me  b}'^  every  means 
in  his  power?  It,  is  not  just,  t.hat  hesliould 
despise  me  thus,  without  any  reason  for 
so  doing.  Ah  !  forgive  me,"  said  Valen- 
tine, perceiving  the  circct.  which  licr  words 
were  producing  on  MaximiHan  ;  "I  have 
done  wrong,  for  I  liavc  given  utterance 
to  thoughts  concerning  that  man  which  I 


did  not  even  know  existed  in  my  heart.  I 
do  not  deny  tlie  influence  of  whicii  you 
speak,  or  that  I  have  not  myself  expe- 
rienced it ;  but  with  me  it  has  been  pro- 
ductive of  evil  rather  than  good." 

"Well,  Valentine,"  said  Morrel  with  a 
sigh,  "  we  will  not  discuss  the  matter 
further.  I  will  not  make  a  confidant 
of  him." 

"  Alas  !  "  said  Valentine,  "  I  see  that  I 
have  given  you  pain.  I  can  only  say  how 
sincerely  I  ask  pardon  for  having  grieved 
you.  But,  indeed,  I  am  not  prejudiced 
beyond  the  power  of  conviction.  Tell  me 
what  this  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  has  done 
for  3-ou  ?  " 

"  I  own  that  your  question  embarrasses 
me,  Valentine,  for  I  cannot  say  that  the 
count  has  rendered  me  any  ostensible 
service.  Still,  as  I  have  already  told  you, 
I  have  an  instinctive  affection  for  him,  the 
source  of  which  I  cannot  explain  to  you. 
Has  the  sun  done  an}' thing  for  me  ?  No  ; 
he  warms  me  with  his  rays,  and  it  is  by 
his  light  that  I  see  you — nothing  more. 
Has  such  and  such  a  perfume  done  any- 
thing for  me  ?  No  ;  its  odor  charms  one 
of  my  senses — that  is  all  I  can  say  when 
I  am  asked  why  I  praise  it.  My  friend- 
ship for  him  is  as  strange  and  unaccount- 
able as  his  for  me.  A  secret  voice  seems 
to  whisper  to  me  that  there  must  be  some- 
thing more  than  chance  in  this  unexpected 
reciprocity  of  friendship.  In  his  most 
simple  actions,  as  well  as  in  his  most 
secret  thoughts,  I  find  a  relation  to  my 
own.  You  will  perhaps  smile  at  me  when 
I  tell  you  that,  ever  since  I  have  known 
this  man,  I  have  involuntarily  entertained 
the  idea  that  all  the  good  fortune  which 
lias  befallen  me  originated  from  him. 
However,  I  have  managed  to  live  thirty 
years  without  this  protection,  you  will 
say  ;  but  I  will  endeavor  a  little  to  illus- 
trate my  m(>aning.  He  invited  me  to  dine 
with  him  on  Snturday,  which  was  a  very 
nat.ural  thing  for  him  to  <lo.  Well.  what, 
have  I  learned  since?  That  your  mother 
and  M.  dc  Villefort  ai-c  l)()tli  coming  to 
this  dinner.  I  shall  meet  them  thei-c.  and 
who  K'uows  what  future  advantages  m;iy 
result  from  the  interview  ?  This  may  ap- 
pear to  you  to  be  no  uimsual  combination 
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of  circumstances ;  nevertheless,  I  perceive 
some  hidden  plot  in  the  arrangement- 
something-,  in  fact,  more  than  is  apparent 
on  a  casual  view  of  the  subject,  I  believe 
that  this  singular  man,  who  appears  to 
fathom  the  motives  of  every  one,  has  pur- 
posely arranged  for  me  to  meet  M.  and 
Madame  de  Villefort ;  and  sometimes,  I 
confess,  I  have  gone  so  far  as  to  try  to 
read  in  his  eyes  whether  he  was  in  posses- 
sion of  the  secret  of  our  love." 

"My  good  friend,"  said  Valentine,  ''I 
should  take  you  for  a  visionary,  and 
should  tremble  for  your  reason,  if  1  were 
always  to  hear  you  talk  in  a  strain  similar 
to  this.  Is  it  possible  that  you  can  see 
anything  more  than  the  merest  chance  in 
this  meeting  ?  Pray  reflect  a  little.  My 
father,  who  never  goes  out,  has  several 
times  been  on  the  point  of  refusing  this 
invitation  ;  Madame  de  Villefort,  on  the 
contrarj--,  is  burning  with  the  desire  of 
seeing  this  extraordinary  nabob  in  his  own 
house ;  therefore,  she  has  with  great  dif- 
ficulty prevailed  on  my  father  to  accom- 
pany her.  No,  no  !  it  is  as  I  have  said, 
Maximilian  :  there  is  no  one  in  the  world 
of  whom  I  can  ask  help  but  yourself  and 
my  grandfather,  who  is  little  better  than 
a  corpse." — "I  see  that  you  are  right, 
logically  speaking,"  said  Maximilian; 
"  but  the  gentle  voice  which  usually  has 
such  power  over  me  fails  to  convince  me 
to-day." 

"  I  feel  the  same  as  regards  yourself," 
said  Valentine  ;  "and  I  own  that,  if  you 
have  no  stronger  proof  to  give  me — " 

**I  have  another,"  replied  Maximilian  ; 
"  but  1  fear  3'ou  will  deem  it  even  more 
absurd  than  the  first." — "So  much  the 
worse,"  said  Valentine,  smiling. 

"  It  is,  nevertheless,  conclusive  to  my 
mind.  My  ten  years  of  service  have  also 
confirmed  my  ideas  on  the  subject  of  sud- 
den inspirations  ;  for  I  have  several  times 
owed  my  Hfe  to  one  of  those  mysterious 
impulses  which  dii-ected  me  to  move  at 
once  either  to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  in 
order  to  escape  the  ball  which  killed  tlie 
comrade  iighting  by  my  side,  while  it  left 
me  unharmed." 

"Dear  Maximilian,  why  not  attribute 
your  escape  to  my  constant  prayers  for 


your  safety  ?  When  you  are  away,  I  no 
longer  pray  for  myself,  but  for  you." — 
"'  Yes,  since  you  have  known  me,"  said 
Morrel,  smiling  ;  "  but  that  cannot  apply 
to  the  time  previous  to  our  acquaintance, 
Valentine." 

"You  are  very  provoking,  and  will  not 
give  me  credit  for  anything  ;  but  let  me 
hear  this  second  example,  whicli  you  your- 
self own  to  be  absurd." — "  Well,  look 
through  this  opening,  and  you  will  see  the 
beautiful  new  horse  which  I  rode  here." 

"Ah!  what  a  beautiful  creature!" 
cried  Valentine  ;  "  why  did  you  not  bring 
it  close  to  the  gate,  that  I  might  talk  to 
it  and  pat  it  ?  " 

"  It  is,  as  j'ou  say,  a  very  valuable  ani- 
mal," said  Maximilian.  "  You  know  that 
my  means  are  limited,  and  that  I  am 
what  would  be  designated  a  man  of  mode- 
rate pretensions.  Well,  I  went  to  a  hoi-se- 
dealer's,  where  I  saw  this  magnificent 
horse,  which  I  have  named  Medea.  I 
asked  the  pi"ice  of  it ;  thej'  told  me  it  was 
4,500  francs.  I  was,  therefore,  obliged  to 
give  it  up,  as  you  may  imagine;  but  I 
own  I  went  away  with  rather  a  heavy 
heart,  for  the  horse  had  looked  at  me  af- 
fectionately, had  rubbed  its  head  against 
me,  and,  when  I  mounted  it,  had  pranced 
in  the  most  coquettish  way  imaginable, 
so  that  I  was  altogether  fascinated  with 
it.  The  same  evening  some  friends  of 
mine  visited  me,  M.  de  Chateau-Renaud, 
M.  Debray,  and  five  or  six  other  choice 
spirits,  whom  you  do  not  know,  even  hy 
name.  The}^  proposed  la  bonillotte.  I 
never  plaj',  for  I  am  not  rich  enough  to 
att'ord  to  lose,  nor  sufiiciently  poor  to  de- 
sire to  gain.  But  I  was  at  my  own  house, 
you  understand,  so  there  was  nothing  to 
be  done  but  to  send  for  the  cards,  which  I 
did.  Just  as  they  were  sitting  down  to 
table,  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  arrived.  He 
took  his  seat  among  them  ;  they  played, 
and  I  won.  I  ani  almost  ashamed  to  s,ay 
that  my  gains  amounted  to  5,000  francs. 
We  separated  at  midnight.  I  could  not 
defer  my  pleasure,  so  I  took  a  cabriolet 
and  drove  to  the  horse-dealer's.  Fever- 
ish and  excited.  I  rang  at  the  door.  The 
person  who  opened  it  nuist  have  taken  me 
for  a  madman,  for  I  rushed  at  once  to  the 
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stable.  Medea  was  standing-  at  the  rack, 
eating-  her  hay.  I  immediately  put  on 
the  saddle  and  bridle,  to  which  operation 
she  lent  herself  with  the  best  grace  pos- 
sible ;  then,  putting-  the  4,500  francs  into 
the  hands  of  the  astonished  dealer,  I  pro- 
ceeded to  fulfill  my  intention  of  passing 
the  night  in  riding  in  the  Champs  Elysees. 
As  I  rode  by  the  count's  house  I  perceived 
a  light  in  one  of  the  windows,  and  fancied 
I  saw  the  shadow  of  his  figure  moving  be- 
hind the  curtain.  Kow,  Valentine,  I  firm- 
ly believe  that  he  knew  of  my  wish  to 
possess  this  horse,  and  that  he  lost  ex- 
pressly to  give  rae  the  means  of  procuring 
it." 

'•My  dear  Maximilian,  you  are  reallj- 
too  fanciful  ;  you  will  not  love  even  me 
long.  A  man  who  accustoms  himself  to 
live  in  such  a  world  of  poetry  and  imagi- 
nation must  find  far  too  little  excitement 
in  a  common,  ever3'da3'  sort  of  attach- 
ment such  as  ours.  But  they  are  calling- 
me.  Do  you  hear  ?  "— ''  Ah,  Valentine  !  " 
said  Maximilian,  "  give  me  but  one  linger 
through  this  opening  in  the  g-rating,  that 
I  may  have  the  happiness  of  kissing  it." 

"  Maximilian,  we  said  we  would  be  to 
each  other  as  two  voices,  two  shadows." 

"  As  you  will,  Valentine." 

'•'  Shall  you  be  happy  if  I  do  what  you 
wish?  " — "  Oh,  yes!  "  Valentine  mounted 
the  bqnk,  and  passed  not  only  her  finger 
but  her  whole  hand  through  the  open- 
ing. Maximilian  uttered  a  cry  of  delight, 
and,  springing  forward,  seized  the  hand 
extended  toward  him,  and  imprinted  on 
it  a  fervent  and  impassioned  kiss.  The 
little  hand  was  then  immediately  with- 
drawn, and  the  young  man  saw  Valentine 
hurrying  toward  the  house,  as  though 
she  were  almost  terrified  at  her  own  sen- 
sations. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

M.     NOIRTIER    DE    VILLEFORT. 

We  will  now  relate  what  was  passing 
in  the  liouse  of  the  proctireiir  du  roi 
after  the  departure  of  Madame  Danglars 
and  her  daughter,  and  during  the  time 
of  tho  conversation  between  Maximilian 
and  Valentine,  which  we  have  just  de- 
tailed.     M.    de     Villefort    entered      his 


fa  tiler's  room,  followed  In'  Madame  de 
Villefort.  Both  of  the  visitors,  after 
saluting  the  old  man  and  speaking  to 
Barrois,  a  faithful  servant,  who  had 
been  twent^y-five  years  in  his  service, 
took  their  places  on  either  side  of  the 
paraljtic. 

M.  Noirtier  was  sitting  in  an  arm- 
chair, which  moved  upon  castors,  in 
which  he  was  wheeled  into  the  room  in 
the  morning,  and  in  the  same  wa\  drawn 
out  again  at  night.  He  was  placed  be- 
fore a  large  glass,  which  reflected  the 
whole  apartment,  and  permitted  him 
to  see,  without  any  attempt  to  move, 
which  would  have  been  impossible,  all 
who  entered  the  room,  and  everything 
which  was  going  on  around  him.  M. 
Noirtier,  although  almost  as  immovable 
and  helpless  as  a  corpse,  looked  at  the 
new  comers  with  a  quick  and  intelligent 
expression,  perceiving-  at  once,  by  their 
ceremonious  courtesy,  that  they  were 
come  on  business  of  an  unexpected  and 
official  character.  Sight  and  hearing- 
were  the  only  senses  remaining,  and  Xhey 
appeared  left,  like  two  solitary  sparks, 
to  animate  the  miserable  body  which 
seemed  fit  for  nothing  but  the  grave ;  it 
was  only,  however,  b3'  means  of  one  of 
these  senses  that  he  could  reveal  the 
thoug-hts  and  feelings  which  still  worked 
in  his  mind,  and  the  look  by  which  he 
gave  expression  to  this  inner  life  re- 
sembled one  of  those  distant  lights  which 
are  sometimes  seen  in  perspective  by  the 
benighted  traveler  while  crossing-  some 
cheerless  desert,  apprising  him  that  there 
is  still  one  human  being,  who,  like  him- 
self, is  keeping  watch  amid  the  silence 
and  obscurity  of  night.  Noirtiei-'s  hair 
was  long  and  white,  and  flowed  over  his 
shoulders  ;  whih'  in  his  eyes,  shaded  by 
thick,  black  lashes,  was  concent  rated,  as 
it  often  hap|)('ns  with  any  organ  wliich  is 
used  to  the  exclusion  of  the  others,  all 
the  activity,  address,  force,  and  intelli- 
g«'nce  whi<-h  were  formerly  dilTused  over 
his  whole  bod}'  ;  certainly,  the  movement 
of  the  arm,  the  .sound  of  the  voice,  and 
the  agility  of  the  body,  were  wanting; 
but  the  speaking  eye  sufliced  for  all.  He 
cotnmanded  with  it;  it  was  the  medium 
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throug-h  which  his  thanks  were  coiive.yed. 
In  short,  his  whole  appearance  produced 
on  the  mind  the  impression  of  a  corpse 
with  living-  eyes ;  and  nothing-  could  be 
more  startling-  than  to  observe  the  ex- 
pression of  anger  or  joy  suddenly  light- 
ing up  these  organs,  while  the  rest  of  tlie 
rigid  and  marble-like  features  were  utter- 
ly deprived  of  the  power  of  participation. 
Three  persons  only  could  understand 
this  language  of  the  poor  paralytic ;  these 
were  Villefort,  Valentine,  and  the  old  ser- 
vant of  whom  we  have  alreadj^  spoken. 
But  as  Villefort  saw  his  father  but  sel- 
dom, and  then  only  when  absolutely 
obliged,  and  as  he  never  took  any  pains 
to  please  or  gratifj'-  him  when  he  was 
there,  all  the  old  man's  happiness  was 
centered  in  his  granddaughter;  Valen- 
tine, hy  means  of  her. love,  her  patience, 
and  her  devotion,  had  learned  to  read  in 
Noirtier's  look  all  the  varied  feelings 
which  were  passing  in  his  mind.  To  this 
dumb  language,  w^hicli  was  so  unintelligi- 
ble to  others,  she  answered  by  throwing 
her  whole  soul  into  the  expression  of  the 
countenance,  and  in  this  manner  were 
the  conversations  sustained  between  the 
blooming  girl  and  the  helpless  invalid, 
whose  body  could  scarcely  be  called  a  liv- 
ing- one,  but  who,  nevertheless,  possessed 
a  fund  of  knowledge  and  penetration, 
united  with  a  will  as  powerful  as  ever, 
although  clogged  by  a  bod\'  rendered  ut- 
terly incapable  of  obe.ying-  its  impulses. 
Valentine  had  resolved  this  strange 
problem,  and  was  able  easily  to  under- 
stand his  thoughts,  and  to  convey  her 
own  in  return ;  and,  by  her  untiring  and 
devoted  assiduity,  it  was  seldom  that,  in 
the  ordinar}^  transactions  of  every-day 
life,  she  failed  to  anticipate  the  wishes  of 
the  living,  tliinking  mind,  or  the  wants 
of  the  almost  inanimate  body.  As  to  the 
servant,  he  had.  as  wc  have  said,  been 
with  his  master  for  five-and-twenty  years, 
therefore  he  knew  all  his  habits,  and  it 
was  seldom  that  Noirt  ior  found  it  ni>ces- 
sary  to  ask  for  anytliing,  so  prompt  was 
lie  in  administering  to  all  the  necessities 
of  the  invalid.  Villefort  did  not.  need  the 
help  of  either  Valentine  or  the  domestic 
in  order  to  carry  on  with  his  father  the 


strange  conversation  which  he  was  about 
to  begin.  As  we  have  said,  he  perfectly' 
understood  the  old  man's  vocabulary;  and 
if  he  did  not  use  it  more  often,  it  was  only 
indifference  and  ennui  which  prevented 
him  from  so  doing ;  he  therefore  allowed 
Valentine  to  go  mto  the  garden,  sent 
away  Barrois,  and  after  having  taken  a 
place  on  the  right  hand  of  his  father, 
while  Madame  de  Villefort  seated  herself 
on  the  left,  he  addressed  him  thus  • 

"  I  trust  you  will  not  be  displeased,  sir, 
that  Valentine  has  not  come  with  us,  or 
that  I  dismissed  Barrois,  for  our  confer- 
ence will  be  one  which  could  not  with  pro- 
priety be  carried  on  in  the  presence  of 
either ;  Madame  de  Villefort  and  I  have 
a  communication  to  make  to  you.'' 

Noirtier's  face  remamed  perfectly  pas- 
sive dunng-  this  long  preamble  ;  while,  on 
the  contrary,  the  eye  of  Villefort  was  en- 
deavoring to  penetrate  into  the  inmost 
recesses  of  the  old  man's  heai't. 

"  This  communication,"  continued  the 
procureur  du  roi,  in  that  cold  and  deci- 
sive lone  which  seemed  at  once  to  pre- 
clude all  discussion,  ''will,  we  are  sure, 
meet:  Avith  your  approbation."  The  eye 
of  the  invalid  still  retained  that  vacancy 
of  expression  which  prevented  his  son 
from  obtaining  any  knowledge  of  the  feel- 
ings which  were  passing-  in  his  mind  :  he 
listened,  nothing  more.  '*  Sir,'' resumed 
Villefort,  ''"'  we  are  thinking  of  marrying 
Valentine."  Had  the  old  man's  face  been 
molded  in  wax,  it  could  not  have  shown 
less  emotion  at  this  news  t  hen  was  now  to 
be  traced  there.  ''  The  marriage  will  take 
place  in  less  than  three  months.''  said 
Villefort.  Noirtier's  eye  still  retained  its 
inanimate  expression. 

Madame  de  Villefoi't  now  took  her  part 
in  the  conversation,  and  added — "  Wr 
thought  this  news  would  posses  an  inter- 
est for  3'ou,  sir,  who  have  always  enter- 
tained a  great  afTection  for  Valentino:  it 
therefore  only  now  remains  for  us  to  tell 
you  the  name  of  the  young-  man  for  whom 
she  is  destined.  It  is  one  of  Ihe  most  de- 
sirable connections  which  conid  jwssibly 
be  formed  :  he  possesses  fortune,  a  high 
raid<  in  society,  and  every  pei"sonal  quali- 
lication    likelv    to    render  Valentine   .'^u- 
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premel}'^  happy  :  liis  name,  however,  can- 
not be  wholly  unknown  to  3'ou.  The  person 
to  whom  we  allude  is  M,  Franz  de  Ques- 
nel.  Baron  d'Epinaj-." 

During-  the  tune  that  his  wife  was  speak- 
ing", Villefort  had  narrowly  watched  the 
countenance  of  the  old  man.  When  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort  pronounced  the  name  of 
Franz,  the  pupil  of  M.  Noirtier's  eye  be- 
gan to  dilate,  and  his  eyelids  trembled 
with  the  same  movement  as  maj-  be  per- 
ceived on  the  lips  of  an  individual  about  to 
speak,  and  he  darted  a  lig-htning-  glance 
at  Madame  de  "Villefort  and  his  son.  The 
procureiir  du  roi,  who  knew  the  political 
hatred  which  had  formerly"  existed  be- 
tween M,  Noirtier  and  the  elder  d'Epinay, 
well  understood  the  agitation  and  anger 
which  the  announcement  had  produced  ; 
but,  feigning  not  to  perceive  either,  he 
immediately  resumed  the  conversation 
commenced  by  his  wife.  '^  Sir,"  said. he, 
"you  are  aware  that  Valentine  is  about 
to  enter  her  nineteenth  year,  which  ren- 
ders it  important  that  she  should  lose  no 
time  in  forming  a  suitable  cotmection. 
Nevertheless,  you  have  not  been  forgot- 
ten in  our  plans,  and  we  have  full}'  ascer- 
tained beforehand  tliat  Valentine's  future 
husband  will  consent  not  to  live  in  this 
house,  for  that  might  not  be  pleasant  for 
the  3'oung  people,  but  that  you  should 
live  with  them ;  so  that  you  and  Valen- 
tine, who  are  so  attached  to  each  other, 
would  not  be  separated,  and  3'ou  would  be 
able  to  pursue  exactly'  the  same  course  of 
life  which  you  have  hitherto  done,  and 
thus,  instead  of  losing,  you  will  bo  a  gainer 
by  the  change,  as  it  will  secure  to  you  two 
children  instead  of  one,  to  watch  over  and 
comfoi-t  you." 

Noirtier's  look  was  furious  •  it  was  very 
evident  tliat  something  desperate  was 
passing  in  the  old  man's  mind,  for  the  cry 
of  anger  and  giiof  rose  to  his  throat,  and 
not  being  able  to  find  vent  in  utterance, 
appeared  almost  to  choke  him,  for  his 
face  and  lips  turned  quite  purple  with  the 
struggle.  Villefort  ([uietly  opened  a  win- 
dow, saying,  "  It  is  vi>ry  warm,  and  the 
heat  afTects  M.  Noirticr,"  He  then  re- 
turned to  his  place,  but  did  not  sit  down. 
"  This  marriage,"  added  Madame  de  Vil- 


lefort, "is  quite  agreeable  to  the  wishes 
of  M.  d'Epinaj'  and  his  familj- :  besides,  he 
had  no  relations  nearer  than  an  uncle  and 
aunt,  his  mother  having  died  at  his  birth, 
and  his  father  having  been  assassinated  in 
1815,  that  is  to  say,  when  he  was  but  two 
years  old  ;  it  naturally  followed  that  the 
child  was  permitted  to  choose  his  own 
pursuits,  and  he  has,  therefore,  seldom 
acknowledged  any  other  authority'  but 
that  of  his  own  will." 

''That  assassination  was  a  mysterious 
afTair,"  said  Villefort,  ''and  the  perpe- 
trators have  hitherto  escaped  detection  ; 
although  suspicion  has  fallen  on  the  head 
of  more  than  one  person."  Noirtier  made 
such  an  effort  that  his  lips  expanded  into 
a  smile. 

"Now,"  continued  Villefort,  "  those  to 
whom  the  guilt  really  belongs,  by  whom 
the  crime  was  committed,  on  whose  heads 
the  justice  of  man  may  probably  descend 
here,  and  the  certain  judgment  of  God 
hereafter,  would  rejoice  in  the  opportunity 
thus  afforded  of  bestowing  such  a  peace- 
offering  as  Valentine  on  the  son  of  him 
•whose  life  they  so  ruthlessly  destroyed." 
Noirtier  had  succeeded  in  mastering  his 
emotion  more  than  could  have  been  deemed 
possible  with  such  an  enfeebled  and  shat- 
tered frame.  "  Yes,  I  understand,"  was 
the  reply  contained  in  his  look  ;  and  this 
look  expressed  a  feeling  of  strong  indig- 
nation, mixed  with  profound  contempt. 
Villefort  fulh'  undeistood  his  father's 
meaning,  and  answered  by  a  slight  shrug 
of  his  shoulders.  He  then  motioned  to 
his  wife  to  take  leave.  *'Now,  sir,"  said 
Madame  de  Villefort,  "  I  must  bid  you 
farewell.  Would  .you  like  me  to  send  Ed- 
ward to  you  for  a  short  time  ?  " 

It  had  been  agreed  that  the  old  man 
should  express  his  appi-obation  by  closing 
his  eyes,  his  refusal  by  winking  thtMU 
sevei'al  times,  and  if  he  liad  some  desire 
or  feeling  to  express,  he  raised  them  to 
heaven.  If  he  wanted  Valentine,  he  closed 
his  right  eye  only,  and  if  Barrois,  the 
left.  At  ]\ladanie  d(>  Villefort's  proposi- 
tion he  instantly  winkeil  liis  eyes.  Pro- 
voked by  a  complete  refusal,  she  bit  her 
lip  and  said,  "  Then  I  shall  send  Valentine 
to  vou  ?  "     The   old    man   closed    his  eves 
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eag'erly,  thereby  intimating-  that  such  was 
his  wish.  M.  and  Madame  de  Villefort 
bowed  and  left  the  room,  giving-  orders 
that  Valentine  should  be  summoned  to 
her  grandfather's  presence,  and  feeling- 
sure  that  she  would  have  much  to  do  to 
restore  calmness  to  the  perturbed  spirit 
of  the  "invalid.  Valentine,  with  a  color 
still  heightened  b}'  emotion,  entered  the 
room  just  after  her  parents  had  quitted  it. 
One  look  was  sufficient  to  tell  her  that 
her  grandfather  was  suffering,  and  that 
there  was  much  on  his  mind  which  he  was 
wishing  to  communicate  to  her.  '''  Dear 
grandpapa,"  cried  she,  "what  has  hap- 
pened ?  The}'  have  vexed  you,  and  you 
are  angry?"  The  paralytic  closed  his 
eyes  in  token  of  assent.  "  Who  has  dis- 
pleased you  ?     Is  it  my  father  ?  "— "  No. " 

"  Madame  de  Villefort  ?  "— ''  No." 

"  Me  ?  "  The  former  sign  was  repeated. 
"Are  you  displeased  with  me?"  cried 
Valentine  in  astonishment.  M.  Noirtier 
again  closed  his  e3^es.  "And  w^hat  have 
I  done,  dear  grandpapa,  that  you  should 
be  angrj'^  with  me  ?  "  cried  Valentine. 

There  was  no  answer ;  and  she  con- 
tinued, "  I  have  not  seen  3'ou  all  <\^y. 
Has  an\'  one  been  speaking  to  you  against 
me?" — "Yes,"  said  the  old  man's  look, 
with  eagerness. 

"  Let  me  think  a  moment.  I  do  assure 
you,  grandpapa — Ah  ! — M.  and  Madame 
de  Villefort  have  just  left  this  room,  have 
they  not?"— "Yes." 

"And  it  was  they  who  told  you  some- 
thing which  made  you  angr}^  ?  What  was 
it  then  ?  May  I  go  and  ask  them,  that  I 
may  have  the  opportunity'-  of  making  my 
peace  with  you  ?  " 

"  No,  no  !  "  said  Noirtier's  look. 

"  Ah  !  3'ou  frighten  me.  What  can  they 
have  said  ?  "  and  she  again  tried  to  think 
what  it  could  be. 

"Ah!  I  know,"  said  she,  lowering  her 
voice  and  going  close  to  the  old  man, 
"they  have  been  speaking  of  my  mar- 
riage— have  they  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  angry  look. 

"  I  understand  ;  you  are  displeased  at 
the  silence  I  havo  preserved  on  the  sub- 
ject. The  reason  of  it  was,  that  they  had 
insisted    on   my    keeping    the    matter    a 


secret,  and  begged  me  not  to  tell  you 
anything  of  it ;  they  did  not  even  ac- 
quaint me  with  their  intentions,  and  I  only 
discovered  them  b^'  chance ;  that  is  why 
I  have  been  so  reserved  with  30U,  dear 
grandpapa.  Pray  forgive  me."  But  there 
was  no  look  calculated  to  reassure  her ; 
all  it  seemed  to  say  was,  "  It  is  not  only 
your  reserve  which  afflicts  me." 

"What  is  it,  then?  "  asked  the  young 
girl.  "  Perhaps  you  think  I  shall  abandon 
you,  dear  grandpapa,  and  that  I  shall 
forget  3'ou  when  I  am  married  I  " 

"No."— "They  told  you,  then,  that 
M.  d'Epinay  consented  to  our  all  living 
together  ?  " 

"Yes." — "Then  why  are  you  still 
vexed  and  grieved  ?  "  The  old  man's 
e^'es  beamed  with  an  expression  of  gentle 
affection.  "Yes,  I  understand,"  said 
Valentine;  "it  is  because  you  love  me." 
The  old  man  assented.  "And  you  are 
afraid  I  shall  be  unhappy?  " — "  Yes." 

"You  do  not  like  M.Franz?"  The 
ej^es repeated  several  times,  "No,  no,  no." 

"  Then  you  are  vexed  with  the  engage- 
ment ?"—"' Yes." 

"  Well,  listen,"  said  Valentine,  throw- 
ing herself  on  her  knees,  and  putting  her 
arm  around  her  grandfather's  neck,  "I 
am  vexed,  too,  for  I  do  not  love  M.  Franz 
d'Epinay."  An  expression  of  intense  joy 
illumined  the  old  man's  eyes.  "  When  I 
wislied  to  retire  into  a  convent,  you  re- 
member how  angry  you  were  with  me  ?" 
A  tear  trembled  in  the  eye  of  the  invalid. 
"Well,"  continued  Valentine,  "the  rea- 
son of  uiy  proposing  it  was  that  I  miglit 
escape  this  hateful  marriage,  which  drives 
me  to  despair."  Noirtier's  breathing  be- 
came thick  and  short.  "Then  the  idea 
of  this  marriage  really  grieves  you  too? 
Ah  !  if  you  could  but  help  me — if  we  could 
botli  together  defeat  their  plan !  But 
you  are  unable  to  oppose  them:  you, 
whose  mind  is  so  quick,"  and  whose  will  is 
so  firm,  are,  nevertheless,  as  weak  and 
unequal  to  the  contest  as  1  am  myself. 
Alas  I  you,  who  would  have  been  such  a 
powerful  protector  to  mc  in  the  days  of 
your  health  and  strength,  can  now  only 
sympathize  in  my  joys  and  sorrows,  with- 
out being-  able  to  take  any  active  part  iu 
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them.  However,  this  is  much,  and  calls 
for  g-ratitude  :  and  Heaven  has  not  taken 
away  all  my  blessing's  when  it  leaves  me 
your  sympathy  and  kindness." 

At  these  words  there  appeared  in  Noir- 
tier's  eye  an  expression  of  such  deep 
meaning-  that  the  young  girl  thought  she 
could  read  these  words  there,  "You  are 
mistaken;  lean  still  do  much  for  3'ou." 

*'  Do  you  think  you  can  help  me,  dear 
g-randpapa  ?  "  said  Valentine. 

"Yes."  Noirtier  raised  his  eyes;  it 
was  the  sign  ag-reed  on  between  him  and 
Valentine  when  he  wanted  anything". 

"  What  is  it  you  Avant,  dear  g-rand- 
papa  ?  "  said  Valentine,  and  she  endea- 
vored to  recall  to  mind  all  the  thing's 
which  he  would  be  likety  to  need  ;  and  as 
the  ideas  presented  themselves  to  her 
mind,  she  repeated  them  aloud  ;  but  find- 
ing' that  all  her  efforts  elicited  nothing 
but  a  constant  "  No,"  "  Come,"  said  she, 
"since  this  plan  does  not  answer,  I  will 
have  recourse  to  another."  She  then  re- 
cited all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet  from 
A  down  to  N.  When  she  arrived  at  that 
letter,  the  paralytic  made  her  understand 
that  was  the  initial  letter  of  the  thing' 
which  he  wanted.  "Ah,"  said  Valen- 
tine, "  the  thing-  you  desire  begins  with 
the  letter  N  ;  it  is  with  N  that  we  have 
to  do,  then.  Well,  let  me  see.  what  can 
3-0U  want  which  bog'ins  with  N  ?  Na — Ne 
— Ni— No— " 

"Yes,  yes,  yes,"  said  the  old  man's 
eye. 

"  Ah,  it  is  No  then  ?  "— '^  Yes."  Valen- 
tine fetched  a  dictionaiy,  which  she  placed 
on  a  desk  before  Noirtiei- ;  she  opened  it," 
and  seeing-  that  the  old  man's  eye  was 
thoroughly  fixed  on  its  pages,  slie  ran  her 
finger  quickly  up  and  down  the  columns. 
During-  the  six  years  which  liad  passed 
since  Noirtier  first  fell  into  this  sad  state, 
Valentine's  powers  of  invention  had  been 
too  often  put  to  the  test  not  to  render  her 
expert  in  devising  expedients  for  gaining' a 
knowledgeof  his  wishes;  and  theconstant 
practice  had  so  perfected  her  in  the  art, 
that  she  guc'ssed  the  old  man's  meaning 
as  quickl}'  as  if  he  himself  had  Ixm-u  able 
to  seek  for  what  lie  wanted.  At  tlie  word 
Notary,  Noirtier  made  a  sign  to  her  to 


stop.  "  Notary-,"  said  she,  "  do  you  want> 
a  notary,  dear  g-randpapa  ? "  The  old 
man  ag-ain  signified  that  it  was  a  notary 
he  desired. — "You  would  wish  a  notary 
to  be  sent  for,  then?  "  said  Valentine. 

"  Yes." — "  Shall  my  father  be  informed 
of  your  wish  ?  " — "  Yes." 

"  Do  3"ou  wish  the  notary  should  be  sent 
for  immediately'  ?  " 

"  Yes."— "Then  they  shall  go  for  him 
directlj'-,  dear  grandpapa.  Is  that  all  you 
want  ?  " 

"Yes."  Valentine  rang'  the  bell,  and 
ordered  the  servant  to  tell  Monsieur  or 
Madame  de  Villefort  that  the^^  were  re- 
quested to  come  to  M.  Noirtier's  room. 
"  Are  you  satisfied  now  ?  "  inquired  Val- 
entine. 

"  Yes." — "  I  am  sure  3'ou  are  ;  it  is  not 
ver^'  difficult  to  discover  that;  "  and  the 
young'  g-irl  smiled  on  her  grandfather,  as 
if  he  had  been  a  child.  M.  de  Villefort 
entered,  followed  by  Barrois.  "'  What  do 
you  want  me  for,  sir?"  demanded  he  of 
the  paralytic. 

"Sir,"  said  Valentine,  '*my  g-rand- 
father  wishes  for  a  notary."  At  this 
strange  and  unexpected  demand  M.  de 
Villefort  and  his  father  exchanged  looks. 
"Yes,"  motioned  the  latter,  with  a  firm- 
ness wiiich  seemed  to  declare  that  with 
the  help  of  Valentine  and  his  old  servant, 
who  both  knew  what  his  wishes  were,  he 
was  quite  prepared  to  maintain  the  con- 
test. "  Do  3'ou  wish  for  a  notary  ?  " 
asked  Villefort.  —  "  Yes."  —  "  What  to 
do?" 

Noirtier  made  no  answer.  "  What  do 
you  want  with  a  notary'  ?  "  again  repeated 
Villefort.  The  invalid's  eye  remained 
fixed,  by  which  expression  he  intended  to 
intimate  that  his  resolution  was  unalter- 
able. "  Is  it  to  do  us  some  ill  turn  ?  Do 
you  think  it  is  worth  wliih'?  "  said  Ville- 
foit. 

"Still,"  said  Barrois,  with  the  freedom 
and  fidelity  of  an  old  servant,  "  if  M. 
Noirtier  asks  for  a  notary,  I  su])pose  ho 
really  wislies  for  a  notarv;  therefore  I 
shall  g-o  at  once  and  fetch  one."  Barrois 
acknowledged  no  master  but  Noirtier,  and 
never  allowed  his  desires  in  any  way  to  bo 
contradicted. 


THE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


371 


'•'  Yes  I  do  want  a  notary,"  motioned 
the  old  man,  shutting-  his  e3^es  with  a  look 
of  defiance,  which  seemed  to  saj',  "  and  I 
should  like  to  see  the  person  who  dares  to 
refuse  mj  request." 

"  You  shall  have  a  notary,  as  yon  abso- 
lutely wish  for  one,  sir,"  said  Villefort ; 
"  but  I  shall  explain  to  him  your  state  of 
health,  and  make  excuses  for  you,  for  the 
scene  cannot  fail  of  being-  a  most  ridiculous 
one." 

"Nevermind  that,"  said  Barrois;  "  I 
shall  g-o  and  fetch  a  notarj'-,  nevertheless  ;" 
and  the  old.  servant  departed  triumphantly 
on  his  mission. 


CHAPTEK  LIX. 

THE   WILL. 

As  soon  as  Barrois  had  left  the  room, 
Noirtier  looked  at  Valentine  with  that 
peculiar  expression  which  conveyed  so 
much  deep  meaning-.  The  young  girl 
perfectl}^  understood  the  look,  and  so 
did  Villefort,  for  his  countenance  became 
clouded,  and  he  knitted  his  eyebrows 
angrih\  He  took  a  seat,  and  quietl^^ 
awaited  the  arrival  of  the  notary.  Noir- 
tier saw  him  seat  himself  with  an  appear- 
ance of  perfect  indifference,  at  the  same 
time  giving  a  side  look  at  Valentine, 
which  made  her  understand  that  she  also 
was  to  remain  in  the  room.  Three-quar- 
ters of  an  hour  after  Barrois  returned, 
bringing  the  notary  with  him.  "Sir," 
said  Villefort,  after  the  first  salutations 
were  over,  "3'ou  were  sent  for  by  M. 
Noirtier,  whom  3'ou  see  here,  All  his 
limbs  have  become  completely  paral^^zed, 
he  has  lost  his  voice  also,  and  we  our- 
selves'find  much  trouble  in  endeavoring 
to  catch  some  fragments  of  his  meaning." 
Noirtier  cast  an  appealing  look  on  Valen- 
tine, which  look  was  at  once  so  earnest 
and  imperative  that  she  answered  imme- 
diately. "Sir,"  said  she,  "I  perfectlj^ 
understand  my  grandfather's  meaning  at 
all  times." 

"That  is  quite  ti-uo."  said  Barrois: 
"  and  that  is  what  I  told  the  gentleman 
as  we  walked  along." — "Permit  me," 
said  the  notary,  turning  fust  to  Villefort 
and  then  to  Valentine — "  permit  me  to 
state  that  the  case  in  question  is  just  one 


of  those  in  which  a  public  officer  like  my- 
self cannot  proceed  to  act  without  thereby' 
incurring  a  dangerous  responsibility'.  The 
first  thing-  necessary  to  render  an  apt 
valid  is,  that  the  notarj^  should  be  thor- 
oughh'  convinced  that  he  has  faithfully' 
interpreted  the  will  and  wishes  of  the  per- 
son dictating-  the  act.  Now,  I  cannot  be 
sure  of  the  approbation  or  disapprobation 
of  a  client  who  cannot  speak  ;  and  as  the 
object  of  his  desire  or  his  repugnance  can- 
not be  clearh'  proved  to  me,  on  account 
of  his  want  of  speech,  u\\  services  here 
would  be  quite  useless,  and  cannot  be 
leg-ally  exercised."  The  notarj'^  then  pre- 
pared to  retire.  An  imperceptible  smile 
of  triumph  was  expressed  on  the  lips  of 
the  procureur  du  roi.  Noirtier  looked  at 
Valentine  with  an  expression  so  full  of 
grief  that  she  arrested  the  departure  of 
the  notary.  "'  Sir,"  said  she,  "  the  lan- 
g-uag-e  which  I  speak  with  my  grand- 
father may  be  easih'  learned ;  and  I  can 
teach  3'ou,  in  a  few  minutes,  to  under- 
stand it  almost  as  well  as  I  can  myself. 
Will  you  tell  me  what  j'ou  require,  in 
order  to  set  your  conscience  quite  at  ease 
on  the  subject  ?  " 

"'  In  order  to  rtMider  an  act  valid,  I  must 
be  certain  of  the  approbation  or  disappro- 
bation of  my  client.  Illness  of  the  body 
would  not  affect  the  validity  of  the  deed  ; 
but  sanity  of  mind  is  absolutely  requisite." 

"Well,  sir,  by  the  help  of  two  signs, 
with  which  I  will  acquaint  you  presently, 
3'ou  \ni\y  ascertain  with  perfect  certainty 
that  my  g-randfather  is  still  in  the  fnll 
possession  of  all  his  mental  faculties.  ^I. 
Noirtier,  being  deprived  of  voice  and  mo- 
tion, is  accustomed  to  convoy  his  meaning 
by  closing-  his  eyes  when  lie  wisnes  to  sig- 
nif3'^  \ves,'  and  to  wink  when  he  means 
'  no.'  You  now  know  quite  enough  to 
enable  j-ou  to  converse  with  ^I.  Noirtier  : 
try."  Noirtier  gave  Valentine  such  a 
look  of  tenderness  and  gratitude  that  it 
was  comprehendi'd  even  by  tlie  notary 
himself.  "You  have  heai'd  and  under- 
stood what  your  granddaugliter  has  been 
saying-,  sir.  have  you  ?  "  asked  the  no- 
tary. Noirtier  closed  his  eyes.  "And 
you  approve  of  what  she  said — that  is  to 
sav,  vou  declare  that  the  sicrns  which  she 
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mentioned  are  really  those  by  means  of 
which  you  are  accustomed  toconve^^  your 
thoughts?  "—''Yes." 

"  It  was  you  who  sent  for  me  ?  " 

"Yes."   ' 

"  To  make  your  will  ?  "—"Yes." 

"And  3^ou  do  not  wish  me  to  g-o  away 
without  fulfilling-  your  original  inten- 
tions ?  "  The  old  man  winked  violentl\' . 
"  Well,  sir,"  said  the  .young  girl,  "  do  you 
understand  now,  and  is  3'our  conscience 
perfectly  at  rest  on  the  subject  ?  "  But 
before  the  notarj^  could  answer,  Villefort 
had  drawn  him  aside.  '•  Sir,"  said  he, 
"  do  you  suppose  for  a  moment  that  a  man 
can  sustain  a  physical  shock,  such  as  M. 
Noirtier  has  received,  without  any  detri- 
ment to  his  mental  faculties  ?  " — "  It  is 
not  exactly  that,  sir,"  said  the  notarj^, 
"  which  makes  me  uneasy ;  but  the  diffi- 
culty will  be  in  arriving  at  his  thoughts 
and  intentions,  so  as  to  be  able  to  provoke 
his  answers." 

"  You  must  see  that  to  be  an  utter  im- 
possibility," said  Yillefort.  Valentine  and 
the  old  man  heard  this  conversation  ;  and 
Noirt  ier  fixed  his  eye  so  earnestly  on  Valen- 
tine that  she  felt  bound  to  answer  to  the 
look. 

"Sir,"  said  she,  "that  need  not  make 
3'ou  uneasy,  however  difficult  it  may  at 
first  sight  appear  to  be.  I  can  discover 
and  explain  to  you  my  grandfather's 
thoughts,  so  as  to  put  an  end  to  all  your 
doubts  and  fears  on  the  subject.  I  have 
now  been  six  years  with  M.  Noirtier,  and 
let  him  tell  you  if  ever  once,  during  that 
time,  he  has  entertained  a  thought  which 
he  was  unable  to  make  me  understand." 

"No,"  signed  the  old  man. 

"Let  us  tr}' what  we  can  do,  then," 
said  the  notary.  "You  accept  this  young 
lady  as  your  interpreter,  M.  Noirtier?  " 

"Yes." — "Well,  sir,  what  do  you  re- 
quire of  me,  and  what  document  is  it  that 
you  wisli  to  be  drawn  up?"  Valentine 
named  all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet  until 
she  came  to  W.  At  this  letter  the  elo- 
quent eye  of  Noirtier  gave  her  notice  that 
she  was  to  stop.  "  It  is  very  evident  that 
it  is  the  letter  W  which  M.  Noirt  ier  wants," 
said  the  notary.  "  Wait,"  said  Valentine  ; 
and,  turning  to  lier  grandfather,  she  re- 


peated, "  Wa— We— Wi— "  The  old  man 
stopped  her  at  the  last  syllable.  Valen- 
tine then  took  the  dictionaiy,  and  the  no- 
tary watched  her  while  she  turned  over 
the  pages.  She  passed  her  finger  slowly 
down  the  columns,  and  when  she  came  to 
the  word  "  Will,"  M.  Noirtier's  e3'e  bade 
her  stop.  "  Will !  "  cried  the  notarj' ;  "  it 
is  very  evident  that  M.  Noirtier  is  desirous 
of  making  his  will." — "Yes,  yes,  yes!" 
motioned  the  invalid. 

"  Ileall3%  sir,  you  must  allow  that  this  is 
most  extraordinary',"  said  the  astonished 
notar}',  turningto M.  de Villefort.  "Yes," 
said  the  procureur,  "  and  I  think  the  will 
promises  to  be  yet  more  extraordinary' ; 
for  I  cannot  see  how  it  is  to  be  drawn  up 
without  the  intervention  of  Valentine,  and 
she  may,  perhaps,  be  considered  as  too 
much  interested  in  its  contents  to  allow  of 
her  being  a  suitable  interpreter  of  the  ob- 
scure and  ill-defined  wishes  of  her  grand- 
father." 

"No,  no,  no  I  "  replied  the  e3'e  of  the 
paral3'tic. 

"What !  "  said  Villefort,  "  do  you  mean 
to  sa3'  that  Valentine  is  not  interested  in 
your  will?"— "No." 

"Sir,"  said  the  notaiy,  whose  interest 
had  been  greatl3'^  excited,  and  who  had 
resolved  on  publishing  far  and  wide  the 
account  of  this  extraordinary  and  pictur- 
esque scene,  "what  appeared  so  impossi- 
ble to  me  an  hour  ago,  has  now  become 
quite  eas3'  and  practicable  ;  and  this  ma3' 
be  a  perfectl3'  valid  will,  provided  it  be 
read  in  the  presence  of  seven  witnesses, 
approved  hy  the  testator,  and  sealed  b3' 
the  notar3'  in  the  presence  of  the  wit- 
nesses. As  to  the  time,  it  will  certainlN' 
occupv  rather  more  than  the  generality 
of  wills.  There  are  certain  forms  neces- 
sar3'  to  be  gone  through,  and  which  are 
always  the  same.  As  to  the  details,  the 
greater  part  will  be  furnished  afterward, 
by  the  state  in  which  we  find  the  affairs 
of  the  testator,  and  b3'  3'oui'self,  who, 
having  liad  the  management  of  them,  can, 
doubtless,  give  full  information  ou  the 
subject.  But  besides  all  this,  in  order 
that  the  instrument  mav  not  be  contested, 
I  aui  anxious  to  give  it  tlie  greatest  pos- 
sible authenticity ;    therefore,   one  of  my 
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colleagues  will  help  me,  and,  contrary  to 
custom,  will  assist  in  the  dictation  of  the 
testament.  Are  you  satisfied,  sir  ?  "  con- 
tinued the  notar}-,  addressing-  the  old  man. 

'"  Yes,"  looked  the  invalid,  his  eye  beam- 
ing- with  delig-ht  at  his  meaning-  being-  so 
well  understood. 

"'  What  is  he  g-oing-  to  do  ?  "  thought 
Villefort,  whose  position  demanded  so 
much  reserve,  but  who  was  longing  to 
know  what  were  the  intentions  of  his 
father.  He  left  the  room  to  give  orders 
for  another  notary  to  be  sent,  but  Bar- 
rois,  who  had  heard  all  that  passed,  had 
guessed  his  master's  wishes  and  had  al- 
ready gone  to  fetch  one.  The  procureur 
du  roi  then  told  his  wife  to  come  up.  In 
the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  every 
one  had  assembled  in  the  chamber  of  the 
paralytic  ;  the  second  notary  had  also  ar- 
rived. A  few  words  sufficed  for  a  mutual 
understand mg  between  the  two  officers  of 
the  law.  They  read  to  Noirtier  the  for- 
mal cop3^  of  a  will,  in  order  to  give  him  an 
idea  of  the  terms  in  which  such  documents 
are  generally  couched  ;  then,  in  order  to 
test  the  capacity  of  the  testator,  the  first 
notary  said,  turning  toward  him — ''When 
an  individual  makes  his  will,  it  is  generally 
in  favor  or  in  prejudice  of  some  person." — 
"Yes." 

"  Have  you  an  exact  idea  of  the  amount 
of  your  fortune  ?  " — "  Yes." 

"  I  will  name  to  j^ou  several  sums  which 
will  increase  by  graduation  ;  you  will  stop 
me  when  I  reach  the  one  representing  the 
amount  of  your  own  possessions  ?  " — 
"  Yes."  There  was  a  kind  of  solemnity 
in  this  interrogation.  Never  had  the 
struggle  between  mind  and  matter  been 
more  apparent  than  now  ;  and  if  it  was 
not  a  sublime,  it  was,  at  least,  a  curious 
spectacle.  They  had  formed  a  circle  round 
the  invalid  ;  the  second  notary  was  sitting 
at  a  table,  prepareil  for  writing,  and  his 
colleague  was  standing  before  the  testa- 
tor in  the  act  of  interrogating  him  on  the 
subject  to  which  we  have  alluded.  "  Your 
fortune  exceeds  300,000  francs,  does  it 
not?"  asked  he.  Noirtier  made  a  sign 
that  it  did.  **Do  you  {lossess  400,000 
francs  ?  "  inquired  the  notaiy.  Noirtier's 
eyQ  remained   immovable.      '"500,000?" 


The  same  expression  continued,  "  600,000 
—700,000—800,000—900,000  ?  "  Noirtier 
stopped  him  at  the  last-named  sum. 
"You  are  then  in  possession  of  900,000 
francs  ?  "  asked  the  notary-. — "  Yes." 

"  In  landed  property  ?  "— "  No." 

"In  stock?"— "Yes." 

"  The  stock  is  in  your  own  hands  ?  " 
The  look  which  M.  Noirtier  cast  on  Bar- 
rels showed  that  tiiere  was  something 
wanting  which  he  knew  where  to  find; 
the  old  servant  left  the  room,  and  pres- 
ently returned,  bringing  with  him  a  small 
casket.  "Do  you  permit  us  to  open  tliis 
casket?"  asked  the  notary.  Noirtier 
gave  his  assent.  They  opened  it,  and 
found  900,000  francs  in  bank  script.  The 
first  notary  handed  over  each  note,  as  he 
examined  it,  to  his  colleague. 

The  total  amount  was  found  to  be  as  M. 
Noirtier  had  stated.  "'  It  is  all  as  he  has 
said  ;  it  is  very  evident  that  the  mind  still 
retains  its  full  force  and  vigor."  Then, 
turning  toward  the  paralytic,  he  said, 
"You  possess,  then,  900,000  francs  of 
capital,  which,  according  to  the  manner 
in  which  you  have  invested  it,  ought  to 
bring  in  an  income  of  about  40,000  livres  ?  " 
—"Yes." 

"To  whom  do  you  desire  to  leave  this 
fortune  ?"— "  Oh  !"  said  Madame  de  Vil- 
lefort, "there  is  not  much  doubt  on  that 
subject.  M.  Noirtier  tenderly  loves  his 
granddaughter.  Mademoiselle  de  Ville^ 
fort;  it  is  she  who  has  nursed  and  tended 
him  for  six  3'ears,  and  has,  by  her  devoted 
attention,  fully  secured  the  affection,  I 
had  almost  said  the  gratitude,  of  her 
grandfather;  and  it  is  but  just  that  she 
should  reap  the  fruit  of  her  devotion." 
The  eye  of  Noirtier  clearly  showed  by  its 
expression  that  lie  was  not  deceived  by 
the  false  assent  given  by  Madame  de  Vil- 
lefort's  words  and  manner  to  the  motives 
which  she  supposed  liim  to  entertain. 

"Is  it,  then,  to  Mademoiselle  Valentine 
de  Villefort  that  you  leave  these  00'>.000 
francs?"  demanded  the  notary,  thinking 
he  had  only  to  insert  this  clause,  but  wait- 
ing first  for  the  assent  of  Noirtier.  which 
it  was  necessary  should  be  given  before  all 
the  witnesses  of  this  singular  scene..  Val- 
entine, when  her  name  was  maile  tlie  sub- 
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ject  of  discussion,  liad  stepped  back,  to 
escape  unpleasant  observation  ;  her  eyes 
were  cast  down,  and  she  was  crying-.  The 
old  man  looked  at  her  for  an  instant  with 
an  expression  of  the  deepest  tenderness  ; 
then  turning-  to  the  notar3%  lie  significantly 
winked  his  e\'e  in  token  of  dissent. 

"  What !"  said  the  notary,  "  do  you  not 
intend  making  Mademoiselle  Valentine  de 
Villefort  3^our  residuary  legatee  ?  " 
"No.""^ 

"  You  are  not  making  any  mistake,  are 
you?"  said  the  notarj^;  '^j'ou  really 
mean  to  declare  that  such  is  not  3"0ur  in- 
tention ?  " — "No,  no."  Valentine  raised 
her  head  ;  she  was  struck  dumb  with  as- 
tonishment ;  it  was  not  so  much  the  con- 
viction that  she  was  disinherited  which 
caused  her  grief,  but  her  total  inability  to 
account  for  the  feelings  which  had  pro- 
voked her  g-randfather  to  sucli  an  act ; 
but  Noirtier  looked  at  her  with  so  much 
affectionate  tenderness  that  she  exclaimed, 
"  Oh,  grandpapa,  I  see  now  that  it  is  onlj'' 
your  fortune  of  which  you  deprive  me ; 
you  still  leave  me  the  love  which  I  have 
alwaj'S  enjoyed."  —  ''Ah,  yes,  most  as- 
suredly !  "  said  the  eyes  of  the  paralytic  ; 
for  he  closed  his  eyes  with  an  expression 
which  Valentine  could  not  mistake. 
"Thank  you!  thank  you  !  "  murmured 
she.  The  old  man's  declaration  that 
Valentine  was  not  the  destined  inheritor 
of  his  fortune  had  excited  the  hopes  of 
Madame  de  Villefort;  she  gradually  ap- 
proached the  invalid,  and  said:  "Then, 
doubtless,  dear  M.  Noii-tier,  you  intend 
leaving  your  fortune  to  your  g-randson, 
Edward  de  Villefort  ?  "  The  Avinking  of 
the  c^'es  which  answered  this  spee(-.h  was 
most  decided  and  terrible,  and  expressed 
a  feeling  almost  amounting  to  hatred. 

''No!"  said  the  notary.  "  Then,  per- 
haps, it  is  to  your  son,  M.  de  Villefort  ?  " 
"  No."  The  two  notaries  lookcid  at  each 
other  in  mute  astonislmient  and  inquiry 
as  to  wliat  were  1  he  real  intentions  of  tlu^ 
testator.  Villefort  and  his  wife  both 
blushed  and  changed  color,  one  from 
shame,  and  th(?  other  from  anger. 

"  What  li.avc  we  all  d(»ne,  tlien,  dear 
grandpapa?"  said  Valentine;  "you  no 
longer  seem  to  love   any  of  us?"      The 


old  man's  eye  passed  rapidly  from  Ville- 
fort and  his  wife  and  rested  on  Valentine 
with  a  look  of  unutterable  fondness. 
"Well,"  said  she;  "if  3^ou  love  me, 
grandpapa,  try  and  bring  that  love  to 
bear  upon  j'our  actions  at  this  present 
moment.  You  know  me  well  enough  to 
be  quite  sure  that  I  have  never  thought 
of  your  fortune  ;  besides,  t\\ey  say  I  am 
already  rich  in  right  of  \rvj  mother,  too 
rich,  even.  Explain  yourself,  then."  Noir- 
tier fixed  his  intellig-ent  eyes  on  Valen- 
tine's hand.     "  My  hand  ?  "  said  she. 

"  Yes."—"  Her  hand  !"  exclaimed  every 
one. 

"  Oh,  gentlemen  !  you  see  it  is  all  use- 
less, and  that  my  father's  mind  is  really 
impaired,"  said  Villefort. 

"'Ah!"  cried  Valentine,  suddenl3',  "I 
understand  !  it  is  mv-  marriage  3-ou  mean, 
is  it  not,  my  dear  grandpapa?" — "Yes, 
3'es,  3'es,"  signed  the  paralytic,  casting  on 
Valentine  a  look  of  joyful  .gratitude  for 
having  guessed  his  meaning." 

"You  are  angr3'  with  us  all  on  account 
of  this  marriage,  are  3'ou  not?" 
"Yes." 

"  Realh',  this  is  too  absurd,"  said  Ville- 
fort. 

"Excuse  me,  sir,"  replied  the  notarA' : 
"  on  the  contrar3',  M.  Noirtier's  meaning 
is  quite  evident  to  me,  and  I  can  quite 
easil3'  connect  the  train  of  ideas  passing 
in  his  mind." — "You  do  not  wish  me  to 
marry  M.  Franz  d'Epina3'?"  observed 
Valentine. 

"  I  do  not  wish  it,"  snid  the  eye  of  her 
^grandfather.  "And  3'ou  disinherit  j'our 
granddaughter,"  continued  the  notar3', 
"because  she  lias  contracted  an  engage- 
ment contra rv  to  3'our  wishes  ?" — "  Yes." 
"So  thai,  but  for  this  marriage,  sh(< 
would  have  been  j'our  heir?" — "Yes." 
Tiiere  was  a  profoimd  silence.  The  two 
notaries  were  liolding  a  consultation  as  to 
the  best  means  of  proceeding  with  the 
affair;  Valentine  was  looking  at  her 
grandf;i1her  with  a  smile  of  intense  grati- 
tude, and  Villefort  was  l)iting  his  lips  with 
vexation,  while  INTadauie  de  Villefort  could 
not.  succeed  in  repressing  an  inward  feel- 
ing of  Joy,  which,  in  spite  of  herself,  ap- 
peared in  hei- whole  countenance.    "V>ut." 
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said  Villefort,  who  was  the  first,  to  break 
the  silence,  "  I  considei-  that  I  am  the 
best  judg-e  of  the  propriety  of  the  mar- 
riao-e  in  question.  I  am  the  only  person 
possessing-  the  rig-ht  to  dispose  of  m}' 
daughter's  hand.  It  is  my  wish  that  she 
should  marry  M.  Franz  d'Epina}^ — and 
she  shall  marry  him?"  Valentine  sank 
weeping"  into  a  chair. 

''Sir,"  said  the  notarj^  "how  do  you 
intend  disposing-  of  your  fortune  in  case 
Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  still  determines 
on  marrying-  M.  Franz  ?"  The  old  man 
g-ave  no  answer.  "  You  will,  of  course, 
dispose  of  it  in  some  way  or  other  ?" 
"Yes." 

"  In  favor  of  some  member  of  your 
family?"— No." 

"Do  you  intend  devoting- it  to  charitable 
purposes,  then  ?"  pursued  the  notary". 
"Yes." 

"But,"  said  the  notary,  "you  are 
aware  that  the  law  does  not  alloAv  a  son 
to  be  entirely  deprived  of  his  patri- 
mony ?"—"  Yes." 

"  You  only  intend,  then,  to  dispose  of 
that  part  of  your  fortune  which  the  law 
allows  joM  to  subtract  from  the  inheri- 
tance of  your  son  ?"  Noirtier  made  no 
answer.  "  Do  you  still  wish  to  dispose  of 
all?"— "Yes." 

"  But  they  will  contest  the  will  after 
your  death  !  "—"No." 

"  My  father  knows  me,"  replied  Ville- 
fort, "  he  is  quite  sure  that  his  wishes 
will  be  held  sacred  b}"  me ;  besides,  he 
understands  that  in  my  position  I  cannot 
plead  ag-ainst  the  poor."  The  eye  of 
Noirtier  beamed  with  triumph.  "What 
do  you  decide  on,  sir  ?"  asked  the  notary 
of  Villefort. 

"  Nothing-,  sir  ;  it  is  a  resolution  which 
ni}"  father  has  taken,  and  I  know  he  never 
alters  his  mind.  I  am  quite  resig-ned 
these  900,000  francs  will  g-o  out  of  the 
family  in  order  to  enrich  some  hospital : 
but  it  is  ridiculous  thus  to  yield  to  the 
caprices  of  an  old  man  ;  and  I  shall,  there- 
fore, act  according  to  my  conscience." 
Having-  said  this,  Villefort  quitted  the 
room  with  his  wife,  leaving  hi^  father  at 
liberty  to  do  as  he  pleased.  The  same  day 
the  will  was  made,  the   witnesses  were 


brought",  it  was  approved  hy  the  old  man, 
sealed  in  the  presence  of  all,  and  given 
in  charge  to  M.  Des  Champs,  the  family- 
notary. 


CHAPTER    LX. 

THE      TELEGRAPH. 

M.  AND  Madame  de  Villefort  found 
on  their  return  that  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo,  who  had  come  to  visit  them  in 
their  absence,  had  been  ushered  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  was  still  awaiting 
them  there.  Madame  de  Villefort,  who 
had  not  yet  sufficiently  recovered  from 
her  late  emotion  to  allow  of  her  entertain- 
ing visitors  so  immediately,  retired  to  her 
bedroom,  while  the  procureur  dii  rot, 
who  could  better  depend  upon  himself, 
proceeded  at  once  to  the  drawing-room. 
Although  M.  de  Villefort  flattered  himself 
that,  to  all  outward  view,  he  had  com- 
pletely masked  the  feelings  which  were 
passing  in  his  mind,  he  did  not  know  that 
the  cloud  was  still  lowering  on  his  brow, 
so  much  so  that  the  count  immediately 
remarked  his  somber  and  thoughtful  air." 

"  Mafoi !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  after  the 
first  compliments  were  over,  "what  is  the 
matter  with  3'ou,  M.  de  Villefort  ?  Have 
I  arrived  at  the  moment  that  you  were 
drawing  up  some  case  of  capital  indict- 
ment ?  "  Villefort  tried  to  smile.  "No, 
M.  le  Comte,"  replied  M.  do  Villefort,  "  I 
am  the  only  victim  in  this  case.  It  is  I 
who  lose  my  cause  ;  and  it  is  ill-luck,  ob- 
stinacy, and  folh'  which  have  caused  it  to 
be  decided  against  me." 

"  To  what  do  you  allude  ?  "  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  with  well-feigned  interest.  "  Have 
you  really  met  Avith  some  great  misfort- 
une ?  " 

"Oh!M.  le  Comte."  said  Villefort. 
with  a  bitter  smile,  "  it  is  only  a  loss  of 
money  which  I  have  sustained — nothing 
worth  mentioning,  I  assure  you."  — 
"True,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "the  loss  of 
a  sum  of  money  becomes  almost  immate- 
rial with  a  fortune  such  as  you  possess,  and 
a  mind  raised,  as  yours  is,  above  the  com- 
mon events  of  life." 

"It  is  not  so  nuicli  the  loss  of  the 
money  which  vexes  me."  said  Villefort, 
"though,    after    all,    900. tXU)  francs    are 
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worth  regretting-;  but  I  am  the  more 
annoyed  with  this  fate,  chance,  or  what- 
ever 3'ou  please  to  call  the  power  which 
has  destro^'cd  niN'  hopes  and  m}^  fortune, 
and  may  blast  the  prospects  of  m^^  child 
also,  as  it  is  all  occasioned  by  an  old  man 
relapsed  into  second  childhood." — "  What 
do  you  say?"  said  the  count;  '"'900,000 
francs  I  it  is  indeed  a  sum  which  mig-ht  be 
regretted  even  by  a  philosopher.  And 
who  IS  the  cause  of  all  this  annoyance?  " 

''My  father,  as  I  told  you."— "M. 
Noirtier !  but  I  thought  you  told  me  he 
had  become  entirely  paralyzed,  and  that 
all  his  faculties  were  completely  de- 
stroyed ?  " 

"  Yes,  his  bodily  faculties,  for  he  can 
neither  move  nor  speak,  nevertheless  he 
thinks,  acts  and  wills  in  the  manner  I 
have  described.  I  left  him  about  five 
minutes  ago,  and  he  is  now  occupied  in 
dictating  his  will  to  two  notaries." 

"  But  to  do  this  he  must  have  spoken  ?  " 

"He  has  done  better  than  that — he  has 
made  himself  understood." 

"  How  was  such  a  thing  possible  ?  " 

^''Ry  the  help  of  his  eyes,  which  are 
still  full  of  life,  and,  as  you  perceive, 
possess  the  power  of  inflicting-  mortal 
injury." 

"My  dear,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort, 
who  had  just  entered  the  room,  "per- 
haps 3'ou  exaggerate  the  evil." 

"Good-morning,  madame  !  "  said  the 
count,  bowing.  Madame  de  Villefort  ac- 
knowledged the  salutation  with  one  of 
her  most  gracious  smiles.  "What  is 
this  that  M.  de  Villefort  has  been  tell- 
ing me?"  demanded  Montc-Cristo,  "and 
what  incomprehensible  misfortune — " 

"Incomprehensible  is  not  the  word!" 
interrupted  the  procureur  du  roi,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders.  "It  is  an  old  man's 
caprice," 

"  And  is  tliere  no  means  of  making  him 
revoke  his  decision  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort; 
"and  it  is  still  entirely  in  llio  power 
of  my  husband  to  cause  the  will,  which 
is  now  in  prejudice  of  Valentine,  to  be 
altered  in  her  favor."  The;  count,  who 
perceived  that  M.  and  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort were  beginning  to  speak  in  )ia rabies. 


appeared  to  pay  no  attention  to  the  con- 
versation, and  feigned  to  be  busily  en- 
gaged in  watching  Edward,  who  was 
naischievously  pouring  some  ink  into  the 
bird's  water-glass.  "  My  dear,"  said 
Villefort,  in  answer  to  his  wife,  "3'ou 
know  I  have  never  been  accustomed  to 
pla3^  the  patriarch  in  my  family,  nor  have 
I  ever  considered  that  the  fate  of  a  uni- 
verse was  to  be  decided  b.y  my  nod. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  necessary  that  my 
will  should  be  respected  in  my  family, 
and  that  the  folly  of  an  old  man  and 
the  caprice  of  a  child  should  not  be  al- 
lowed to  overturn  a  project  which  I  have 
entertained  for  so  man^^  j^ears.  The  Baron 
d'Epinay  was  my  friend,  as  you  know, 
and  an  alliance  with  his  son  is  the  most 
suitable  thing  that  could  possibly  be 
arranged." 

"Do  3^ou  think,"  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort, "that  Valentine  is  in  leag-ue  with 
him  ?  She  has  always  been  opposed  to  this 
marriag-e,  and  I  should  not  be  at  all  sur- 
prised if  what  we  have  just  seen  and  heard 
is  nothing  but  the  execution  of  a  plan  con- 
certed between  them." 

"  Madame,"  said  Villefort,  "  believe  me, 
a  fortune  of  900,000  francs  is  not  so  easily'' 
renounced." 

"  She  could,  nevertheless,  make  up  her 
mind  to  renounce  the  world,  sir,  since  it 
is  onl3'  about  a  year  ago  that  she  herself 
proposed  entering  a  convent." — "  Neve^' 
mind,"  replied  Villefort ;  "  I  saj'  that  this 
marriage  shall  be  consummated  !  " 

"  Notwithstanding  your  father's  wishes 
to  the  contrary  ?  "  said  Madame»de  Ville- 
fort, selecting  a  new  point  of  attack. 
"That  is  a  serious  thing  !  "  Monte-Crist  o, 
who  pretended  not  to  be  listening,  heard, 
however,  every  word  that  was  said. 
"Madame,"  replied  Villefort,  "I  can 
tiMily  say  that  I  have  always  entertained 
a  high  respect  for  my  fath<M-,  because,  to 
the  natural  feeling"  of  relationship  was 
added  the  consciousness  of  his  moral 
supeiiorily.  The  name  of  father  is  sacred 
in  two  senses  :  he  should  be  reverenced  as 
the  autlior  of  our  being,  and  as  a  master 
whom  we-ought  to  ohey  ;  but,  undei' the 
present  circumstances,  I  am  justified  in 
doubting  the  wisdom  of  an  old  man  who. 
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because  he  bad  hated  the  father,  vents  his 
ano-er  on  the  son ;  it  would  be  ridiculous 
in  me  to  regulate  m^^  conduct  by  such 
caprices.  I  shall  still  continue  to  preserve 
the  same  respect  toward  M.  Noirlier ;  I 
will  suffer,  without  complaint,  the  pecu- 
niary deprivation  to  which  he  has  sub- 
jected me ;  but  I  will  remain  firm  in  my 
determination,  and  the  world  shall  see 
which  party  has  reason  on  his  side.  Con- 
sequentl3%  I  shall  marry  m^^  daughter  to 
the  Baron  Fianz  d'Epinay,  because  I  con- 
sider it  would  be  a  proper  and  eligible 
match  for  her  to  make,  and,  in  short, 
beccluse  I  choose  to  bestow  m^'' daughter's 
hand  on  whomsoever  I  please." 

''  What  !  "  said  the  count,  the  appro- 
bation of  whose  e^'e  Villefort  had  frequent- 
ly^ solicited  during  this  speech.  "  What  ! 
do  3^ou  say  that  M.  Nou^tier  disinherits 
Mademoiselle  de  Yillefort  because  she 
is  going  to  marrj'  M.  le  Baron  Franz 
d'Epinay?" — ''Yes,  sir,  that  is  the  rea- 
son," said  Villefoi't,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
ders.— "  The  apparent  reason,  at  least," 
said  Madame  de  Villefort. 

"  The  real  reason,  madame,  lean  assure 
you  ;  I  know  mj"  father." 

"But  I  want  to  know  in  what  way  M. 
d'Epinay  can  have  displeased  your  father 
more  than  any  other  person?" — "  I  be- 
lieve I  know  M.  Franz  d'Epinay,"  said  the 
count ;  "is  he  not  the  son  of  General  de 
Quesnel,  who  was  created  Baron  d'Epinay 
by  Charles  X.?" 

"  The  same,"  said  Villefort. 

"  Well  !  but  he  is  a  charming  .young- 
man,  according  to  my  ideas." 

"  He  is,  which  makes  me  believe  that 
it  is  onh''  an  excuse  of  M.  Noirtier's  to 
prevent  his  granddaughter  marrying ; 
old  men  are  always  so  selfish  in  their 
affection,"    said    Madame     de    Villefort. 

"But,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "do  you 
not  know  any  cause  for  this  hatred  ?  " 

"  Ah,  ma  foi  !  who  is  to  know  ?  " 

"Perhaps  it  is  some  political  differ- 
ence ?  ' ' 

"My  father  and  the  Baron  d'Epinay 
lived  in  those  stormy  times  of  which  I 
have  only  seen  the  few  last  days,"  said 
De  Villefort. 

"  Was  not  your  father  a  Bonapartist?" 


asked  Monte-Cristo  ;  "I  think  I  remem- 
ber that  you  told  me  something  of  that 
kind." 

"My  father  has  been  a  Jacobin  more 
than  an^'thing  else,"  said  Villefort,  car- 
ried by  his  emotion  beyond  the  bounds  of 
prudence  ;  "  and  the  senator's  robe,  which 
Napoleon  cast  on  his  shoulders,  only 
served  to  disguise  the  old  man  without  in 
any  degree  changing  him.  When  ray 
father  conspired,  it  was  not  for  the  em- 
peror, it  was  against  the  Bourbons ;  for 
M.  Noirtier  possessed  this  ijeculiaritj',  he 
never  projected  any  Utopian  schemes 
which  could  never  be  realized,  but  strove 
for  possibilities,  and  he  applied  to  the 
realization  of  these  possibilities  the  terri- 
ble theories  of  Montaigne,  who  never 
shrank  from  any  means  which  he  deemed 
necessar\'  to  their  accomplishment." 

"Well,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "'.it  is  just 
as  I  thought;  it  was  politics  which  brought 
Noirtier  and  M.  d'Epinay  into  personal 
contact.  Although  General  d'Epinay 
served  under  Napoleon,  did  he  not  still 
retain  royalist  sentiments  ?  And  was  he 
not  the  person  who  was  assassinated  one 
evening  on  leaving*  a  Bonapartist  meeting 
to  which  he  had  been  invited  on  the  sup- 
position of  his  favoring  the  cause  of  the 
emperor  ?  "  Villefort  looked  at  the  count 
almost  with  terror.  "Am  I  mistaken 
then  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  No,  sir,  the  facts  wei-e  precisely  what 
you  have  stated,"  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort ;  "  and  it  was  to  prevent  the  renewal 
of  old  feuds  that  M.  de  Villefort  formed 
the  idea  of  uniting  in  the  bonds  of  affec- 
tion the  two  children  of  these  inveterate 
enemies.'' — "  It  was  a  sublime  and  chari- 
table thought,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "and 
the  whole  world  should  applaud  it.  It 
would  be  noble  to  see  Mademoiselle  Noir- 
tier de  Villefort  assuming  the  title  of 
Madame  Fi-anz  d'Epinay."  Villefort 
shuddered  and  looked  at  ^lonto-Cristo  as 
if  he  wished  to  read  in  his  countenance  the 
real  feelings  whicli  had  dictated  the  words 
he  had  just  pronounced.  But  the  count 
completely  baffled  the  penetration  of  the 
procureiir  du  roi\  and  prevented  him 
from  discovering  anvthing  beneath  the 
never-varying  smile  he  was  so  consUantly 
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in  the  habit  of  assuming-. — •'' Although, " 
said  De  Villefort,  '-'it  will  be  a  serious 
thing-  for  Valentine  to  lose  the  fortune  of 
her  g-randfather,  I  do  not  think  the  mar- 
riage will  be  prevented  on  that  account, 
nor  do  I  beheve  that  M.  d'Epinay  will  be 
frightened  at  this  pecuniary  loss  ;  he 
will,  perhaps,  hold  me  in  greater  esteem 
than  the  money  itself,  seeing  that  I  sacri- 
fice ever3^thing  in  order  to  keep  mj'^  word 
with  him  ;  besides,  he  knows  that  Valen- 
tine is  rich  in  right  of  her  mother,  and 
that  she  will,  in  all  probability,  inherit 
the  fortune  of  M.  and  Madame  de  Saint- 
Meran,  her  mother's  parents,  who  both 
love  her  tenderl3\'' 

"  And  who  are  fulh'  as  well  worth  lov- 
ing and  tending  as  M.  de  ISToirtier,*'  said 
Madame  de  Villefort ;  "  besides,  tliey  are 
to  come  to  Paris  in  about  a  month,  and 
Valentine,  after  tlie  affront  she  has  re- 
ceived, ne(;d  not  consider  it  necessary  to 
continue  to  bury  herself  alive  by  being 
shut  up  with  M.  Noirtier.''  The  count 
listened  with  satisfaction  to  this  tale  of 
wounded  self-love  and  defeated  ambition. 
''  But  it  seems  to  me,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"and  I  must  begin  by  asking  ^our  pardon 
for  what  I  am  about  to  say,  that  if  M. 
Noirtier  disinherits  Mademoiselle  de  Ville- 
fort on  account  of  lier  marrying  a  man 
whose  father  he  detested,  he  cannot  have 
the  same  cause  of  complaint  against  this 
dear  Edward.'' 

"  True,"  said  Madani(>  de  Villefort,  with 
an  intonation  of  voice  which  it  is  impos- 
sible to  describe ;  "  is  it  not  unjust — 
shamefully  unjust  ?  Poor  Edward  is  as 
much  M.  Noirtier's  grandchild  as  Valen- 
tine, and  yet,  if  she  had  not  been  going  to 
marry  M.  Franz,  M.  Noirtier  would  liave 
left  her  all  his  money ;  and  supposing 
Valentine;  to  be  disinherited  by  her  gj-and- 
father,  she  will  still  be  three  times  richer 
than  he."  The  count  listened  and  said  no 
more.  "  M.  le  Conite,"  said  Villefort, 
■'*  we  will  not  entci-tain  you  any  longer 
with  our  family  misfortiiiies.  It  is  ti'ue 
that  my  patrimony  will  go  to  endow  chari- 
table institutions,  and  my  falhci-  will  have 
deprived  me  of  my  lawful  inheritance  with- 
out any  reason  for  doing  so  ;  but  I  shall 
have  the  satisfaction   of  knowing  that  I 


have  acted  like  a  man  of  sense  and  feel- 
ing. M.  d'Epina}',  to  wliom  I  had  prom- 
ised the  interest  of  this  sum,  shall  receive 
it,  even  if  I  endure  the  most  cruel  priva- 
tions." 

"  However,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort, 
returning  to  the  one  idea  which  incessant- 
ly occupied  her  mind,  "perhaps  it  w^ould 
be  better  to  i-epresent  this  unlucky  affair 
to  M.  d'Epinay,  in  order  to  give  him  the 
opportunity  of  himself  renouncing  his 
claim  to  the  hand  of  Mademoiselle  de 
Villefort." — "Ah,  that  would  be  a  great 
pit}',"  said  Villefort. 

"  A  great  pity  I  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Undoubtedly,"  said  Villefort,  moder- 
ating the  tones  of  his  voice ;  "a  mar- 
riage, once  concerted  and  then  broken  off, 
throws  a  sort  of  discredit  on  a  young 
lad}';  then,  again,  the  old  reports,  which 
I  was  so  anxious  to  put  an  end  to,  will 
instantly  gain  ground — no,  it  will  all  go 
well;  M.  d'Epina}',  if  he  is  an  honorable 
man,  will  consider  himself  more  than 
ever  pledged  to  Mademoiselle  de  Ville- 
fort ;  unless  he  were  actuated  by  a  de- 
cided feeling  of  avarice ;  but  that  is  im- 
possible."— "  I  agree  with  M.  de  Ville- 
fort," said  Monte-Cristo,  fixing  his  e^-es 
on  Madame  de  Villefort;  "and  if  I  were 
sufficiently  intimate  with  him  to  allow  of 
giving  my  advice,  I  would  persuade  him, 
since  I  have  been  told  M.  d'Epinay  is 
coming  back,  to  settle  this  all'air  at  once 
beyond  all  possibility  of  revocation.  I 
will  answer  for  the  success  of  a  project 
which  will  rellect  so  much  honor  on  M.  de 
Villefort."  The  procureur  du  roi  rose, 
delighted  with  the  proposition,  but  liis 
wife  sliglitly  changed  color.  "Well, 
that  is  all  lliat  I  wanted,  and  I  will  be 
guided  by  a  coun.selor  such  as  yon  are,*' 
said  he,  ext.ending  his  hand  to  Monte- 
Cristo.  "  Thi'i'efore  let  every  one  here 
look  upon  what  has  passed  to-day  as  if 
it  had  not  happened,  and  as  though  we 
had  never  thought  of  such  a  thing  as 
a  change  in  our  original  plans." 

"Sir,"  said  the  count,,  "  the  world,  un- 
just as  it,  is,  will  be  j)leased  with  your 
resolution  ;  your*  friends  will  be  i)roud  of 
you,  and  ^T.  d'Epinay,  even  if  lie  took 
Mademoiselle    de   Villefort   without   anv 
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dowry,  which  he  will  not  do,  would  be 
delighted  with  the  idea  of  entering-  a 
family  which  could  make  such  sacrifices 
in  order  to  keep  a  promise  and  fulfill  a 
dut^^"  At  the  conclusion  of  these 
words,  the  count  rose  to  depart.  "  Are 
you  going  to  leave  us,  M.  le  Comte  ?  "  said 
Madame  de  Villefort. 

"I  am  sorry  to  say  I  must  do  so,  mad- 
ame ;  I  only  came  to  remind  you  of  your 
promise  for  Saturday." 

''Did  you  fear  that  we  should  forget 
it?" — "You  are  very  good,  madame ; 
but  M.  de  Villefort  has  so  man}^  impor- 
tant and  urgent  occupations." 

"  My  husband  has  given  his  word,  sir," 
said  Madame  de  Villefort ;  '•  you  have 
just  seen  him  resolve  to  keep  it  when  he 
has  all  to  lose,  and  surely  there  is  more 
reason  for  his  doing  so  where  he  has  all  to 
gain  !  " 

''And,"  said  Villefort,  "is  it  at  your 
house  in  the  Champs-Elysees  that  you 
receive  your  visitors?"  —  "No,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "  which  is  precisely  the 
reason  which  renders  your  kindness  more 
meritorious — it  is  in  the  countr3^" — "  In 
the  country?" — "Yes." 

"  Where  is  it,  then  ?  near  Paris,  is  it 
not?" — "  Verj'  near;  only  half  a  league 
from  the  Barriers — it  is  at  Auteuil." 

"  At  Auteuil  ?  "  said  Villefort ;  "  true, 
Madame  de  Villefort  told  me  you  lived  at 
Auteuil,  since  it  was  to  your  house  that 
she  was  taken.  And  in  what  part  of  Au- 
teuil do  you  reside  ?  " 

'•'  Rue  de  la  Fontaine."—"  Rue  de  la 
Fontaine ! "  exclaimed  Villefort,  in  an 
agitated  tone  ;  "  at  what  number  ?  " 

"No.  28."  — "Then,"  cried  Villefort, 
"was  it  you  who  bought  M.  de  Saint- 
Meran's  house  ?  " 

"  Did  it  belong  to  M..  de  Saint-Meran  ?  " 
demanded  Monte-Cristo. 

"Yes,"  replied  Madame  de  Villefort: 
"and,  would  j^ou  believe  it,  M.  le 
Comte—" 

"Believe  what?"— "You  think  this 
house  pretty,  do  j^^ou  nol  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  charming." 

"  Well  !  my  husband  would  never  live 
in  it." 

"  Indeed  !  "     returned     Monte-Cristo  : 


"that  is  a. prejudice  on  your  part,  M. 
de  Villefort,  for  which  I  am  quite  at  a 
loss  to  account." 

"I  do  not  like  Auteuil,  sir,"  said  the 
procureur  du  roi,  making  an  evident 
effort  to  appear  calm. 

"  But  I  hope  you  will  not  carry  your 
antipath}'  so  far  as  to  deprive  me  of  the 
pleasure  of  3'our  compan^^,  sir!"  said 
Monte-Cristo. 

"  No,  M.  le  Comte — I  hope — I  assure 
you  I  will  do  all  I  can,"  stammered  Ville- 
fort. 

"  Oh,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "I  allow  of 
no  excuse.  On  Saturday,  at  six  o'clock, 
I  shall  be  expecting  you,  and  if  you  fail 
to  come,  I  shall  tliink — for  how  do  I  know 
to  the  contrary — that  this  house,  which 
has  remained  uninhabited  for  twenty- 
years,  must  have  some  gloomy  tradition 
or  dreadful  legend  connected  with  it." 

"  I  will  come,  M.  le  Comte — I  will  be 
sure  to  come,"  said  Villefort,  eagerly. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Monte-Cristo;  "  now 
you  must  permit  me  to  take  my  leave  of 
3'ou." — "You  said  before  you  were  obliged 
to  leave  us,  M.  le  Comte,"  said  Madame 
de  Villefort,  "  and  you  were  about  to  tell 
us  the  nature  of  the  engagement  which 
Avas  to  deprive  us  of  the  pleasure  of  your 
society,  when  your  attention  was  called 
to  some  other  subject." 

'•  Indeed,  madame,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"  I  scarcely  know  if  I  dare  tell  you  where 
I  am  going." — "  Bah  I  " 

"  Well,  then,  it  is  to  see  a  thing  on 
whicli  I  have  sometimes  mused  for  houre 
together."—"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  A  telegraph.  So  now  I  have  told  my 
secret." — "A  telegraph  !"  repeated  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort. 

"Yes,  a  telegraph  I  I  had  often  seen 
one  placed  at  the  end  of  a  road  on  a  hil- 
lock, and  in  the  light  of  the  sun  its  black 
anus.  \)eiiding  in  every  direction,  always 
reminded  one  of  the  claws  of  an  immense 
beetle  ;  and  I  assure  you  it  was  never 
without  emotion  lliat  I  gazed  on  it.  for  I 
could  not  help  thinking-  how  wonderful  it 
was  that  these  varions  signs  should  Ik* 
made  to  cleave  the  air  with  such  precision 
as  to  convey  to  the  distance  of  thi'ce  hun- 
dred leagues  the  ideas  and  wishes  of  a  man 
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sitting-  at  a  table  at  one  end  of  the  line  to 
another  man  similarl}^  placed  at  the  op- 
posite extremit}'^,  and  all  this  effected  by 
the  simple  act  of  volition  on  the  part  of 
the  individual  communicating-  the  intelli- 
g-ence.  I  began  to  think  of  genii,  sylphs, 
g-nomes,  in  short,  of  all  the  ministers  of 
the  occult  sciences,  until  I  laughed  aloud 
at  the  freaks  of  my  own  imagination. 
Now,  it  never  occurred  to  me  to  wish  for 
a  nearer  inspection  of  these  large  insects, 
with  their  long-  black  claws,  for  I  alwa3's 
feared  to  find  under  their  stone  wings 
some  little  human  genius  fagg'ed  to  death 
with  cabals,  factions,  and  government  in- 
trigues. But  one  fine  da}'  I  learned  that 
the  mover  of  this  teleg-raph  was  only  a 
poor  wietch,  hired  for  twelve  hundred 
francs  a  year,  and  employed  all  the  day, 
not  in  studying  the  heavens  like  an  as- 
tronomer, nor  in  gazing-  on  the  water  like 
an  angler,  nor  even  enjoj'ing  the  privilege 
of  observing  the  country  round  him  ;  but 
all  his  monotonous  life  was  passed  in 
watching  his  fellow-insect,  who  was  placed 
four  or  five  leagues  distant  from  him. 
At  length  I  experienced  a  desire  to  observe 
nearer  this  living  chrysalis,  and  to  en- 
deavor to  understand  the  secret  part 
pla.yed  by  those  insect-actors  simply  b}' 
means  of  successfully  pulling  different 
pieces  of  string." 

"  And  are  you  going  there  ?  " 

''lam." 

"What  telegraph  do  you  intend  visit- 
ing ? — that  of  the  home  department  or  of 
the  observatoire?  " — "  Oh,  no!  I  shall  find 
there  people  who  will  force  me  to  under- 
stand things  of  which  I  would  prefer  to 
remain  ignorant,  and  who  would  try  to 
explain  to  me,  in  spite  of  myself,  a  mys- 
tery wliich  even  they  do  not  understand. 
Ma  for  !  I  should  wish  to  keep  my  illu- 
sions concerning  insects  unitn|)aii'ed  ;  it  is 
quite  enough  1o  liave  those  dissipated 
which  I  had  formed  of  my  fellow-ci-eat- 
ures.  I  shall,  therefore,  not  visit  either 
of  these  telegraphs,  but  one  in  the  open 
country  where  T  shall  find  a  good-natui-ed 
simpleton,  who  knows  no  mon;  tlian  the 
machine  he  is  employed  to  work." 

"You  are  a  singular  man,"  said  Villc- 
fort. 


'•'  What  line  would  you  advise  me  to 
study  ?  " — "  That  which  is  most  in  use 
just  at  this  time." 

"The  Spanish  one,  you  mean,  I  sup- 
pose ?  " — "  Yes  ;  should  you  like  a  letter 
to  the  minister  that  they  might  explain 
to  3'ou — " 

"  No,"  said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  since,  as  I 
told  3'ou  before,  I  do  not  wish  to  compre- 
hend it.  The  moment  I  understand  it 
there  will  no  longer  exist  a  telegraph  for 
me  ;  it  will  be  nothing  more  than  a  sign 
from  M.  Duchatel,  or  fi-om  M.  Montalivet, 
transmitted  to  the  prefet  of  Ba3'onne, 
mjstified  by  two  Greek  words,  tele, 
graphein.  It  is  the  insect  with  black  claws 
and  the  awful  word  which  I  wish  to  re- 
tain in  my  imagination  in  all  its  purity 
and  in  all  its  importance." — "Go,  then  ; 
for  in  the  coui-se  of  two  hours  it  will  be 
dark,  and  you  will  not  be  able  to  see  any- 
thing." 

"  Ma  foi !  3'ou  frighten  me.  Which  is 
the  nearest  way  ?     Bayonne  ?  " 

"Yes  !  the  road  to  Bayonne  !  " 

"And  aftei-ward  the  road  to  Chatil- 
lon?"— "Yes." 

"  By  the  tower  of  Montlhery,  you 
mean?  "—"Yes." 

"Thank  you.  Good-by.  On  Saturday 
I  will  tell  you  my  impressions  concerning 
the  telegraph."  At  the  door  the  count 
was  met  by  the  two  notaries,  who  had 
just  completed  the  act  which  was  to  dis- 
inherit Valentine,  and  who  were  leaving 
under  the  conviction  of  having  done  a 
thing  which  could  not  fail  of  redounding 
considerably  to  their  credit. 


CHAPTER  LXI. 

THE  METHOD  OF  RIDDING  A  GARDENER  OF 
DORMICE  THAT  EAT  HIS  PEACHES. 
Not  on  tlu^  same  night  lie  liad  intended, 
but  the  next  morning,  tlie  Count  of 
Monte-Ci-isto  went  out  by  the  Bairier 
d'Enfer,  taking  the  road  to  Orleans. 
Leaving  the  village  of  Linas,  without  stop- 
ping at  tlie  telegrapii,  wliich,  at  the  mo- 
ment the  count  passed,  threw  out  its  long 
bony  arms,  he  i-eached  the  tower  of 
Mont  Ihcry,  situated,  as  every  one  knows, 
upon  the  highest  point  of  the  plain  of  that 
name.     At  the  foot,  of  the  hill  the  count 
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dismounted,  and  beg-an  to  ascend  the 
mountain  by  a  little  winding-  path,  about 
ei"-hteen  inches  wide  ;  when  he  reached 
the  summit  he  found  himself  stopped  by 
a  hed^-e,  upon  which  g-reen  fruit  had  suc- 
ceeded to  red  and  white  flowers. 

Monte-Cristo  looked  for  the  door  of  the 
iiiclosure,  and  was  not  long-  in  finding-  it. 
It  was  a  little  wooden  gate,  working-  on 
willow  hing-es,  and  fastened  with  a  nail 
and  string-.  The  count  soon  understood 
its  mechanism,  and  the  door  opened.  He 
then  found  himself  in  a  little  g-arden, 
about  twenty  feet  long-  by  twelve  wide, 
bounded  on  one  side  b}^  part  of  the  hedg-e, 
in  which  was  foruied  the  ingenious  ma- 
chine we  have  named  a  door ;  and  on  the 
other  b}^  the  old  tower,  covered  with  ivy 
and  studded  with  wild  flowers.  No  one 
would  have  thought  to  have  seen  it  thus 
wrinkled  and  yet  adorned,  like  an  old 
lady  whose  grandchildren  come  to  greet 
her  on  her  birthday,  that  it  could  have  re- 
lated some  terrible  scenes,  if  it  could  have 
added  a  voice  to  the  menacing  ears  which . 
an  old  proverb  awards  to  walls.  The  gar- 
den was  crossed  b^''  a  patli  of  red  gravel, 
edged  by  a  border  of  thick  box,  of  man}' 
years'  growth,  and  of  a  tone  and  color 
that  would  have  delighted  the  heart  of 
Delacroix,  our  modern  Rubens.  This  path 
was  formed  in  the  shape  of  the  figure  8  : 
thus,  in  its  windings,  making  a  walk  of 
sixty  feet  in  a  garden  of  only  twenty. 
Never  had  Flora,  the  fresh  and  smiling 
goddess  of  gardeners,  been  honored  with 
a  purer  or  more  minute  worship  than  that 
which  was  paid  to  her  in  this  little  in- 
closure.  In  fact,  of  the  twenty-  rose-trees 
which  formed  the  parterre,  not  one  bore 
the  mark  of  the  fly,  nor  was  there  to  be 
seen  any  of  those  clusters  of  green  insects 
which  destroy  plants  growing  in  a  damp 
soil.  And  yet  it  was  not  because  the  damp 
had  been  excluded  from  the  garden  ;  the 
earth,  black  as  soot,  ihe  thick  foliage  of 
the  trees,  told  it  was  there ;  besides,  had 
natural  humidity  been  wanting,  it  could 
have  been  immediately  supplied  by  arti- 
ficial means,  thanks  to  a  tank  of  water, 
sunk  in  one  of  the  corners  of  the  garden, 
and  upon  which  were  stationed  a  frog  and 
a  toad,  who,   from  antipath^^  no  doubt. 


always  remained  on  the  two  opposite  sides 
of  the  basin.  There  was  not  a  blade  of 
grass  to  be  seen  in  the  paths,  nor  a  weed 
in  the  flower-beds ;  no  fine  lad^-  ever 
trained  and  watered  her  geraniums,  her 
cactus,  and  her  rhododendrons,  with  more 
pains  than  this  hitherto  unseen  gardener 
bestowed  upon  his  little  inclosure.  Monte- 
Cristo  stopped  after  having  closed  the 
door  and  fastened  the  string  to  the  nail, 
and  cast  a  look  around. 

"The  man  at  the  telegraph,"  said  he, 
''must  either  engage  a  gardener  or  devote 
himself  passionately  to  agriculture."'  Sud- 
denl}^  he  struck  himself  against  something 
crouching-  behind  a  wheelbarrow  filled  with 
leaves;  the  something  rose,  uttering  an 
exclamation  of  astonishment,  and  Monte- 
Cristo  found  himself  facing  a  man  about 
fifty  years  old,  who  was  plucking  straw- 
berries, wiiich  he  was  placing  upon  vine- 
leaves.  He  had  twelve  leaves  and  about 
as  many  strawberries,  which,  on  rising 
suddenly,  he  let  fall  from  his  hand.  '*'  You 
are  gathering  your  crop,  sir  ?  "  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  smiling. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  replied  the  man. 
raising  his  hand  to  his  cap ;  **'  I  am  not  up 
there,  I  know,  but  I  h?ive  only  just  come 
down." — "Do  not  let  me  interfere  with 
you  in  anything,  ni}'  friend,"  said  the 
count ;  "  gather  your  strawberries,  if,  in- 
deed, there  are  any  left." 

"I  have  ten  left,"  said  the  man,  "  for 
here  are  eleven,  and  I  had  twenty-one,  five 
more  than  last  year.  But  I  am  not  sur- 
prised ;  the  spring  has  been  warm  this 
year,  and  strawberries  require  heat,  sir. 
This  is  the  reason  that,  instead  of  the  six- 
teen I  had  last  year,  I  have  this  year,  you 
see,  eleven,  already  plucked — twelve,  thir- 
teen, fourteen,  fifteen,  sixteen,  seventeen, 
eighteen.  All,  I  miss  three  !  they  were 
here  last  night,  sir^I  am  sure  they  wen^ 
here — I  counted  them.  It  must  be  the  son 
of  Mere  Simon  who  has  stolen  them  :  I  saw 
him  strolling  about  here  this  morning. 
Ah  !  the  young  rascal  !  stealing  in  a 
garden,  he  does  not  know  where  that  may 
lead  liim  to." 

"Certainly,  it  is  wrong,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  but  you  should  take  into  con- 
sideration   the   vouth   and   greediness   of 
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the  delinquent." — *'0f  course,"  said  tlie 
gardener ;  "  but  that  does  not  make  it  the 
less  unpleasant.  But,  sir,  once  more  I  beg- 
pardon  ;  perhaps  you  are  an  officer  that 
I  am  detaining-  here  ?  "  And  he  glanced 
timidly  at  the  count's  blue  coat. 

"Calm  3'ourself,  my  friend,"  said  the 
count,  with  that  smile  which  at  his  will 
became  so  terrible  or  benevolent,  and 
which  this  time  beamed  only  with  the  lat- 
ter expression  ;  "  I  am  not  an  inspector, 
but  a  traveler,  conducted  here  hy  a  curi- 
osity he  half  repents  of,  since  he  causes 
.you  to  lose  your  time,"^ — "  Ah  !  my  time 
is  not  valuable,"  replied  the  man,  with  a 
melancholy  smile,  "Still,  it  belongs  to 
government,  and  I  ought  not  to  waste  it; 
but  having  received  the  signal  that  I 
might  rest  for  an  hour  "  (here  he  glanced 
at  the  sun-dial,  for  there  was  everything 
in  the  inclosure  of  Montlher}^  even  a  sun- 
dial), "and  having  ten  minutes  before  me, 
and  my  strawberries  being  ripe,  when  a 
day  longer — by-the-bj',  sir,  do  you  think 
dormice  eat  them  ?  " 

"Indeed,  I  should  think  not,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo ;  "dormice  are  bad  neigh- 
bors for  us  who  do  not  oat  them  pre- 
served, as  the  Romans  did," 

"  What  !  did  the  Romans  eat  them  ?" 
said  the  gardener — "ate  dormice  ?" 

"  I  have  read  so  in  Petronius,"  said  the 
count, 

"  Really  !  They  can't  be  nice,  though 
they  do  say,  *  as  fat  as  a  dormouse,'  It 
is  not  a  wonder  they  are  fat,  sleeping  all 
day,  and  only  waking  to  eat  all  night. 
Listen.  Last  year  I  had  four  apricots — 
they  stole  one ;  I  had  one  nectarine,  onl^' 
one — well,  sir,  they  ate  half  of  it  on  the 
wall  ;  a  splendid  nectarine — I  never  ate  a 
better,"—"  You  ate  it  ?" 

"  That  is  to  say,  the  half  that  was  left 
— you  understand;  ij  was  exquisite,  sir. 
Ah,  those  gentlemen  never  choose  the 
worst  mor.sels ;  like  Merc  Simon's  son, 
who  has  not  chosen  the  worst  strawber- 
ries. But  this  y(;ar,"  continued  the  hor- 
ticulturist. "I'll  take  care  it  shall  not 
happen,  even  if  I  should  be  forced  to  sit 
up  the  whole  night  to  watch  when  the 
strawberries  arc  ripe."  Monte-Cristo  had 
seen  enough.     Every  man  lias  a  devour- 


ing passion  in  his  heart,  as  everj-  fruit 
has  its  worm  :  that  of  the  man  at  the 
telegraph  was  horticulture.  He  began 
gathering  the  vine-leaves  which  screened 
the  sun  from  the  grapes,  and  won  the 
heart  of  the  gardener.  "Did  you  come 
here,  sir,  to  see  the  telegraph  ?"  he  said. 

"Yes,  if  it  be  not  contrary  to  the 
rules." — "Oh,  no,"  said  the  gardener; 
"  there  are  no  orders  against  doing  so, 
providing  there  is  nothing  dangerous,  and 
that  no  one  knows  what  we  are  saying." 

"  I  have  been  told,"  said  the  count, 
"that  you  do  not  alwa3's  yourselves 
understand  the  signals  you  repeat." 

"  Certainlj^  sir;  and  that  is  what  I 
like  best,"  said  the  man,  smiling. 

"  Why  do  you  like  that  best  ?" 

"  Because  then  I  have  no  responsibility. 
I  am  a  machine  then,  and  nothing  else  ; 
and  so  long  as  I  work,  nothing  more  is 
required  of  me." 

"Is  it  possible,"  said  Mojite-Cristo  to 
himself,  "'  that  I  can  have  met  with  a  man 
that  has  no  ambition  ?  That  would  spoil 
my  plans," 

"  Sir,"  said  the  gardener,  glancing  at 
the  sun-dial,  "  the  ten  minutes  are  nearly 
expired  ;  I  must  return  to  m}^  post.  Will 
you  go  up  with  me  ?" 

"I  follow  you."  Monte-Cristo  entered 
the  tower,  which  was  divided  into  three 
stages.  The  lowest  contained  gardening 
implements,  such  as  spades,  rakes,  water- 
ing-pots, hung  against  the  wall ;  this  was 
all  the  furniture.  The  second  was  the 
usual  dwelling,  or  rather  sleeping-place  of 
the  man  ;  it  contained  a  poor  few  articles 
of  household  furniture — a  bed,  a  table, 
two  chairs,  a  stone  pitcher — and  some  dry 
herbs,  hungup  lo  the  ceiling,  which  the 
count  recognized  as  sweet  peas,  and  of 
which  tlie  good  man  was  preserving  the 
seeds,  having  labelled  them  with  as  nmch 
care  as  if  he  had  been  master  botanist  in 
the  Jardin  des  Plantes. 

"Does  it  require  much  sludy  to  learn 
the  art  of  telegra piling,  sir?"  asked 
Monte-Cristo. — "The  study  does  not  take 
long;  it  was  acting  as  a  supernumerary 
that  was  so  tedious." 

"And  what  is  the  pay  ?  "— "  A  thou- 
sand fi-ancs,  sir." 
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"It  is  nothing."— "No;  but  then  we 
are  lodg-ed,  as  you  perceive."' 

Monte-Cristo  looked  at  the  room.  They 
passed  on  to  the  third  stag-e ;  it  was  the 
room  of  the  telegraph.  Monte-Cristo 
looked  in  turns  at  the  two  iron  handles 
by  which  the  machine  was  worked,  '•'  It 
is  x&Yy  interesting,"  he  said;  "but  it 
must  be  very  tedious  for  a  lifetime." 

"Yes,  At  first  m}'-  neck  was  cramped 
with  looking  at  it,  but  at  the  end  of  a 
year  I  became  used  to  it ;  and  then  we 
have  our  hours  of  recreation,  and  our 
holidays." 

"Holidays!  "—"Yes," 

"  When  ?  "— "  When  we  have  a  fog." 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure," — "  Those  are  indeed 
holidays  to  me  ;  I  go  into  tlie  garden,  I 
plant,  I  prune,  I  trim,  I  kill  the  insects 
all  day  long." 

"  How  long  have  you  been  here?  " 

"  Ten  years,  and  five  as  a  supernume- 
rary make  fifteen." — "  You  are — '' 

"Fifty-five  years  old," — "How  long- 
must  you  have  served  to  claim  the  pen- 
sion ?  " — "  Oh,  sir,  twenty-five  years," 

"  And  how  much  is  the  pension  ?  " — "  A 
hundred  crowns." 

"Poor  humanity!"  murmured  Monte- 
Cristo, 

'•'What  did  3'ou  say,  sii"  ?  "  asked  the 
man. 

"  I  was  saying  it  was  very  interesting." 

"What  was?" 

"All  you  were  showing  me.  And  you 
really  understand  none  of  these  signals  ?  " 

"None  at  all." 

"And  have  you  never  tried  to  under- 
stand them  ?  "— "  Never.  Why  should  I  ?" 

"  But  still  there  are  some  signals  only 
addressed  to  you." — "  Certainly." 

"And  do  you  understand  thorn  ?  " 

"  The3'^  are  always  the  same." 

"And  they  mean — " 

"Nothing  new ;  You  have  an.  hour  : 
or  To-morrow.'" 

"This  is  simple  enough."  said  the 
count ;  "  but  look  !  is  not  your  corre- 
spondent putting  itself  in  motion  ?  " 

"  Ah,  yes;  thank  you,  sir." 

"  And  what  is  it  saying — anything  you 
understand  ?  " 

"Yes  ;  it  asks  if  I  am  re;ul\-.'* 


"  And  you  reply  ?  " 

"By  the  same  sign,  which,  at  the  same 
time,  tells  my  right-hand  correspondent 
that  I  am  ready,  while  it  gives  notice  to 
my  left-hand  correspondent  to  prepare  in 
his  turn." 

"It  is  very  ingenious,"  .said  the  count, 

"  You  will  see,"  said  the  man,  x^roudly  ; 
"in  five  minutes  he  will  speak," 

"  I  have,  then,  five  minutes,"  said 
Monte-Cristo  to  himself  ;  "  it  is  more  time 
than  I  require.  My  dear  sir,  will  you 
allow  me  to  ask  you  a  question  ?" 

"  What  is  it,  sir  ?"—"  You  are  fond  of 
gardening?  " 

"' Passionateh'." — "And  you  would  be 
pleased  to  have,  instead  of  this  terrace  of 
twenty  feet,  an  mclosure  of  two  acres?" 

"Sir,  I  should  make  a  terrestrial  para- 
dise of  it," — "You  live  badly  on  your 
thousand  francs?  " 

"Badl}^  enough  ;  but  yet  I  do  live." 

"Yes;  but  you  have  only  a  wretched 
garden!" — "True,  the gardenis not  large." 

"  And,  then,  such  as  it  is,  it  is  filled 
with  dormice,  who  eat  everything," 

"Ah!  thej' are  my  scourges." — "Tell 
me,  should  you  have  the  misfortune  to 
turn  your  head  while  your  right-hand  cor- 
respondent was  telegraphing — " 

"  I  should  not  see  him," — "Then  what 
would  happen  ?  " — "I  could  not  repeat  the 
signals,"—"  And  then  ?  " 

"Not  having  repeated  them,  through 
negligence,  I  should  be  fined." 

"  How  nmch  ?  " — "A  hundred  francs." 

"  The  tenth  of  your  income — that  would 
be  fine  work." — "Ah  !"  said  the. man. 

"Has  it  ever  happened  to  you?"  said 
Monte-Cristo.—"  Once,  sir,  wlien  I  was 
grafting  a  rose-tree." 

"  Well,  suppose  you  were  to  alter  a  sig- 
nal, and  substitute  another?  " 

"Ah,  that  is  another  case:  I  should  be 
turned  olT.  and  lose  my  pension." 

"Three  Inmdred  francs?"— "A  hun. 
dred  crowns,  yes,  sir;  so  you  see  that  I 
am  not  likeh'  to  do  any  of  these  things.  ' 

'•Not  even  for  fifteen  years'  wages? 
Come,  it  is  worth  thinUing  ahout?" 

'•  For  fifteen  thousand  francs  !  " 

"Yes," 

"Sir,  vou  alarm   me.  "—••  Nonsense  !  " 
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"Sir,  you  are  tempting  me  ?" 

•'Just  so;  fifteen  tliousand  francs,  do 
you  understand  ?  '* 

"  Sir,  let  me  see  my  rig-ht-hand  corre- 
spondent ! '• — ''On  the  contrary,  do  not 
look  at  him,  but  on  this." 

''  What  is  it  ?  '"— ''  What  1  do  you  not 
know  these  little  papers?  " 

"Bank-notes!" — "Exactly:  there  are 
fifteen  of  them," 

"And  whose  are  they?" — "Yours,  if 
you  like," — "  Mine  I  "  exclaimed  the  man, 
half-suflfocated. 

"Yes:  yours — your  own  property." 

"'  Sir.  my  right-hand  correspondent  is 
sig-naling"," — "  Let  him," 

"  Sir,  3'ou  have  distracted  me  ;  I  shall 
be  fined." 

"'  That  will  cost  you  a  hundred  francs; 
you  see  it  is  your  interest  to  take  my  bank- 
notes."— "  Sir,  my  rig-ht-hand  correspond- 
ent redoubles  his  sig-hals:  he  is  impatient," 

"Never  mind  —  take  these;  "  and  the 
count  placed  the  packet  in  the  hands  of 
the  man,  "  Now  this  is  not  all,"  he  said  ; 
"you  cannot  live  upon  3'our  fifteen  thou- 
sand francs," 

"I  shall  still  have  my  place,"— "No! 
you  will  lose  it,  for  3'ou  are  going-  to  alter 
the  sign  of  your  correspondent." 

"  Oh,  sir,  what  are  you  proposing?  " 

"A  jest!" — "Sir,  unless  you  force  me — " 

"  I  think  I  can  effectually  force  you  ;  " 
and  Monte-Cristo  drew  another  packet 
from  his  pocket,  "Here  are  ten  thousand 
more  francs,"  he  said,  "with  the  fifteen 
thousand  already  in  your  pocUet  tliey  will 
make  twenty-five  thousand.  With  five 
thousand  you  can  buy  a  pretty  little  house 
with  two  acres  of  land  ;  the  remaining 
twenty  thousand  will  bring  you  in  a  thou- 
sand francs  a  year." 

"  A  garden  with  two  acres  of  land  !  " 

"And  a  thousand  francs  a  3'ear." 

"Oh,  heavens!  " 

"  Come,  take  them  !  "  and  Monte-Cristo 
forced    tho    bank-notes     into    his    hand. 

"What  am  I  to  do  ?  " 

"Nothing  very  dilBcult." 

"But  what  is  it?  " 

"  To  repeat  tliese  signs  :"  Monle-Cristo 
took  a  paper  from  his  pocket,  upon  which 
were  drawn  three  signs,  with  numbers  to 


indicate  the  order  in  which  they  were  to 
be  worked. 

"There,  you  see  it  will  not  take  long," 

"Yes:  but—" 

"  Do  this,  and  you  wi'll  have  nectarines 
and  all  the  rest,"  The  mark  was  hit ; 
red  with  fever,  while  tlie  large  drops  fell 
from  his  brow,  the  man  executed,  one 
after  the  other,  the  three  signs  given  by 
the  count,  notwithstanding  the  frightful 
contortions  of  the  right-hand  correspond- 
ent, who,  not  understanding  the  change, 
began  to  think  tlie  gardener  had  become 
mad.  As  to  the  left-hand  one,  he  con- 
scientiously repeated  the  same  signals, 
which  were  definitively  carried  to  the 
Minister  of  the  Interior.  "Now  3'ou  are 
rich,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  man,  "but  at  what 
a  price  !  " — "  Listen,  friend,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo.  "  I  do  not  Avish  to  cause  you  anj' 
remorse  ;  believe  me,  then,  when  I  swear 
to  you  that  you  have  wronged  no  man, 
but  on  the  contrary  have  benefited  man- 
kind." The  man  looked  at  the  bank-notes, 
felt  them,  counted  them  ;  he  turned  pale, 
tlien  red ;  then  rushed  into  his  room  to 
drink  a  glass  of  water,  but  he  had  no  time 
to  reach  the  water-jug,  and  fainted  in  the 
midst  of  his  dried  herbs.  Five  minutes 
after  the  new  telegram  reached  the  min- 
ister, Debray  had  the  horses  put  to  his 
carriage,  and  drove  to  Danglars', 

"Has  your  luisband  any  Spanish 
bonds?"  he  asked  of  the  baroness, 

"I  think  so,  indeed!  He  has  six  mil- 
lions' worth," 

"  He  nmst  sell  them  at  whatever  price," 

"Why?" 

"Because  Don  Carlos  has  fled  from 
Bourges,  and  has  returned  to  Spain." — 
"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  Debray  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  "The  idea  of  asking  how  I 
hear  the  news  !  "  he  said.  The  baroness 
did  not  wait  foi"  a  repetition  ;  she  ran  to 
her  husband,  who  immediately  hastened 
to  his  agent,  and  ordered  him  to  sell  at 
any  price.  When  it  was  seen  that  Dan- 
glars sold,  the  Spanish  funds  fell  direct- 
ly. Danglars  lost  five  hundred  thous;ind 
francs  ;  b\it  he  rid  himself  of  all  his  Span- 
ish shai-es.  The  same  evening  the  follow- 
ing was  read  in  "  Le  Messager  "  :  "Tele- 
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graphic  dispatch.  The  king,  Don  Carlos 
has  escaped  the  vigilance  exercised  over 
him  at  Bourges,  and  has  returned  to  Spain 
bv  the  Catalonian  frontier.  Barcelona 
has  risen  in  his  favor." 

All  that  evening  nothing  was  spoken  of 
but  the  foresight  of  Danglars,  who  had 
sold  his  shares,  and  of  the  luck  of  the 
stock-jobber,  who  only  lost  five  hundred 
thousand  francs  by  such  a  blow.  Those 
who  had  kept  their  shares,  or  bought 
those  of  Danglars,  looked  upon  themselves 
as  ruined,  and  passed  a  ver^'-  bad  night. 
Next  morning  "Le  Moniteur"  contained 
the  following:  —  "It  was  without  any 
foundation  that '  Le  Messager  '  yesterday 
announced  the  flight  of  Don  Carlos  and 
the  revolt  of  Barcelona.  The  king  (Don 
Carlos)  has  not  left  Bourges.  and  the 
Peninsula  is  in  the  enjoyment  of  profound 
peace.  A  telegraphic  signal,  improperly 
interpreted,  owing  to  the  fog,  was  the 
cause  of  this  error." 

The  funds  rose  one  per  cent  higher  than 
before  the^?^  had  fallen.  This,  reckoning 
his  loss,  and  what  he  had  missed  gaining, 
made  the  difference  of  a  million  to  Dan- 
glars. "  Good  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo  to 
Morrel,  who  was  at  his  house  when  the 
news  arrived  of  the  strange  reverse  of 
fortune  of  which  Danglars  had  been  the 
victim,  "  I  have  just  made  a  discovery  for 
twenty-five  thousand  francs,  for  which  I 
would  have  paid  a  hundred  thousand." 

"  What  have  you  discovered  ?  "  asked 
Morrel. 

"  I  have  just  discovered  the  method  of 
ridding  a  gardener  of  the  dormice  that 
eat  his  peaches." 


CHAPTER  LXII. 

THE  PHANTOMS. 

At  first  sight  the  exterior  of  the  house 
at  Auteuil  presented  nothing  splendid, 
nothing  one  would  expect  from  the 
destined  residence  of  the  magnificent 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo ;  but  this  sim- 
plicity was  but  according  to  the  will  of 
its  master,  who  positively  ordered  noth- 
ing to  be  altered  outside  ;  this  was  seen 
by  examining  the  intoi'ior.  Indeed, 
scarcely  could  the  door  be  opened  before 
the  scene  changed.  M.  Bertnccio  had 
13 


outdone  himself  in  the  taste  displayed 
in  furnishing,  and  in  the  rapidity  with 
which  it  was  executed.  As  formerly  the 
Due  d'Antin  had  in  a  single  night  caused 
a  whole  avenue  of  trees  to  be  cut  down 
that  annoyed  Louis  XIV.,  so  in  three 
daj's  had  M.  Bertuccio  planted  an  entire- 
ly bare  court  with  poplars,  large  spread- 
ing sycamores  shading  the  different  parts 
of  the  house,  before  which,  instead  of  the 
usual  paving  stones,  half  hidden  by  the 
grass,  there  extended  a  turf  lawn  but 
that  morning  laid  down,  and  upon  which 
the  water  was  yet  glistening.  For  the 
rest,  the  orders  had  been  issued  hy  the 
count  ;  he  himself  had  given  a  plan  to 
Bertuccio,  marking  the  spot  where  each 
tree  was  to  be  planted,  and  the  shape  and 
extent  of  the  lawn  which  was  to  succeed 
the  paving-stones.  Thus  the  house  had 
become  unrecognizable,  and  Bertuccio 
himself  declared  he  scarcely  knew  it, 
encircled  as  it  was  by  a  framework  of 
trees.  The  overseer  would  not  have  ob- 
jected, while  he  was  about  it,  to  have 
made  some  improvements  in  the  garden, 
but  the  count  had  positively'  forbidden  it 
to  be  touched.  Bertuccio  made  amends, 
however,  by  loading  the  antechambers, 
staircases,  and  chimneys  with  flowers. 
That  which,  above  all,  manifested  the 
shrewdness  of  the  steward,  and  the  pro- 
found science  of  the  master,  the  one  in 
carrying  out  the  ideas  of  the  other,  was. 
that  this  house,  which  appeared  only  the 
night  before  so  sad  and  gloomy,  impreg- 
nated with  that  sickly  smell  one  can 
almost  fancy  to  be  the  smell  of  time,  had, 
in  one  day.  acquired  the  aspect  of  life, 
was  scented  with  its  master's  favorit-e 
perfumes,  and  had  the  very  light  regu- 
lated according  to  his  wish.  When  the 
count  arrived,  he  had  under  his  touch 
his  books  and  arms,  his  eyes  rested 
upon  his  favorite  pictures :  his  dogs, 
whose  caresses  lie  loved,  welcomed  him 
in  the  antechamber ;  the  birds,  whose 
songs  delighted  him.  cheered  him  with 
their  music :  and  the  house,  awakened 
from  its  long  sleep,  like  the  sleeping 
b(\iuty  in  the  wood,  lived,  sang,  and 
bloomed  like  the  houses  we  have  long 
cherished,    and    in    which,    when    we   arc 


386 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DLMAS. 


forced  to  leave  them,  we  leave  a  part  of 
our  souls.  The  servants  passed  gayly 
along-  the  fine  courtyard ;  some,,  belong-- 
ing-  to  the  kitchens,  gliding  down  the 
stairs,  restored  but  the  previous  day,  as 
if  they  had  always  inhabited  the  house ; 
others  filling  the  coach-houses,  where  the 
equipages,  encased  and  numbered,  ap- 
peared to  have  been  installed  for  the 
last  fifty  years ;  and  in  the  stables  the 
horses  replied  by  neighing  to  the  grooms, 
who  spoke  to  them  with  much  more  re- 
spect than  many  servants  paj-  their 
masters. 

The  library  w^as  divided  into  two  parts 
on  either  side  of  the  wall,  and  contained 
upward  of  two  thousand  volumes ;  one 
division  was  entirely  devoted  to  novels ; 
and  even  the  one  which  had  been  pub- 
lished but  the  day  before  was  to  be  seen 
in  its  place  in  all  the  dignity  of  its  red  and 
gold  binding.  On  the  other  side  of  the 
house,  to  match  with  the  library,  was  the 
conservatory,  ornamented  with  rare  flow- 
ers, blossoming  in  china  jars  ;  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  greenhouse,  marvelous  alike 
to  sight  and  smell,  was  a  billiard-table, 
apparently  abandoned  during  the  last 
hour  by  the  players,  who  had  left  the 
balls  on  the  cloth.  One  chamber  alone 
had  been  respected  by  the  magnificent 
Bertuccio.  Before  this  room,  to  which 
you  could  ascend  by  the  grand,  and  go 
out  by  the  back  staircase,  the  servants 
passed  with  curiositj^  and  Bertuccio  with 
terror.  At  five  o'clock  precisely  the  count 
arrived  before  the  house  at  Auteuil,  fol- 
lowed by  All.  Bertuccio  was  awaiting 
this  arrival  with  impatience,  mingled 
with  uneasiness ;  he  hoped  for  some  com- 
pliments, while,  at  the  same  time,  he 
feared  to  have  frowns.  Monte-Cristo  dc- 
scend«!d  into  the  courtyard,  walked  all 
over  the  house,  without  giving  any  sign 
of  approbation  or  displeasure,  until  lie  en- 
tered his  bed-room,  situated  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  closed  room  ;  when  lie  ap- 
proached a  little  piece  of  furniture,  made 
of  rosewood,  which  we  remember  to  have 
noticed  on  a  previous  occasion.  "That 
will  at  least  serve  to  put  my  gloves  in," 
he  said. 

*'  Will    your    e.vcellency  deign    to    open 


it?"'  said  the  delighted  Bertuccio,  "and 
you  will  find  gloves  in  it.*'  In  all  the  rest 
of  the  furniture  the  count  found  every- 
thing he  required — smelling-bottles,  ci- 
gars, bijouterie. 

"  Good  !  "  he  said  ;  and  M.  Bertuccio 
left  enraptured,  so  great,  so  powerful  and 
real  was  the  influence  exercised  by  this 
man  over  all  who  surrounded  him.  At 
preciselj"^  six  o'clock  the  clatter  of  horses' 
hoofs  was  heard  at  the  entrance  door  ;  it 
was  our  captain  of  Spahis,  who  had  ar- 
rived on  Medea.  ""I  am  sure  I  am  the 
first,"  cried  Morrel ;  '•  I  did  it  on  purpose 
to  have  you  a  minute  to  myself,  before 
ever}^  one  came.  Julie  and  Emmanuel 
have  a  thousand  things  to  tell  you.  Ah  ! 
really  this  is  magrnificent  !  But  tell  me, 
count,  will  your  people  take  care  of  my 
horse?" — "Do  not  alarm  yourself,  my 
dear  Maximilian — they  understand. " 

"  I  mean,  because  he  wants  petting-.  If 
3^ou  had  seen  at  what  a  pace  he  came,  like 
the  wind  !  " — "'  I  should  think  so — a  horse 
that  cost  5,000  francs ! "  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  in  the  tone  which  a  father  would 
use  toward  a  son. 

"  Do  3'ou  regret  them  ?  "  asked  Morrel, 
with  his  open  laugh. 

"  I  ?  Certainly  not,"  replied  the  count. 
"  No ;  I  should  onl^'  reg-i'et  if  the  horse 
had  not  proved  g-ood.'" — "It  is  so  good 
that  I  have  distanced  M.  de  Chateau- 
Renaud,  one  of  the  best  riders  in  France, 
and  M.  Debra^',  who  both  mount  the 
minister's  Arabians  ;  and  close  at  their 
In.'els  are  the  horses  of  Madame  Danglars, 
who  always  go  at  six  leagues  an  hour." 

"Then  they  follow  you  ? "  asked  Monte- 
Cristo. 

"  See,  they  are  here  ! ''  And  at  the  same 
minute  a  carriage  with  smoking  horses.ac- 
companied  by  two  mounted  gentlemen,  ar- 
rived at  tlu> gate,  which  opened  befonMhem. 
The  carriage  drove  round,  and  slopped  at 
the  steps,  followed  by  the  horsemen.  The 
instant  Debray  had  touched  the  ground 
he  was  at  the  carriage-door.  He  of- 
fered liis  hand  to  the  l)aroness,  who, 
descending,  took  it  with  a  peculia?'it\'  of 
manner  iuiperceptil^le  to  every  one  but 
Monte-Cristo.  But  nothing-  escaped  the 
count's    notice;   and   he  observed   a   litt,le 
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note,  slipped  with  an  indescribable  ease, 
bespeaking"  the  frequent  practice  of  this 
maneuver,  from  the  hand  of  Madame 
Dano-lars  to  that  of  the  minister's  secre- 
t2iYy.  After  his  wife  the  banker  descended, 
pale,  as  thoug-h  he  had  issued  from  his 
tomb,  instead  of  his  carriag-e.  Madame 
Danglars  threw  a  rapid  and  inquiring- 
g-lance  around,  which  could  only  be  in- 
terpreted b}^  Monte-Cristo,  embracing-  the 
courtyard,  the  peristyle,  and  the  fi-ont  of 
the  house  ;  then,  repressing-  a  slig-ht  emo- 
tion, which  must  have  been  seen  on  her 
countenance  if  she  had  permitted  her  face 
to  become  pale,  she  ascended  the  steps, 
saving-  to  Morrel,  ''  Sir,  if  you  were  a 
friend  of  mine,  I  should  ask  j'ou  if  3^ou 
would  sell  your  horse." 

Morrel  smiled  with  an  expression  very 
like  a  grimace,  and  then  turned  round  to 
Monte-Cristo,  as  if  to  ask  him  to  extricate 
him  from  his  embarrassment.  The  count 
understood  him.  "  Ah,  madame  I  "  he 
said,  "  why  did  you  not  make  that  request 
of  me  ?  " — "  With  j^ou,  sir,"  replied  the 
baroness,  '*  one  can  wash  for  nothing,  one 
is  so  sure  to  obtain  it.  If  it  were  so  with 
M.  Morrel—" 

"Unfortunately,"  replied  the  count, 
''  I  am  witness  that  M.  Morrel  cannot  give 
up  his  horse,  his  honor  being  engaged  in 
keeping  it." 

"  How  so  ?  " — "  He  laid  a  wager  he 
would  tame  Medea  in  the  space  of  six 
months.  You  understand  now  that  if  he 
were  to  get  rid  of  it  before  the  time  named, 
he  would  not  only  lose  his  bet,  but  people 
would  say  he  was  afraid  of  it ;  and  a  brave 
captain  of  Spahis  cannot  risk  this,  even 
to  gratifj^  a  pretty  woman,  which  is,  in 
my  opinion,  one  of  the  most  sacred  obliga- 
tions in  the  world." 

''You  see  my  position,  madame,"  said 
Morrel,  bestowing  a  grateful  smile  on 
Monte-Cristo. 

"It  seems  to  me,"  said  Danglars,  in 
his  coarse  tone,  ill-concealed  b3'^  a  forced 
smile,  "  that  you  have  already  got  horses 
enough."  Madame  Danglars  seldom  al- 
lowed remarks  of  this  kind  to  pass 
unnoticed  ;  but,  to  the  surprise  of  the 
young  people,  she  pretended  not  to  hear 
it,  and  said  nothing.     Monte-Cristo  smiled 


at  her  unusual  humility,  and  showed  her 
two  immense  porcelain  jars,  covered  with 
marine  plants,  of  a  size  and  delicacy  that 
could  alone  emanate  from  nature.  The 
baroness  was  astonished.  "  Why,"'  said 
she,  "you  could  plant  one  of  the  chestnut- 
trees  in  the  Tuileries  inside  !  How  can 
such  enormous  jars  have  been  manufact- 
ured ?  " — "  Ah,  madame  !"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  you  must  not  ask  of  us,  the 
manufacturers  of  glass-muslin,  such  a 
question.  It  is  the  work  of  another  age, 
constructed  by  the  genii  of  earth  and 
water." — "  How  so  ?  —  at  what  period 
can  that  have  been?" 

"  I  do  not  know  ;  I  have  only  heard  that 
an  emperor  of  China  had  an  oven  built 
expressly,  and  that  in  this  oven  twelve 
jars  like  this  were  successively  baked. 
Two  broke,  from  the  heat  of  the  fire  : 
the  other  ten  were  sunk  three  hundred 
fathoms  deep  into  the  sea.  The  sea,  know- 
ing what  w^as  required  of  her,  threw  over 
them  her  weeds,  encircled  them  with  coral, 
and  incrusted  them  with  shells  :  the  whole 
was  cemented  hy  two  hundred  years  be- 
neath these  almost  impervious  depths,  for 
a  revolution  carried  away  the  emperor 
who  wished  to  make  the  trial,  and  onl}' 
left  the  documents  proving  the  manufact- 
ure of  the  jars  and  their  descent  into  the 
sea.  At  the  end  of  two  hundred  years  the 
documents  were  found,  and  the}-  thought 
of  bringing  up  the  jars.  Divers  descended 
in  machines,  made  expressly  on  the  dis- 
covery, into  the  bay  where  they  were 
thrown  ;  but  of  ten  three  only  remained, 
the  rest  having  been  broken  \)\  the  waves. 
I  am  fond  of  these  jars,  upon  which,  per- 
haps, misshapen,  frightful  monsters  liave 
fixed  their  cold,  dull  eyes,  and  in  which 
myriads  of  small  fish  have  slept,  seeking 
a  refuge  from  the  pursuit  of  their  ene- 
mies." Meanwhile,  Danglars,  who  had 
cared  little  for  curiosities,  was  mechani- 
cally tearing  olT  the  blossoms  of  a  splen- 
did ornnge-tree,  one  after  another.  When 
he  had  finished  with  the  orange-treo.  he 
began  at  the  cactus  :  but  this,  not  being 
so  easily  plucked  as  the  orange-ti'eo, 
piicked  him  dreadfully.  Ho  shuddered, 
and  rubbed  his  eyes  as  though  awaking 
from  a  dream. 
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"  Sir,"  said  Monte-Cristo  to  him,  '•  I  do 
not  recommend  my  pictures  to  you,  who 
possess  such  splendid  paintings ;  but, 
nevertheless,  here  are  two  by  Hobbima, 
a  Paul  Potter,  a  Mieris,  two  by  Gerard 
Douw,  a  Rapliael,  a  Vand^'ke,  a  Zurbaran, 
and  two  or  three  by  Murillo,  worth  look- 
in «:  at."— ••  Stay  !  "  said  Debray  ;  "I 
recognize  this  Hobbima." 

''Ah,  indeed!" — ''Yes;  it  was  pro- 
posed for  the  Museum." 

*'  Which,  I  believe,  does  not  contain 
one  ?  "  said   Monte-Cristo. 

''No  ;  and  yet  they  refused  to  buy  it." 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Chateau-Renaud. 

"  You  pretend  not  to  know — because 
government  was  not  rich  enough." — "Ah  ! 
pardon  me  !  "  said  Chateau-Renaud  ;  "I 
have  heard  of  these  things  every  day  dur- 
ing the  last  eight  years,  and  I  cannot 
understand  them  yet." 

'•  You  will,  b3'^-and-b3% "  said  Debray. 

•'  I  think  not,"  replied  Chateau-Renaud. 

"Major  Bartolomeo  Cavalcanti  and 
Count  Andrea  Cavalcanti  !  "  announced 
Baptistin.  A  black  satin  stock,  fresh  from 
the  maker's  hands,  gray  mustaches,  a  bold 
eye,  a  major's  uniform,  ornamented  with 
three  medals  and  five  crosses — in  fact,  the 
thorough  bearing  of  an  old  soldier — such 
was  the  appearance  of  Major  Bartolomeo 
Cavalcanti,  that  tender  father  with  whom 
we  are  already  acquainted.  Close  to  him, 
dressed  in  entirely  new  clothes,  advanced 
smilingly  Count  Andrea  Cavalcanti,  the 
dutiful  son.  whom  we  also  know.  The 
three  young  people  were  talking  together. 
On  the  entrance  of  the  new  comers,  their 
eyes  glanced  from  father  to  son,  and  then, 
naturally  enough,  rested  on  the  latter, 
whom  the3'^  began  criticising.  "  Caval- 
canti !"  said  Debray.— "  A  fine  name," 
said  Morrel.— "  Ye.s,"  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud, "  tliese  Italians  are  well  named 
and    badly   dressed." 

"  You  are  fastidious,  Chateau-Renaud," 
replied  Debray,  "  those  clothes  are  well 
cut  and  quite  new." 

"  That  is  just  what  I  find  fault  with. 
That  gentleman  appcsai-s  to  b(^  well-dressed 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life." — "Who  are 
those  gentlemen  ? "  a.sked  Danglars  of 
Monte-Cristo. 


"You  heard — Cavalcanti." 

"  That  tells  me  their  name,  and  nothing 
else." — "Ah!  true.  You  do  not  know 
the  Italian  nobility ;  the  Cavalcanti  are 
all  descended  from  princes." 

"Have  they  any  fortune  ?  " 

"  An  enormous  one." 

"What  do  they  do?" — "  Try  to  spenu 
it  all.  Thc^"^  have  some  business  with  you, 
I  think,  from  what  they  told  me  the  day 
before  yesterday.  I,  indeed,  invited  them 
here  to-day  on  your  account.  I  will  intro- 
duce you  to  them." 

"  But  the3'  appear  to  speak  French  with 
a  very  pure  accent,"  said  Danglars. 

"The  son  has  been  educated  in  a  college 
in  the  south ;  I  believe  near  Marseilles. 
You  will  find  him  quite  enthusiastic." 

"  Upon  what  subject  ?  "  asked  Madame 
Danglars. 

"  The  French  ladies,  madame.  He  has 
made  up  his  mind  to  take  a  wife  from 
Paris." — "A  fine  idea  that  of  his  !  "  said 
Danglars,  shrugging  his  shouldei's.  Mad- 
ame Danglars  looked  at  her  husband 
with  an  expression  which,  at  an^^  other 
time,  would  have  indicated  a  storm,  but 
for  the  second  time  she  oontrolled  herself. 
"The  baron  appears  thoughtful  to-day," 
said  Monte-Cristo  to  her  ;  "  are  they  going 
to  put  him  in  the  ministrj^  ?  " — '•  Not  yet, 
I  think.  More  likely  he  has  been  specu- 
lating on  the  Bourse,  and  has  lost  money." 

"  M.  and  Miidame  de  Villefort !  "  cried 
Baptistin.  They  entered.  M.  de  Villefort, 
notwithstanding  his  self-control,  was  vis- 
ibl^-^  alTected ;  and  when  Monte-Cristo 
touched  his  hand  he  felt  it  tremble.  "  Cer- 
tainly, women  aloue  know  how  to  dissinui- 
late,"  said  Monte-Cristo  to  himself,  glanc- 
ing at  Madame  Danglars,  who  was  smiling 
on  the  procureur  du  roi,  and  embracing 
his  wife.  After  a  short  time,  the  count 
saw  BiMi-uccio,  who,  until  then,  had  been 
occupied  on  the  other  side  of  the  house, 
glide  into  an  adjoining  room.  He  went 
to  him.  "  What  do  you  want .  M.  Ber- 
tuccio  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Your  excellency  has  not.  stated  t  lit^ 
nunil)ei'  of  guests." 

"  Ah,  true  1  " — "  How  many  cover.s  ?  " 

"  Count  for  3'ourself." 

"  Is  every  one  here,  your  excellency  ?  " 
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"Yes." 

Bertuccio  glanced  through  the  door, 
which  was  ajar.  The  count  watched  him. 
"  Good  heavens  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  said  the  count. 

"  That  woman — that  woman  !  " 

"Which?" 

"  Tlie  one  with  a  white  dress  and  so 
many  diamonds — tlie  fair  one." 

"  Madame  Dauglars  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  her  name  ;  but  it  is  she, 
sir,  it  is  she  !  " 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  " — "The  woman 
of  the  garden  ! — she  that  was  enciente 
— she  who  was  walking  while  she  waited 
for — "  Bertuccio  stood  at  the  open  door, 
with  his  eyes  starting  and  his  hair  on  end. 

"  Waiting  for  whom  ?  "  Bertuccio,  with- 
out answeriilg,  pointed  to  Villefort  with 
something  of  the  gesture  Macbeth  uses  to 
point  out  Banquo.  "  Oh,  oh  !  "  he  at  length 
muttered,  "do  you  see  ?  " 

"  What  ?     Who  ?  "— "  Him  !  " 

"Him  ! — M.  de  Villefort,  the  procureur 
du  roi  ?     Certainl^'^  I  see  him." 

"  Then  I  did  not  kill  him  !  " 

"Really,  I  think  3'ou  are  going  mad, 
good  Bertuccio,"  said  the  count. 

"  Then  he  is  not  dead  !  " 

"No;  you  see  plainly  he  is  not  dead. 
Instead  of  striking  between  the  sixth  and 
seventh  left  rib,  as  yo\xv  countrymen  do, 
you  must  have  struck  higher  or  lower ; 
and  life  is  very  tenacious  in  these  law- 
yers, or  rather  there  is  no  truth  in  any- 
thing you  have  told  me — it  was  a  flight  of 
the  imagination,  a  dream  of  your  fancy. 
You  went  to  sleep  full  of  thoughts  of  ven- 
geance ;  they  weighed  heavilj'-  upon  your 
stomach  ;  you  had  the  nightmare — that's 
all.  Come,  calm  yourself,  and  reckon : 
M.  and  Madame  de  Villefort,  two;  M. 
and  Madame  Danglars,  four ;  M.  de 
Chateau-Renaud,  M.  Debray,  M.  Morrel, 
seven;  Major  Bartolomeo  Cavalcant.i, 
eight. "  —  "  Eight !  "  repeated  Bertuccio. 

"Stop!  You  are  in  a  shocknig  huny 
to  be  off — yo\x  forget  one  of  my  guests. 
Lean  a  little  to  the  left.  Stay  !  look  at 
M.  Andrea  Cavalcanti,  that  young  man 
in  a  black  coat,  looking  at  Murillo's  Ma- 
donna;  now  he  is  turning."  This  time 
Bertuccio    wouUl     have    uttered    an    ex- 


clamation, had  not  a  look  from  Monte- 
Cristo  silenced  him.  "Benedetto?"  he 
muttered  ;  "  fatality  !  " — "  Half-past  six 
o'clock  has  just  struck,  M.  Bertuccio," 
said  the  count,  severely';  "  I  ordered  din- 
ner at  that  hour,  and  I  do  not  like  to 
wait;"  and  he  returned  to  his  guests, 
while  Bertuccio,  leaning  against  the  wall, 
succeeded  in  reaching  the  dining-room. 
Five  minutes  afterward  the  doors  of  tlie 
drawing-room  were  thrown  open,  and 
Bertuccio,  appearing,  said,  with  a  vio- 
lent effort,  "The  dinner  waits." 

The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  offered  his 
arm  to  Madame  de  Villefort.  "  M.  de 
Villefort,"  he  said,  "  will  you  conduct  the 
Baroness  Danglars  ?  " 

Villefort  complied,  and  they  passed  on 
to  the  dining-room. 


CHAPTER    LXni. 

THE    DINNER. 

It  was  evident  that  one  sentiment  per- 
vaded the  whole  of  the  guests  on  entering 
the  dining-room.  Each  one  asked  him- 
self what  strange  influence  had  conducted 
them  to  this  house  ;  and  3'et  astonished, 
even  uneasy  though  they  were,  they  still 
felt  they  would  not  like  to  be  absent.  The 
recent  events,  the  solitary  and  eccentric 
position  of  the  count,  his  enormous,  nay, 
almost  incredible  fortune,  should  have 
made  men  cautious,  and  have  altogether 
prevented  ladies  visiting  a  house  where 
there  was  no  one  of  their  own  sex  to  re- 
ceive them  ;  and  j^et  both  had  passed  the 
bounds  of  prudence  and  decorum.  Stimu- 
lated by  an  invincible  curiosity,  there 
were  none  present,  even  including  Caval- 
canti and  his  son.  notwithstanding  the 
stiffness  of  the  one  and  the  carelessness 
of  the  other,  who  were  not  thoughtful,  on 
finding'  themselves  assembled  at  the  house 
of  this  incomprehensible  man.  Madame 
Danglais  had  started  when  Villefort,  on 
the  count's  invitation,  offered  his  arm; 
and  Villefort  felt  that  his  glance  was  \m- 
easy  beneath  his  gold  spectacles,  when  he 
felt  the  arm  of  the  baroness  press  upon 
his  own.  None  of  this  had  escaped  the 
count,  and  even  by  this  more  contact  of 
individuals  the  scene  had  already  acquiretl 
considerable  interest  for  an  observer.     M. 
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de  Villefort  had  on  the  rig-ht  hand  Mad- 
ame Dang-lars,  on  his  left  Morrel.  The 
count  was  seated  between  Madame  de 
Villefort  and  Dang-lars ;  the  other  seats 
were  filled  by  Debray,  who  was  placed  be- 
tween the  two  Cavalcanti,  and  by  Cha- 
teau-Renaud,  seated  between  Madame  de 
Villefort  and  Morrel. 

The  repast  was  mag-nificent ;  Monte- 
Cristo  had  endeavored  completely  to 
overturn  the  Parisian  ideas,  and  to  feed 
the  curiosity  as  much  as  the  appe- 
tite of  his  g-uests.  It  was  an  Oriental 
feast  that  he  offered  to  them,  but  of  such 
a  kind  as  the  Arabian  fairies  mig-ht  be 
supposed  to  prepare.  Every  delicious  fruit 
that  the  four  quarters  of  the  g-lobe  could 
provide  was  heaped  in  vases  from  China 
and  jars  from  Japan.  Rare  birds,  retain- 
ing- their  most  brilliant  plumage,  enor- 
mous fish,  spread  upon  massive  silver 
dishes,  tog-ether  with  every  wine  pro- 
duced in  the  Archipelag'o,  Asia  Minor, 
or  the  Cape,  sparkling-  in  bottles,  whose 
g-rotesque  shape  seemed  to  give  an  ad- 
ditional flavor  to  the  wine  :  all  these,  like 
one  of  those  displays  with  which  Apicius 
of  old  gratified  his  g-uests,  passed  in  re- 
view before  the  eyes  of  the  astonished 
Parisians,  who  understood  that  it  was 
possible  to  expend  $5,000  upon  a  dinner 
for  ten  persons,  but  only  on  the  condition 
of  eating  pearls,  like  Cleopatra,  or  drink- 
ing- beaten  .gold,  like  Lorenzo  de'  Medici. 
Monte-Cristo  noticed  the  general  aston- 
ishment, and  beg-an  laug-hing  and  joking- 
about  it.  ''Gentlemen,"  he  said,  ''you 
will  admit  that,  when  arrived  at  a  cer- 
tain degree  of  fortune,  the  superfluities  of 
life  are  all  that  can  be  dosii'ed  ;  and  the 
ladies  will  allow  that,  after  having-  risen 
to  a  certain  eminence  of  position,  the  ideal 
alone  can  be  more  oxalted.  Now,  to  fol- 
low out  this  reasoning,  what  is  the  mar- 
velous?— that  which  we  do  not  under- 
stand. What  is  it  that  we  reallj'  de- 
sire?— that  wliicli  \v(!  cannot  obtain.  Now. 
to  see  things  which  I  cannot  understand, 
to  procure  impossibilities,  these  are  the 
study  of  my  life.  I  gratify  my  wishes  by 
two  means — my  will  and  my  money.  I 
take  as  much  interest  in  the  pursuit  of 
some  whims,  as  you  do.  M.  Danglars,  in 


forming  a  new  railway  line  ;  j^ou,  M.  de 
Villefort,  in  condemning  a  culprit  to  death; 
you,  M.  Debray,  in  pacifying-  a  kingdom ; 
you,  M.  de  Chateau-Renaud,  in  pleasing  a 
woman  :  and  you,  Morrel,  in  breaking  a 
horse  that  no  one  can  ride.  For  example, 
3^ou.see  these  two  fish  ;  one  brought  fifty 
leagues  beyond  St.  Petersburg,  the  other 
five  leagues  from  Naples.  Is  it  not  amus- 
ing to  see  them  both  on  the  same  table  ?  " 

"  What  are  the  two  fish  ?  "  asked  Dan- 
glars. — "M.  Chateau-Renaud,  who  has 
lived  in  Russia,  will  tell  you  the  name  of 
one,  and  Major  Cavalcanti,  who  is  an 
Italian,  will  tell  you  the  name  of  the 
other." 

"  This  one  is,  I  think,  a  sterlet,"  said 
Chateau-Renaud . 

"  And  that  one,  if  I  mistal^e  not,  a  lam- 
prey."—  "Just  so.  Now  M.  Danglars, 
ask  these  gentlemen  where  they  are 
caught." 

"  Sterlets,"  said  Chateau-Renaud,  "  are 
only  found  in  the  Volga." 

"And,"  said  Cavalcanti,  "  1  know  that 
Lake  Fusaro  alone  supplies  lampreys  of 
that  size." 

"Exacth';  one  comes  from  the  Volga, 
and  the  other  from  Lake  Fusaro." 

"  Impossible  !  "  cried  all  the  guests  sim- 
ultaneously. 

"  Well,  this  is  just  what  amuses  me," 
said  Monte-Cristo.  "  I  am  lil^e  Nero — 
cvjn'tor  impossibilium ;  and  that  it  is 
which  is  amusing  3'ou  at  this  moment. 
This  fish,  which  seems  so  exquisite  to  you, 
is  very  lilvely  no  better  tlian  perch  or  sal- 
mon ;  but  it  seemed  impossible  to  procure 
it,  and  here  it  is." 

"  But  how  coukl  you  have  these  fish 
brought  to  France  ?  " 

"  Oh,  not  hing  more  eas^'.  Each  fish 
was  brouglit  over  in  a  cask — one  filled 
with  river  herbs  and  weeds,  the  other 
with  rushes  and  lake  plants  ;  they  were 
placed  in  a  wagon  built  on  purpose ;  and 
tlius  the  sterlet  lived  twelve  days,  the 
lamprey  eight ;  and  both  were  alive  when 
my  cook  .seized  them,  killing  one  with  milk 
and  the  other  with  wine.  You  do  not  be- 
lieve me,  ^1.  Dang-lars  I  " 

"I  cannot  help  doubting,"  answered 
Danglars,  with  his  stupid  smile. 
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*'  Baptistin,"  said  the  count,  "  have  the 
other  fish  brought  in — the  sterlet  and  the 
lamprey  which  came  in  the  otlier  casks, 
and  wliich  are  yet  alive."  Dang-lars 
opened  his  bewildered  eyes;  the  companj^ 
clapped  their  hands.  Four  servants  car- 
ried in  two  casks  covered  with  aquatic 
plants,  and  in  each  of  which  was  breathing- 
a  fish  similar  to  those  on  the  table. 

"But  why  have  two  of  each  sort?" 
asked  Danglars. 

**  Merely  because  one  might  have  died," 
carelessly  answered  Monte-Cristo. — "You 
are  certainl}''  an  extraordinary  man,"  said 
Danglars;  ''and  philosophers  ma}^  well 
say  it  is  a  fine  thing-  to  be  rich." 

"And  to  have  ideas,"  added  Madame 
Danglars. 

''Oh,  do  not  give  me  credit  for  this, 
madame ;  it  was  done  by  the  Romans, 
who  much  esteemed  them ;  and  Pliny  re- 
lates that  they  sent  slaves  from  Ostia  to 
Rome,  who  carried  on  their  heads  fish 
which  he  calls  the  mulus,  and  which, 
from  the  description,  must  probably  be 
the  gold-fish.  It  was  also  considered  a 
luxury  to  have  them  alive,  it  being  an 
amusing  sight  to  see  them  die  ;  for,  when 
dying,  they  change  color  three  or  four 
times,  and,  like  the  rainbow  when  it  dis- 
appears, pass  through  all  the  prismatic 
shades  ;  after  which  they  were  sent  to  the 
kitchen.  Their  agony  formed  part  of  their 
merit :  if  they  were  not  seen  alive,  they 
were  despised  when  dead." 

"  Yes,"  said  Debray  ;  "  but  then  Ostia 
is  only  a  few  leagues  from  Rome." 

"  True,"  said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  but  what 
Would  be  the  use  of  living  1800  years  after 
Lucullus  if  we  can  do  no  better  than  he 
could  ?"  The  two  Cavalcanti  opened  their 
enormous  eyes,  but  had  the  good  sense 
not  to  say  anything.  "  All  this  is  very 
extraordinary,"  said  Chateau-Renaud  ; 
"  still  what  I  admii-e  the  most,  I  confess, 
is  the  marvelous  promptitude  with  which 
your  orders  are  executed.  Is  it  not  true 
that  you  only  bought  this  house  five  or 
six  days  ago  ?  "—"  Certainly  not  longer." 

"  Well,  I  am  sure,  it  is  quite  trans- 
formed since  last  week.  If  I  remember 
rightly,  it  had  another  entrance,  and  the 
courtyard  was  paved  and   empty  ;  while 


to-day  we  have  a  splendid  lawn,  bordered 
b3'  trees  which  appear  to  be  a  hundred 
years  old." — "  Why  not  ?  I  am  fond  of 
grass  and  shade,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Yes,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort,  "the 
door  was  tow^ard  the  road  before  ;  and  on 
the  day  of  m^-  miraculous  escape  you 
brought  me  into  the  house  from  the  road, 
I  remember." — "  Yes,  madame,"  said 
Monte-Cristo ;  "  but  I  preferred  having 
an  entrance  which  would  allow  me  to  see 
the  Bois  de  Boulogne  over  my  gate." 

"In  four  days!"  said  Morrel ;  "it  is 
extraordinary  !  " 

"Indeed,"  said  Chateau-Renaud,  "it 
seems  quite  miraculous  to  make  a  new 
house  out  of  an  old  one ;  for  it  was  very 
old,  and  dull  too.  I  recollect  coming  for 
my  mother  to  look  at  it  when  M.  de 
Saint-Meran  advertised  it  for  sale  two  or 
three  years  ago." — "'  M.  deSaint-MeranI" 
said  Madame  de  Villefort  ;  "  then  this 
house  belonged  to  M.  de  Saint-Meran  be- 
fore you  bought  it  ?  " — "'  It  appears  so," 
replied  Monte-Cristo. 

"  How  ?  do  you  not  know  of  whom  you 
purchased  it?  " 

"No,  indeed  ;  my  steward  transacts  all 
this  business  for  me." — "  It  is  certainly 
ten  j^ears  since  the  house  had  been  occu- 
pied," said  Chateau-Renaud,  "  and  it  was 
quite  melancholy  to  look  at  it,  with  the 
blinds  closed,  the  dooi-s  locked,  and  the 
weeds  in  the  court.  Really,  if  the  house 
had  not  belonged  to  the  father-in-law  of 
the  procureur  du  roi,  one  might  have 
thought  Id  some  accursed  place  where  a 
horrible  crime  had  been  committed." 
Villefort,  who  had  hitherto  not  tasted  the 
three  or  four  glasses  of  rare  wine  which 
were  placed  before  him,  here  took  one, 
and  drank  it  off.  Monte-Cristo  allowed  a 
short  time  to  elapse,  and  then  said.  "  It 
is  singular,  baron,  but  the  same  idea 
came  across  me  the  fii"st  time  I  entered 
it  ;  it  looked  so  gloomy  I  should  never 
have  bought  it  if  my  steward  had  not 
acted  for  me.  Perhaps  the  follow  had 
been  bribed  by  the  notary." 

"It  is  probable,"  staniiuorod  out  De 
Villefort;  "but,  believe  me.  I  have  noth- 
ing to  do  with  this  coiruption .  This  house 
is  part  of  the  marriage-porlion  of  Valcu- 
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tine,  and  M.  de  Saint-Merati  wished  to 
sell  it ;  for,  if  it  had  remained  another 
year  or  two  uninhabited,  it  would  have 
fallen  to  ruin."  It  was  Morrel's  turn  to 
become  pale.  "  There  was,  above  all,  one 
room,"  continued  Monte-Cristo,  "very 
plain  in  appearance,  hung-  with  red  dam- 
ask, which,  I  know  not  why,  appeared  to 
me  quite  dramatic." — "  Whj'  so  ?  "  said 
Danglars  ;  "  why  dramatic  ?  " 

"Can  we  account  for  instinct?"  said 
Monte-Cristo.  "  Are  there  not  some  places 
where  we  seem  to  breathe  sadness  ? — why, 
we  cannot  tell.  It  is  a  chain  of  recollec- 
tions— an  idea,  which  carries  you  back  to 
other  times,  to  other  places — which,  ver^^ 
likel}',  have  no  connection  with  the  present 
time  and  place.  And  there  is  something-  in 
this  room  which  reminds  me  forcibly  of  the 
chamber  of  the  Marchioness  de  Ganges  or 
Desdemona.  Stay,  since  we  have  finished 
dinner,  I  will  show  it  to  you,  and  then  we 
will  take  coffee  in  the  garden.  After  dinner, 
the  play."  Monte-Cristo  looked  inquiringly 
at  his  guests.  Madame  de  Villefort  rose, 
Monte-Cristo  did  the  same,  and  the  rest 
followed  their  example.  Villefort  and 
Madame  Danglars  remained  for  a  mo- 
ment, as  if  rooted  to  their  seats ;  they 
interrogated  each  other  with  cold  glazed 
eyes.  "  Did  you  hear  ?"  said  Madame 
Danglars. 

"  We  must  go,"  replied  Villefort,  offer- 
ing his  arm.  Every  one  else  was  already 
scattered  in  different  parts  of  the  house, 
urged  by  curiosity  ;  for  they  thought  the 
visit  would  not  be  limited  to  the  one  room, 
and  that,  at  the  same  time,  they  would 
obtain  a  view  of  the  rest  of  the  building, 
of  which  Monte-Cristo  had  created  a  pal- 
ace. Each  one  went  out  by  the  open  doors. 
Monte-Cristo  waited  for  the  two  who  re- 
mained ;  then,  when  they  had  passed,  he 
closed  the  march  with  a  smile,  which,  if 
they  could  have  understood  it,  would 
have  ahirmed  them  much  more  than  n 
visit  to  the  room  they  were  nbout  to  enter. 
They  therefore  began  by  walking  through 
the  apartments,  many  of  which  were  fitted 
up  in  the  Eastern  style,  with  cushions  and 
divans  instead  of  beds,  and  pipes  instead 
of  furniture.  The  drawing-rooms  were 
decorated  with  the  rare.st  pictures,  by  the 


old  masters;  tlie  boudoirs  hung  with  dra- 
peries from  China,  of  fanciful  colors,  fan- 
tastic design  and  wonderful  texture.  At 
length  the^'  arrived  at  the  famous  room. 
There  was  nothing  particular  about  it, 
excepting  that,  although  daylight  had 
disappeared,  it  was  not  lighted,  and  even- 
thing  in  it  remained  antique,  while  the 
rest  of  the  rooms  had  been  re-decorateil . 
These  two  causes  were  enough  to  give  it  a 
gloom^■  tinge.  "Oh  !  "  cried  Madame  de 
Villefort,  "it  is  really  frightful."  Mad- 
ame Danglars  tried  to  utter  a  few  words, 
but  was  not  heard.  Many  observations 
were  made,  the  result  of  which  was  the 
unanimous  opinion  that  there  was  a  sinis- 
ter appearance  in  the  room.  "Is  it  not 
so  ?  "  asked  Monte-Cristo.  "  Look  at  that 
large  clumsy  bed,  hung  with  sucli  gloomy, 
blood-colored  draper}- !  And  those  two 
craj^on  portraits,  that  have  faded,  from 
the  damp  ;  do  they  not  seem  to  say,  with 
their  pale  lips  and  staring  eyes,  *  We  have 
seen  ! ' "  Villefort  became  livid ;  Madame 
Danglars  fell  into  a  long  seat  placed  neiir 
the  chimney.  "  Oh  !"  said  Madame  de 
Villefort,  smiling,  "  are  you  courageous 
enough  to  sit  down  upon  the  very  seat 
perhaps  upon  which  the  crime  was  com- 
mitted ?  "  Madame  Danglars  rose  sud- 
den l3^ 

"  And  then,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  this 
is  not  all." — "What  is  there  more?" 
said  Debray,  who  had  not  failed  to  notice 
the  agitation  of  Madame  Danglars. 

"Ah  !  what  else  is  there?"  said  Dan- 
glars ;  "  for,  at  present,  I  cannot  say 
that  I  have  seen  anything  extraordinary. 
What  do  you  say,  M.  Cavalcanti  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  he,  "  we  have  at  Pisa  the 
tower  of  Ugolino;  at  Ferrara,  the  prison 
of  Tasso  ;  at  Rimini,  the  room  of  Fran- 
cesca  and  Paolo." 

"  Yes,  but  you  have  not  this  little  stair- 
case," said  Motite-Cristo,  opening  a  door 
concealed  by  t lie  drapery.  "Look  at  it, 
and  tell  me  what  you  think  of  it." 

"  What  a  wicked-looking,  crooked  stair- 
case," said  Chateau-Kenaud,  smiling. 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  the  wine  of 
Chios  produces  melancholy,  but  certainly 
everything  appears  to  rae  black  in  this 
house,"  said  Debrav. 
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Ever  since  Valentine's  dowry  had  been 
mentioned,  Morrel  had  been  silent  and 
sad.  '"Can  you  imag-ine,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  some  Othello  or  Abbe  de 
(iang-es,  one  stormy,  dark  night,  descend- 
ing- these  stairs  step  by  step,  carrying-  a 
load,  which  he  wishes  to  hide  from  the 
sight  of  man,  if  not  from  God  ?  "  Mad- 
ame Danglars  half  fainted  on  the  arm  of 
Villefort,  who  was  obliged  to  support  him- 
self against  the  wall.  "Ah,  madame," 
cried  Debray,  "  what  is  the  matter  with 
you?  how  pale  you  look!" — ''This  is 
what  is  the  matter  with  her,"  said  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort ;  '•  it  is  very  simple  : 
M.  de  Monte-Cristo  is  relating-  horrible 
stories  to  us,  doubtless  intending-  to 
frighten  us  to  death." 

''Yes,"  said  Villefort,  "really,  count, 
you  frighten  the  ladies." 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  asked  Debray, 
in  a  whisper,  of  Madame  Danglars. 

"Nothing-,"  she  replied,  with  a  violent 
efifort.  "  I  want  air  !  that  is  all."— "Will 
you  come  into  the  garden  ?  "  said  Debray, 
advancing  toward  the  back  staircase. 

"No,  no!"  she  answered,  "I  would 
rather  remain  here." 

"  Are  you  really  frig-htened,  Madame?" 
said  Monte-Cristo. 

'•  Oh,  no,  sir,"  said  Madame  Dang-lars ; 
"  but  you  suppose  scenes  in  a  manner 
which  gives  them  the  appearance  of  real- 
ity."— "Ah,  yes!"  said  Monte-Cristo 
smiling;  "it  is  all  a  matter  of  the  imagi- 
nation. Why  should  we  not  imagine  this 
the  apartment  of  an  honest  family- wo- 
man ?  And  this  bed  with  red  hangings,  a 
bed  visited  by  the  goddess  Lucina  ?  And 
that  mysterious  staircase,  the  passage 
through  whicb,  not  t)o  disturb  their  sleep, 
the  doctor  and  nurse  pass,  or  even  the 
fathei-  carrying-  the  sleeping-  child  ? " 
Here  Madame  Danglars,  instead  of  being- 
calmed  by  the  soft  picture,  uttered  a  groan 
and  fainted.  "'  Madame  Dangkirs  is  ill," 
said  Villefort ;  "it  would  be  better  to 
take  her  to  her  carriage." 

"  Oh  !  and  I  have  forgotten  my  smelling- 
bottle  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  I  have  mine,"  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort ;  and  she  passed  over  to  Monte-Cristo 
a  bottle  full  of  the  same  kind  of  vy\\  liquid 


whose  good  properties  the  count  had 
tested  on  Edward. 

'•  Ah  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  taking  it 
from  her  hand. — "Yes,"  she  said,  "  at 
your   advice   I  have  tried." 

"And  have  you  succeeded  ?  " 

"I  think  so." 

Madame  Danglars  was  carried  into  the 
adjoining  room;  Monte-Cristo  dropped  a 
very  small  portion  of  the  red  liquid  upon 
her  lips ;  she  returned  to  consciousness. 
"Ah!"  she  cried,  "what  a  frightful 
dream  I  " 

Villefort  pressed  her  hand  to  let  her 
know  it  was  not  a  dream.  M.  Danglars 
was  sought,  but,  little  interested  in  poeti- 
cal ideas,  he  had  g-one  into  the  garden, 
and  was  talking-  with  Major  Cavalcanti 
on  the  projected  railway  from  Leghorn  to 
Florence.  Monte-Cristo  seemed  in  despair. 
He  took  the  arm  of  Madame  Danglars, 
and  conducted  her  into  the  g-arden,  where 
they  found  Danglars  taking  coffee  be- 
tween the  Cavalcanti.  "  Realh',  mad- 
ame," he  said,  "'  did  I  alarm  you  much  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,"  she  answered,  "  but  you 
know,  thing-s  impress  us  differenth-,  ac- 
cording to  the  mood  of  our  minds."  Vil- 
lefort forced  a  laugh.  "And  then,  you 
know,"  he  said,  "an  idea,  a  supposition, 
is  sufficient."  —  "Well,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "you  may  believe  me  if  you  like, 
but  it  is  my  belief  that  a  crime  has  been 
committed  in  this  house." 

"  Take  care  !  "  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort, "  the  procureur  du  roi  is  here." 

"  Ah  !  "  replied  Monte-Cristo,  "  since 
that  is  the  case,  I  will  take  advantag-e  of 
his  presence  to  make  my  declaration." 

"  Your  declaration  !  "  said  Villefort. 

"  Yes,  before  witnesses." 

"Oh,  this  is  very  interesting-,"  said 
Debray  ;  if  there  really  has  been  a  crime, 
we  will  investig-ate  it." — "Thei^e  has  been 
a  crime. "said  ^fonte-Cristo.  "Come  this 
way.  g-entlemen  ;  come,  ]\[.  Villefort.  for 
a  declaration,  to  be  available,  should  be 
made  before  the  competent  authorities." 
lie  then  took  Villefort 's  arm.  and,  at  the 
same  time,  holding  that  of  ^fadame  Dan- 
glars under  his  own.  lie  dragg-ed  the  pro- 
cureur to  the  plantain  tree,  where  the 
shade  was  thickest.     All  the  other  g-uests 
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followed.  ''Stay,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"  here  in  this  ver}'  spot  "  (and  he  stamped 
upon  the  ground),  "  I  had  the  earth  dug- 
up  and  fresh  mould  put  in,  to  refresh  these 
old  trees  ;  well,  m}'^  man,  digging-,  found  a 
box,  or  rather  the  iron-work  of  a  box,  in 
the  midst  of  which  was  the  skeleton  of  a 
newlv-born  infant."  Monte-Cristo  felt 
the  arm  of  Madame  Dan glars stiffen,  while 
that  of  Villefort  trembled.  "  A  newly- 
born  infant  I  "  repeated  Debray  ;  "this 
affair  becomes  serious  !  " 

"Well,"  said  Chateau-Renaud,  "  I  was 
not  wrong-  just  now,  then,  when  I  said  that 
houses  had  souls  and  faces  like  men,  and 
that  their  exteriors  carried  the  impress  of 
their  cliaracters.  This  house  was  g-loomy 
because  it  was  remorseful ;  it  was  I'emorse- 
ful  because  it  concealed  a  crime." — "  Who 
said  it  was  a  crime  ?  "  asked  Villefort, 
with  a  last  effort. 

"  How  ?  is  it  not  a  crime  to  bury  a  liv- 
ing- child  in  a  g-arden  ? "  cried  Monte- 
Cristo.  "And  pray  what  do  you  call 
such  an  action  ?  " 

"  But  who  said  it  was  buried  aliv^e  ?  " 

'*  Why  bur3'^  it  there  if  it  were  dead  ? 
This  g-arden  has  never  been  a  cemetery." 

"  What  is  done  to  infanticides  in  this 
countrj'  ?  "  asked  Major  Cavalcanti,  inno- 
ccnth' . — "  Oh,  their  heads  are  sooft  cut 
off,"  said  Danglars. 

"  Ah  !  indeed  !  "  said  Cavalcanti. 

"  I  think  so  ;  am  I  not  rig-ht,  M.  de 
Villefort  ?  "  asked  Monte-Cristo. 

*'  Yes,  count,"  replied  De  Villefort,  in  a 
voice  now  scarcely  human. 

Monte-Cristo  saw  that  the  two  persons 
for  whom  he  had  prepared  this  scheme 
could  scarcely  bear  it,  so,  not  wishing-  to 
cany  it  too  far,  he  said,  "  Come,  gentle- 
men, some  coffee,  we  seem  to  have  for- 
g-otten  it ;  "  and  he  conducted  the  g-uests 
back  to  the  table  on  the  lawn. 

"Indeed,  coiml,"  said  Madame  Dan- 
g-lars,  "I  am  ashamed  to  own  it,  but  all 
your  frightful  stories  have  so  upset  me, 
thiit  I  must  beg  you  1o  let  me  sit  down  ;" 
and  she  fell  into  a  chair.  Monte-Cristo 
bowed,  and  went  to  Madame  de  Villefort. 
"I  think  Madame  Danglars  again  re- 
(luires  your  bottle,"  lie  said.  But,  before 
Madame   de    Villefort    could    reach    her 


friend,  the  procureur  had  found  time  to 
whisper  to  Madame  Danglars,  "  I  must 
speak  to  3'ou." 

"  When  ?"— "  To-morrow." 

'"Where?" — "In  m^'^  office,  or  in  the 
court,  if  you  like,  that  is  the  surest  place." 

"  I  will  go." — At  this  moment  Madame 
de  Villefort  approached.  "Thanks,  my 
dear  friend,"  said  Madame  Danglars, 
trjang  to  smile ;  "  it  is  over  now,  and  I 
am  much  better." 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 

THE   BEGGAR. 

The  evening-  passed  on  ;  Madame  de 
Villefort  expressed  a  desire  to  return  to 
Paris,  which  Madame  Danglars  had  not 
dared  to  do,  notwithstanding  the  uneasi- 
ness she  experienced.  On  his  wife's  re- 
quest, M.  de  Villefort  was  the  first  to  give 
the  signal  of  departure.  He  offered  a  seat 
in  his  landau  to  Madame  Danglars,  that 
she  might  be  under  the  care  of  his  wife. 
As  for  M.  Danglars,  absorbed  in  an  in- 
teresting conversation  with  M.  Caval- 
canti, he  paid  no  attention  to  anything 
that  was  passing.  While  Monte-Cristo 
had  begged  the  smelling-bottle  of  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort,  he  had  remarked  the 
approach  of  Villefort  to  Madame  Dan- 
glars, and  he  soon  guessed  all  that  had 
passed  between  them  though  the  words 
had  been  uttered  in  so  low  a  voice  as 
hardly  to  be  heard  by  Madame  Danglars. 
Without  opposing  their  arrangements,  he 
allowed  Morrel,  Chateau-Renaud,  and 
Debray  to  leave  on  horseback,  and  the 
ladies  in  ]\I.  de  Villefort's  carriage. 
Danglars,  more  and  more  delighted  with 
Major  Cavalcanti,  had  offered  him  a  seat 
in  his  cariiage.  Andrea  Cavalcanti 
found  his  tilbury  waiting  at  the  door: 
the  groom,  in  every  respect  a  caricature 
of  the  English  fashion,  was  standing  on 
tiptoes  to  hold  a  large  iron-gray  horse. 
Andrea  had  spoken  very  little  during 
dinner:  he  was  an  intelligent  lad,  and  he 
feared  to  utter  some  absui-dity  before  so 
man.y  grand  i)eople,  among  whom  he  saw 
with  dilating  eyes  the  procureur  du  roi. 
Then  he  had  been  seized  on  by  Danglars, 
who,  taking  a  rapid  glance  at  the  stilf- 
necked  old  m;ijnr  mikI  his  modest  son,  and 
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taking"  into  consideration  the  hospitality 
of  the  count,  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
was  in  the  society  of  some  nabob  come 
to  Paris  to  finish  the  worldly  education  of 
his  only  son. 

He  contemplated  with  unspeakable  de- 
light the  larg-e  diamond  which  shone  on 
the  major's  little  finger;  for  the  major, 
like  a  prudent  man,  in  case  of  any  acci- 
dent happening  to  his  bank-notes,  had 
immediately  converted  them  into  articles 
of  value.  Then,  after  dinner,  on  the  pre- 
text of  business,  he  questioned  the  father 
and  son  upon  their  mode  of  living' ;  and 
the  father  and  son,  previously  informed 
that  it  was  through  Danglars  the  one  was 
to  receive  his  48,000  francs,  and  the  other 
50,000  livres  annually,  the}''  were  so  full  of 
affabilit}",  that  they  would  have  shaken 
hands  even  with  the  banker's  servants,  so 
much  did  their  gratitude  need  an  object 
to  extend  itself  upon.  One  thing  above 
all  the  rest  heightened  the  respect,  nay, 
almost  the  veneration  of  Danglars  for 
Cavalcanti.  The  latter,  faithful  to  the 
principle  of  Horace,  nil  admirari,  had 
contented  himself  in  proving  his  knowl- 
edge by  saying  in  Avhat  lake  the  best 
lampreys  were  caught.  Then  he  had 
eaten  some  without  saying  a  word  ;  Dan- 
glars, therefore,  concluded  that  these 
kind  of  luxuries  were  common  at  the 
table  of  the  illustrious  descendant  of  the 
Cavalcanti,  who  most  likely  in  Lucca  fed 
upon  trout  brouglit  from  Switzerland,  and 
lobsters  sent  from  England,  by  the  same 
means  used  by  the  count  to  bring  the 
lampreys  from  the  Lake  Fusaro,  and  the 
sterlet  from  the  Volga.  Thus  it  was  with 
much  politeness  of  manner  that  he  heard 
Cavalcanti  pronounce  these  words  : 

"To-morrow,  sir,  I  shall  have  the 
honor  of  wailing  upon  you  on  business." 

*'And  I,  sir,"  said  Danglars,  "shall 
be  most  happy  to  receive  you." 

Upon  which  he  oll'ered  to  take  Caval- 
canti in  his  carriage  to  the  Hotel  des 
Princes,  if  it  would  not  be  depriving  him 
of  the  company  of  his  son.  To  this  Cav- 
alcanti replied,  by  saying,  that  for  some 
time  past  his  son  had  lived  independently 
of  him:  that  he  had  his  own  horses  and 
carriages,    and    that,    not    liaving    conu' 


together,  it  would  not  be  difficult  for  them 
to  leave  separately.  The  major  seated 
himself,  therefore,  b}'  the  side  of  Dan- 
glars, who  was  more  and  more  charmed 
with  the  ideas  of  order  and  economy 
which  ruled  this  man,  and  j^et  who,  being 
able  to  allow  his  son  50,000  francs  a  year* 
might  be  supposed  to  possess  a  fortune  of 
500,000  or  600,000  livres. 

As  for  Andrea,  he  began,  by  way  of 
showing  olT,  to  scold  his  groom,  who,  in- 
stead of  bringing  the  tilbury  to  the  steps  of 
the  house,  had  taken  it  to  the  outer  door, 
thus  giving  him  the  trouble  of  walking 
thirt\^  steps  to  reach  it.  The  groom 
heard  him  with  humilit}'^,  took  the  bit  of 
the  impatient  animal  with  his  left  hand, 
and  with  the  right  held  out  the  reins  to 
Andrea,  who,  taking  them  from  him, 
rested  his  polished  boot  lightly  on  the 
step.  At  that  moment  a  hand  touched 
his  shoulder.  The  young  man  turned 
round,  thinking  that  Danglars  or  Monte- 
Cristo  had  forgotten  something  they 
wished  to  tell  him,  and  had  returned  just 
as  they  were  starting.  But  instead  of 
either  of  these,  he  saw  nothing  but  a 
strange  face,  sunburned  and  encircled  by 
a  beard,  with  eyo&  brilliant  as  carbuncles, 
and  a  smile  upon  the  mouth  which  dis- 
plaj^ed  a  perfect  set  of  white  teeth,  pointed 
and  sharp  as  the  wolf's  or  jackal's.  A 
red  handkerchief  encircled  his  gray  head  ; 
torn  and  fllty  garments  covered  his  large 
bon}'  limbs,  which  seemed  as  though, 
like  those  of  a  skeleton,  they  would  rat^ 
tie  as  he  walked  :  and  tlie  hand  with 
which  he  leaned  upon  the  y^ung  man's 
shoulder,  and  which  was  the  first  thing" 
Andrea  saw,  seemed  of  a  gigantic  size. 
Did  the  yoimg  man  recognize  that  face  by 
the  light  of  tlie  lantern  in  his  tilbuiy.  or 
was  he  merely  struck  with  the  horrible 
appearance  of  his  interrogator  ?  We  can- 
not say  :  but  only  relate  the  fact  that  he 
shuddered  and  stepped  back  suiidenly. 
"What  do  you  want  of  me?"  he  asked. 

"Pardon  me.  my  friend,  if  T  disturb 
you,"  said  tlic  man  with  the  ivd  hand- 
kerchief, "  but  I  want  to  speak  to  you." 

'*  You  have  no  right  to  beg  at  night." 
said  the  gioom.  ondeav(Ming  to  rid  his 
master  of  the  troublesome  intruder. 
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"I  am  not  begg-ing,  my  fine  fellow," 
said  the  unknown  to  the  servant,  with 
so  ironical  an  expression  of  eye,  and  so 
frightful  a  smile,  that  he  withdrew ;  "I 
only  wish  to  say  two  or  three  words  to 
your  master,  who  gave  me  a  commission 
to  execute  about  a  fortnight  ago.*  * 

**  Come,"  said  Andrea,  with  sufficient 
nerve  for  his  servant  not  to  perceive  his 
agitation,  ''  what  do  3'ou  want  ?  Speak 
quickly,  friend." 

The  man  said,  in  a  low  voice  :  "  I  wish 
— I  wish  3'ou  to  spare  me  the  walk  back  to 
Pai-is.  I  am  very  tired,  and  not  having 
eaten  so  good  a  dinner  as  you  have,  I  can 
scarcely  support  myself."  The  young 
man  shuddered  at  this  strange  familiarity. 
"Tell  me,"  he  said — "tell  me  what  j^ou 
want?" 

"■  Well,  then,  I  want  you  to  take  me  up 
in  your  fine  carriage,  and  carry  me  back." 
Andrea  turned  pale,  but  said  nothing. 

"  Yes  I  "  said  the  man,  thrusting  his 
hands  into  his  pockets,  and  looking  im- 
pudently at  the  youth  ;  ''  I  have  taken  the 
whim  into  my  head  ;  do  you  understand, 
Master  Benedetto  ?  " 

At  this  name,  no  doubt,  the  3'oung  man 
reflected  a  little,  for  he  went  toward  his 
groom,  saying — "  This  man  is  right ;  I  did 
indeed  charge  him  with  a  commission,  the 
result  of  which  he  must  tell  me  ;  walk  to 
the  barrier,  there  take  a  cab,  that  you 
may  not  be  too  late."  The  surpi'ised 
groom  retired. — "  Let  me  at  least  reach  a 
shad}'  spot,"  said  Andrea. 

"  Oh  !  as  for  that,  I'll  conduct  you  to  a 
splendid  spot,"  said  the  man  with  the 
handkerchief ;  and,  taking  the  horse's  bit, 
he  led  the  tilbury  to  a  place  where  it  was 
certainly  impossible  for  any  one  to  witness 
Ihe  honor  that  Andrea  conferred  upon 
him. 

•'  Don't  think  I  want  the  honor  of  riding 
in  your  line  carriage,"  said  he  ;  "  oh,  no, 
it 's  only  because;  I  am  lired,  and  also  be- 
cause I  have  a  little  business  to  talk  over 
with  you." — **Oome,  step  in,"  said  the 
young  man.  It  was  a  pity  this  scene  liad 
not  occurred  in  daylight ,  for  it,  was  curious 
to  see  this  rascal  tlirowing  himself  heavily 
down  on  the  cushion  beside  the  young  and 
elegant   diiver   of    the    tilbury.     Andrea 


drove  past  the  last  house  in  the  village 
without  saying  a  word  to  his  companion, 
who  smiled  complacently,  as  though  well 
pleased  to  find  himself  traveling  in  so  com- 
fortable a  vehicle.  Once  out  of  Auteuil, 
Andrea  looked  around,  in  order  to  assure 
himself  that  he  could  neither  be  seen  nor 
heard  :  and  then,  stopping  the  horse  and 
crossing  his  arms  before  the  man,  he  asked 
— ' '  Now,  tell  me  why  3'ou  come  to  disturb 
my  tranquillity  ?  " — "  Let  me  ask3'ou  why 
you  deceived  me  ?  " 

'•  How  have  I  deceived  you  ?  "— "  How  ! 
do  you  ask  ?  When  we  parted  at  the 
Pont  du  Far,  you  told  me  you  were  going 
to  travel  through  Piedmont  and  Tuscany  ; 
but  instead  of  that,  you  come  to  Paris." 

''How  does  that  annoy  you  ?  " 

''  It  does  not  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  think 
it  wall  answer  my  purpose." 

"So,"  said  Andrea,  '-you  are  specu- 
lating upon  me  ?  " 

"  What  fine  words  he  uses  !  '• 

"  I  warn  3'ou,  Master  Caderousse,  that 
you  are  mistaken." — "Well,  well,  don't 
be  angry,  my  boy  ;  you  know  well  enough 
what  it  is  to  be  unfortunate  ;  and  misfort- 
unes makes  us  jealous.  I  thought  3'ou 
were  earning  a  living  in  Tuscany  or  Pied- 
mont b}'  acting  as  facchino  or  cicerone  ; 
and  I  pitied  you  sincerelj^,  as  I  w'ould  a 
child  of  my  own.  You  know  I  always  did 
call  you  my  child." 

"  Come,  come,  what  then  ?  " 

"  Patience  !  patience  !  " 

"\  am  patient,  but  go  on." — "All  at 
once  I  see  you  pass  through  the  barrier 
with  a  groom,  a  tilbury,  and  fine  new 
clothes.  You  nuist  have  discovered  a 
mine,  or  else  beconu;  a  stockbroker." 

"  So  that,  as  you  acknowledge,  you  arc 
jealous?"  —  "No,  I  am  pleased  —  S(» 
pleased  that  I  wished  to  congratulate 
you;  but  as  I  am  not  quite  properly 
dressed,  I  chose  my  opportunity,  that  I 
might  not  compromise  you." 

"Yes,  and  a  fine  opportunity  you  have 
chosen  !  "  exclaimed  Andrea  ;  "  j'ou  speak 
to  me  before  my  servant." — "  How  can  I 
help  that,  my  boy  ?  I  speak  to  you  when 
I  can  catch  you.  You  have  a  quick  horse, 
a  light  tilbury,  you  are  naturally  as  slip- 
pery  as  an  eel  :   if  1   had    missed   .you   to- 
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nig-hl,  I  mig"ht  not  have  had  another 
chance." 

"  You  see,  I  do  not  conceal  myself." 

"  You  are  lucky  ;  I  wish  I  could  say  as 
much  :  I  do  conceal  myself ;  and  then  I 
was  afraid  you  would  not  recog-nize  me, 
but  you  did/'  added  Caderousse,  with  his 
unpleasant  smile.  "  It  was  very  polite  of 
you." — "Come,"  said  Andrea,  "what  do 
you  want  ?  " 

"  You  do  not  speak  affectionately  to 
me,  Benedetto,  ray  old  friend ;  that  is 
not  right;  take  care,  or  I  may  become 
troublesome."  This  menace  smothered 
the  young-  man's -passion.  He  trotted  his 
horse  on.  "  You  should  not  speak  so  to 
an  old  friend  like  me,  Caderousse,  as  3'ou 
said  just  now  ;  you  are  a  native  of  Mar- 
seilles, I  am — " — "Do  you  know  then  now 
what  you  are  ?  " 

"  No,  but  I  was  brought  up  in  Corsica ; 
you  are  old  and  obstinate,  I  am  ,young 
and  willful.  Between  folks  like  us  threats 
are  out  of  place,  ever3' thing  should  be 
amicably  arranged.  Is  it  my  fault  if 
Fortune,  which  has  frowned  on  3'ou,  has 
been  kind  to  me  ?  " 

"  Fortune  has  been  kind  to  you,  then  ? 
Your  tilbury,  your  groom,  j'-our  clothes, 
are  not  then  hired  ?  Good,  so  much  the 
better,"  said  Caderousse,  his  eyes  spark- 
ling with  avarice. 

"  Oh  !  ,you  knew  that  well  enough  be- 
fore speaking  to  me,"  said  Andrea,  be- 
coming more  and  more  excited.  ''  If  I 
had  been  wearing  a  handkerchief  like 
yours  on  vay  head,  rags  on  my  back,  and 
worn-out  shoes  on  my  feet,  yon  would  not 
have  known  me." — ''You  wrong  me,  my 
boy ;  now  I  have  found  you,  nothing  pre- 
vents my  being  as  well-dressed  as  any 
one,  knowing,  as  I  do,  the  goodness  of 
your  heart.  If  you  have  two  coats,  j'ou 
will  give  me  one  of  them.  I  used  to  divide 
my  soup  and  beans  with  you  when  you 
were  hungry.'" — "True,"  said  Andrea. 

"What  an  appetite  j'ou  used  to  have  I 
is  it  as  good  now  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Andrea,  laughing. 

"  IIow  did  you  como  to  be  dining  with 
that  prince  whose  house  3'ou  have  just 
left?" — "He  is  not  a  prince:  simply  a 
count." 


"  A  count,  and  a  rich  one  too,  eh  ?  " — 
"  Yes;  but  you  had  better  not  have  an^'- 
thing  to  say  to  him,  for  he  is  not  a  ver^- 
good-tempered  gentleman." 

"  Oh  !  be  satisfied  I  I  have  no  design 
upon  your  count,  and  3'ou  shall  have  him 
all  to  yourself.  But,"  said  Caderousse, 
again  smiling  with  the  disagreeable  ex- 
pression he  had  before  assumed,  "you 
must  pay  for  it — 3'ou  understand  ?  " 

"  Well,  what  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  I  think  that  with  a  hundred  francs 
per  month — " 

"  Well  ?  "— "  I  could  Uve— " 

"Upon  a  hundred  francs  I  " 

"  Come — 3'ou  understand  me ;  but  that 
Avith— " 

"  With  ?  "—"With  a  hundred  and  fifty 
francs  I  should  be  quite  happ3^" 

"  Here  are  two  hundred,"  said  Andrea ; 
and  he  placed  ten  louis  d^or  in  the  hand 
of  Caderousse. 

"  Good  !  "  said  Caderousse. 

"Apply  to  the  steward  on  the  first  da3- 
of  every  month,  and  3'ou  will  receive  the 
same  sum." — "There  now,  again  3'ou  de- 
grade me." 

"  How  so  ?  " — "  B3'  making  me  applj- 
to  the  servants,  when  I  want  to  transact 
business  with  3'ou  alone." 

"  Well,  be  it  so,  then.  Take  it  from  me, 
then,  and  so  long  at  least  as  I  receive  my 
income,  3'ou  shall  be  paid  yours." 

"  Come,  come  ;  I  always  said  3'.ou  were 
a  fine  fellow,  and  it  is  a  blessing  when 
good  fortune  happens  to  such  as  3'OU. 
But  tell  mo  all  about  it  ?  " 

"  Why  do  3'ou  wish  to  know  ?  "  a-sked 
Cavalcanti. 

"  What !  do  3'Ou  again  defN-  mo  ?  " 

"No ;  the  fact  is,  I  liave  found  m3* 
father. "—"  What  !    a    real    father?" 

"  Yes,  so  long  as  ho  paAS  mo — " 

"You'll  honor  and  believe  him — that's 
right.     What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"  Major  Cavalcanti  ?  " 
•  Is  ho  pleased  with  yow  ?  '' 

"So  far  I  have  appeared  to  answer  his 
purpose." 

"And  who  found  this  father  for  you  ?  '* 

"  The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo." 

"The  man  whose  house  you  have  just 
left?"— -  Yo.s.** 
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''I  wish  yovi  would  tr^--  and  find  me  a 
situation  with  biui  as  grandfather,  since 
he  holds  the  money  chest  ! '* — "'Well,  I 
will  mention  you  to  him.  Meanwhile, 
what  are  30U  going-  to  do  ?  " 

..jp.v._,,  Yes,  you." 

*'  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  trouble  your- 
self about  me." 

"  Since  3'ou  interest  yourself  in  my 
affairs,  I  think  it  is  now  m,y  turn  to  ask 
3''ou  some  questions." 

'•'Ah/'  true  !  Well ;  I  shall  rent  a  room 
in  some  respectable  house,  wear  a  decent 
coat,  shave  every  day,  and  go  and  read 
the  papers  in  a  cafe.  Then,  in  the  even- 
ing, I  will  go  to  the  theater ;  I  shall 
look  like  some  retired  baker.  This  is  vay 
wish." — '•'  Come,  if  3'ou  will  only  put  this 
scheme  into  execution,  and  be  steadj^, 
nothing  could  be  better." 

''Do  3'ou  think  so,  M.  Bossuet  ?  And 
3"ou — what  will  you  become  ?  A  peer  of 
France?" — "Ah!"  said  Andrea,  "who 
knows?  " 

"Major  Cavalcanti  is  already  one,  per- 
haps ;  but  then,  hereditary  rank  is  abol- 
ished."— "No  politics,  Caderousse  !  And 
now  that  3'ou  have  all  you  want,  and 
that  we  understand  each  other,  jump 
down  from  the  tilbury  and  disappear." 

"Not  at  all,  m\' good  friend." 

"How!  not  at  all?" 

"Why,  just  think  for  a  moment;  with 
this  red  handkerchief  on  my  head,  with 
scarcely  any  shoes,  no  papers,  and  ten 
gold  napoleons  in  my  pocket,  without 
reckoning  what  was  there  before — making 
in  all  about  two  hundred  francs;  why,  I 
should  certainly  be  arrested  at  tlie  bar- 
riers !  Then,  to  justify  myself,  I  should 
say  that  you  gave  me  the  money ;  this 
would  cause  inquiries ;  it  would  be  found 
that  I  left.  Toulon  without  giving  due  no- 
tice, and  I  should  then  be  reconducted  to 
the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean.  Then  I 
should  become  simply  No.  lOG,  and  good- 
b}'  to  ray  dream  of  resembling  the  retired 
baker  !  No,  no,  my  boy  ;  I  prefer  remain- 
ing honbrably  in  the  capital."  Andrea 
scowled.  Certainly,  as  he  had  himself 
owned,  the  reputed  son  of  Major  Caval- 
canti was  a  willful  fellow.  He  drew  up  for 
a  minute,  threw  a   rapid   glance   around 


hiui :  and,  after  doing  so,  his  hand  fell  in- 
stantly into  his  pocket,  where  it  began 
playing  with  a  pistol.  But,  meanwhile, 
Caderousse,  who  had  never  taken  his  eyes 
off  his  companion,  passed  his  hand  behind 
his  back,  and  unclasped  a  long  Spanish 
knife,  which  he  always  carried  with  him, 
to  be  ready  in  case  of  need.  The  two 
friends,  as  we  see,  were  worth}-  of  and 
understood  one  another.  Andrea's  hand 
left  his  pocket  inoffensively,  and  was  car- 
ried up  to  the  red  mustachio,  which  it 
played  with  for  some  time.  "  Good  Cade- 
rousse," he  said,  "  how  happy  you  will  be!" 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"  said  the  innkeeper 
of  the  Pont  du  Gard,  reclasping  his  knife. 

"  Well,  tlien,  we  will  go  into  Paris.  But 
how  will  you  pass  through  the  barrier 
without  exciting  suspicion  ?  It  seems  to 
me  that  you  are  in  more  danger  riding 
than  on  foot." — "  Wait,"  said  Caderousse, 
"we  shall  see."  He  then  took  the  great- 
coat with  the  large  collar,  which  the  groom 
had  left  behind  in  the  tilbury,  and  put  it 
on  his  back ;  then  he  took  off  Cavalcanti's 
hat,  which  he  placed  upon  his  own  head ; 
and  finally  assumed  the  careless  attitude 
of  a  servant  whose  master  drives  himself. 

"  But,  tell  me,"  said  Andrea,  "  am  I  to 
remain  bareheaded  ?  "" 

"Pooh!"  said  Caderousse;  "it  is  so 
windy  that  your  hat  can  easily  appear  to 
have  blown  off." 

"Come,  come;  enough  of  this,"  said 
Cavalcanti.  —  "What  are  you  waiting 
for?"  said  Caderousse.  "I  hope  I  am 
not  the  cause." 

"  Chut  !  "  exclaimed  Andrea.  The}- 
passed  the  barrier  without  accident.  At 
the  first  cioss  street  Andrea  stopped  his 
horse,  and  Caderousse  leaped  out. 

"Well!  "said  Andrea,  "my  sei-vanl's 
coat  and  my  hat  ?  " 

"Ah!"  said  Caderousse,  "you  would 
not  like  mc  to  risk  taking  cold?" 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do  ?  "—"You  !  oh, 
you  arc  young,  while  I  am  beginning  to 
get  old.  An  rvvitir,  Benedetto;"  and 
running  into  a  court,  he  disappeared. 
"Alas!"  said  Andrea,  sighing,  "one 
cannot  bo  comph'tely  happy  in  this 
world  !  " 
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CHAPTER  LXV. 

A    CONJUGAL     SCENE. 

At  the  Place  Louis  XV.  the  three  young 
people  separated — that  is  to  sa}^  Morrel 
went  to  the  Boulevards,  Chateau-|lenaud 
to  the  Pont  de  la  Revolution,  and  Debray 
to  the  Quai.  Most  probably  Morrel  and 
Chateau-Renaud  returned  to  their  "  do- 
mestic hearths, ' '  as  they  say  in  the  gallery 
of  the  Chamber  in  well-turned  speeches, 
and  in  the  theater  of  the  Rue  Richelieu  in 
well-written  pieces;  but  it  was  not  the 
case  with  Debray.  When  he  reached  the 
wicket  of  the  Louvre,  he  turned  to  the  left, 
galloped  across  the  Carrousel,  passed 
through  the  Rue  Saint-Roch,  and',  issuing 
from  the  Rue  de  la  Michodiere,  he  arrived 
at  M.  Danglars'  door  just  at  the  same 
time  that  Villefort's  landau,  after  having 
deposited  him  and  his  wife  at  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Honore,  stopped  to  leave  the 
baroness  at  her  own  house.  Debra3'',  Avith 
the  air  of  a  man  familiar  with  the  house, 
entered  first  in  to  the  court,  threw  his 
bridle  into  the  hands  of  a  footman,  and 
returned  to  the  door  to  receive  Madame 
Danglars,  to  whom  he  offered  his  arm,  to 
conduct  her  to  her  apartments.  The  gate 
once  closed,  and  Debray  and  the  baroness 
ulone  in  the  court,  he  asked — ••'  What  was 
the  matter  with  you,  Hermine  ?  and  wh}^ 
were  you  so  affected  at  that  story,  or 
rather  fable,  which  the  count  related?" 

"  Because  I  have  been  in  such  shocking 
spirits  all  the  evening,  my  friend,"  said 
the  baroness. 

"  No,  Hermine,"  replied  Debray  ;  "you 
cannot  make  me  believe  that ;  on  the  con- 
trar}'^,  you  were  in  excellent  spirits  when 
you  arrived  at  the  count's.  M.  Danglars 
was  disagreeable,  certainly ;  but  I  know 
how  much  you  care  for  his  ill-humor. 
Some  one  has  vexed  you  ;  I  will  allow  no 
one  to  annoy  you."—"  You  are  deceived, 
Lucien,  I  assure  you,"  replied  Madame 
Danglars ;  "and  what  I  have  told  you  is 
really  the  case,  added  to  the  ill-humor 
you  remarked,  but  which  I  did  not  think 
it  worth  while  to  allude  to."  It  was  evi- 
dent that  Madame  Danglars  was  suffering 
from  that  nervous  irritability  which  fre- 
quently women  cannot  account  for  even  to 
themselves:  or  that,  asDcbrav  had  cruessed 


she  had  experienced  some  secret  agitation 
that  she  would  not  acknowledge  to  any 
one.  Being  a  man  who  knew  that  the 
former  of  these  symptoms  was  one  of  the 
elements  of  female  life,  he  did  not-  then 
press  his  inquiries,  but  waited  for  a  more 
appropriate  opportunity  when  he  should 
again  interrogate  her,  or  receive  an  avowal 
propria  motu.  At  the  door  of  her  apart- 
ment the  baroness  met  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
nelie,  her  confidential  lady's  maid.  "  What 
is  my  daughter  doing  ?  "  asked  Madame 
Danglars.  ► 

"  She  practiced  all  the  evening  and  then 
went  to  bed,"  replied  Mademoiselle  Cor- 
nelie.     "Yet  I  think  I  heard  her  piano." 

"It  is  Mademoiselle  Louise  d'Arnilly, 
who  is  playing  while  Mademoiselle  Dan- 
glars is  in  bed." — "Well,"  said  Madame 
Danglars,  "come  and  undress  me."  They 
entered  the  bed-room.  Debray  stretched 
himself  upon  a  large  couch,  and  Madame 
Danglars  passed  into  her  dressing-room 
with  Mademoiselle  Cornelie.  "  My  dear 
M.  Lucien,"  said  Madame  Danglars, 
through  the  door,  "  ^ou  are  alwaj's  com- 
plaining that  Eugenie  will  not  address  a 
word  to  you." 

"Madame,"  said  Lucien,  playing  with 
a  little  dog,  who,  recognizing  him  as  a 
friend  of  the  house,  expected  to  be  caress- 
ed, "  I  am  not  the  only  one  who  makes 
similar  complaints  ;  I  think  I  heard  Mor- 
cerf  say  that  he  could  not  extract  a  word 
from  his yirt/^cee." — "  True,"  said  Madame 
Danglars;  "but  yet  I  think  this  will  all 
pass  off,  and  that  you  will  one  day  see  her 
enter  your  study." 

"My  study?" 

"  At  least  that  of  the  minister." 

"  Why  so  ?  " — "  To  ask  for  an  engage- 
ment at  the  opera.  Really,  I  never  saw 
,  such  an  infatuation  for  music  :  it  is  quit« 
ridiculous  for  a  young  lady  of  fashion." 
Debray  smiled.  "Well,"  said  he,  "  let 
her  come,  with  your  consent  and  that  of 
the  baron,  and  wo  will  try  and  give  lior  an 
engagement,  thongli  we  are  very  poor  to 
pay  such  talent  as  hei-s."— "  Go,  Cor- 
neiie,''  said  Madame  Danglai*s.  "  I  do  not 
ivquire  you  any  longer." 

Cornelie  obeyed  :  and  the  next  minute 
Madame    Dans-lars    left    her  room   in  a 
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charming-  loose  dress,  and  came  and  sat 
down  close  to  Deb  ray.  Then,  thou^-htful, 
she  beg-an  to  caress  the  little  spaniel. 
Lucien  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  in 
silence^.  '•'  Come,  Hermine,"  he  said,  after 
a  short  time,  "  answer  candidly — some- 
thing- vexes  you,  is  it  not  so  ?  " 

•'  Nothing,"  answered  the  baroness. 

And  yet,  as  she  could  scarcely  breathe, 
she  rose  and  went' toward  a  looking-'g-lass. 
"  I  am  frig-htful  to-nig-ht,"  she  said.  De- 
bray  rose,  smiling-,  and  was  about  to  con- 
tradict the  baroness  upon  this  latter  point, 
when  the  door  opened  suddenly'.  M.  Dan- 
g-lars  appeared  ;  Debraj'  reseated  himself. 
At  the  noise  of  the  door  Madame  Dan- 
g-lars  turned  round,  and  looked  upon  her 
husband  with  an  astonishment  she  took 
no  trouble  to  conceal.  "Good-evening-, 
madame  !  "  said  the  banker;  "  g-ood-even- 
ing-,  M,  Debray  !  " 

Probably  the  baroness  thoug-ht  this  un- 
expected visit  sig-nified  a  desire  to  repair 
the  sharp  words  he  had  uttered  during- the 
day.  Assuming-  a  dig-nifled  air,  she  turned 
round  to  Debray,  without  answering-  her 
husband  :  "  Read  me  something-,  M.  De- 
bray . ' '  she  said .  Debray,  who  was  slig-htly 
disturbed  at  this  visit,  recovered  himself 
when  he  sa  w  the  calmness  of  the  baroness, 
and  took  up  a  book  marked  by  a  mother- 
of-pearl  knife  inlaid  with  g-old.  "Excuse 
me,"  said  the  banker,  "but  you  will  tire 
yourself,  baroness,  by  such  late  hours,  and 
M.  Debray  lives  some  distance  from  here." 

Debray  was  petrified,  not  onl^'  to  hear 
Danglars  speak  so  calmly  and  politely,  but 
that  it  was  apparent  that  beneath  this 
forced  appearance  there  really  lurked  a 
determined  spirit  of  opposition  to  anything 
his  wife  wished  that  evening.  The  baroness 
was  also  surpris(!d,  and  showed  hei-  aston- 
ishment by  a  look  which  would  doubtless 
have  had  some  (-(^jct  upon  her  husband  if 
he  had  not  been  intently  occupied  with  tlie 
paper,  where  h«'  was  seeking  the  closing 
price  of  th(;  funds.  The  n>s)ilt  was,  that 
the  |)roud  look  entirely  failed. 

"  M.  Lucien,"  said  the  V)ar()ness,  "  I  as- 
sure you  I  have  no  desire,  to  sleep  and  that 
I  have  a  thousand  things  to  tell  you  this 
evening,  which  you  must  listen  to,  even 
though  you  slept  while  hearing  me." 


"I  am  at  j^our  service,  madame,"  re- 
plied Lucien,  coldly. 

"  iSly  dear  M.  Debray,"  said  the  banker, 
"  do  not  kill  yourself  to-night  listening  to 
the  follies  of  Madame  Danglars,  for  you 
can  hea^  them  as  well  to-morrow  ;  but  I 
claim  to-night,  and  will  dedicate  it,  if  3'ou 
will  allow  me,  to  talk  over  some  serious 
matters  with  my  wife."  This  time  the 
blow  was  so  well  aimed,  and  hit  so  direct- 
ly, that  Lucien  and  the  baroness  were 
staggered ;  and  they  interrogated  each 
other  with  their  e3'es,  as  if  to  seek  help 
against  this  aggression  ;  but  the  irresisti- 
ble will  of  the  master  of  the  house  pre- 
vailed, and  the  husband  was  victorious. 

"  Do  not  think  I  wish  to  turn  you  out, 
my  dear  Debray,"  continued  Danglars; 
"  oh,  no  !  not  at  all !  An  unexpected  oc- 
currence forces  me  to  ask  my  wife  to  have 
a  little  conversation  with  me.  It  is  so 
rarely  I  make  such  a  request,  I  am  sure 
you  cannot  grudge  it  to  me."  Debray 
muttered  something,  bowed,  and  went 
out,  knocking  himself  against  the  edge  of 
the   door,    like   Nathan   in   "  Athalie." 

"It  is  extraordinary',"  he  said,  when 
the  door  was  closed  behind  him,  "  how 
easily  these  husbands,  whom  we  ridicule, 
gain  an  advantage  over  us." 

Lucien  having  left,  Danglars  took  his 
place  on  the  sofa,  closed  the  open  book, 
and  placing  himself  in  a  dreadfully  dicta- 
torial attitude,  he  began  playing  with  the 
dog ;  but  the  animal,  not  liking  him  so 
well  as  Debray,  and  attempting  to  bite 
him,  Danglars  seized  him  by  the  skin  of 
his  neck,  and  thrcnv  him  to  the  other  side 
of  the  room  upon  a  couch.  The  animal 
uttered  a  cry  during  the  transit,  but,  ar- 
rived at  its  destination,  it  crouched  behind 
the  cushions,  and,  stupefied  at  such  un- 
usual treatment,  remained  silent  and  mo- 
tionless. "Do  3'ou  know,  sir,"  asked  the 
baroness,  "  that  yon  are  improving  ?  Gen- 
erally you  are  only  rude,  but  to-niglit  you 
are  brutal." — "It  is  because  I  am  in  a 
worse  humor  than  usual,"  replied  Dan- 
glars. Herniine  looked  at  the  banker  with 
supreme  ilisdain.  These  glances  frequent- 
ly exasperated  the  pride  of  Danglars,  but 
thisevennig  lie  took  no  notice  of  tln'ni. 

"■  .\nd  what  hav«;  I  to  do  with   vonr  ill- 
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humor  ?  "  said  the  baroness,  irritated  at 
the  impassabilit3^  of  her  husband;  "do 
these  things  concern  me  ?  Keep  your  ill- 
humor  at  home  in  your  chests:  or,  since 
you  have  clerks  whom  you  pay,  vent  it 
upon  them." — "Not  so,"  replied  Dan- 
.i^lars;  "your  advice  is  wrong-,  so  I  shall 
not  follow  it.  My  chests  are  my  Pactolus, 
us,  I  think,  M.  Denioustier  says^  and  I 
will  not  retard  its  course,  or  disturb  its 
calm.  My  clerks  are  honest  men,  who 
earn  my  fortune,  whom  I  pay  much  below 
their  deserts,  if  I  may  value  them  accord- 
ing to  what  they  bring  in  ;  therefore  I 
shall  not  get  into  a  passion  with  them ; 
those  with  whom  I  will  be  in  a  passion  are 
those  who  eat  my  dinners,  mount  m}"^ 
horses,  and  exhaust  my  fortune." 

"And  pray  who  are  the-  persons  who 
exhaust  your  fortune  ?  Explain  yourself 
more  clearly,  I  beg,  sir." — "Oh,  make 
3^ourself  easy  !  lam  not  speaking  riddles, 
and  you  will  soon  know  what  I  mean. 
The  people  who  exhaust  my  fortune  are 
those  who  draw  out  700.000  francs  in  the 
course  of  an  liour." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  sir,"  said  the 
baroness,  trj'ing  to  disguise  the  agitation 
of  her  voice  and  the  flush  of  her  face. 

"You  understand  me  perfectly,  on  the 
contrary,"  said  Danglars;  "but,  if  you 
will  persist,  1  will  tell  you  that  I  have  just 
lost  700,000  francs  upon  the  Spanish  loan." 

"  And  pray,"  asked  the  baroness,  '^  am 
I  responsible  for  this  loss?  " 

"  Why  not  ?  " — "  Is  it  my  fault  you  have 
.lost  700,000  francs?  " 

"Certainly  it  is  not  mine." — "Once  for 

^all,   sir,"  replied   the   baroness,    sharply, 

["  I  tell  you  I   will  not   hear  cash   named; 

it  is  a  style  of  language  I  never  heard   in 

bhe  house  of  my  parents  or  in  that  of  my 

'first  husband." 

"  Oh  !  I  can  well  believe  that,  for  neither 
of  them  was  worth  a  penny." 

'•  The  better  reason  for  my  not  being 
conversant  with  the  slang  of  the  bank, 
which  is  here  dinning  in  my  ears  from 
morning  to  night ;  that  noise  of  crowns  Jing- 
ling, whicli  are  constantly  being  counted 
and  re-counted,  is  odious  to  me.  I  only 
know  one  thing  I  dislike  more,  which  is 
th(!  sound  t)f  vour  voice." 


"  Really  !  "  said  Danglars.  "  Well,  this 
surprises  me,  for  1  thought  you  took  the 
liveliest  interest  in  m\-  affairs  I  " 

"  I !  What  could  put  such  an  idea  into 
^'^our  head  ?  " 

"  Yourself  !  ■"— "  Ah  '.—what  next  ?  " 

"  Most  assuredly." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  upon  what  oc- 
casion ?  " — "  Ah,  that  is  very  easily  done  I 
Last  February  you  were  the  first  who 
told  me  of  the  Haytian  funds.  You  had 
dreamed  that  a  ship  had  entered  the  har- 
bor at  Havre,  that  this  ship  brought  news 
that  a  payment  we  had  looked  upon  as 
lost  was  going  to  be  made.  I  know  how 
clear-sighted  your  dreams  are ;  I  there- 
fore purchased  immediately  as  many 
shares  as  I  could  of  the  Haytian  debt, 
and  I  gained  400,000  francs  by  it,  of  which 
100,000  have  been  honestly  paid  to  you. 
You  spent  it  as  you  pleased,  that  was 
your  business.  In  March  there  was  a 
question  about  a  grant  to  a  railway. 
Three  companies  presented  themselves, 
each  offering  equal  securities.  You  told 
me  that  your  instinct — and  although  you 
pretend  to  know  nothing  about  specula- 
tions. I  think,  on  the  contrary,  that  your 
comprehension  is  very  clear  upon  certain 
affairs — well,  you  told  me  that  your  in- 
stinct led  you  to  believe  the  grant  would 
be  given  to  the  company  called  the 
Southern.  I  bought  two-thirds  of  the 
shares  of  that  companj^ ;  as  you  had  fore- 
seen, the  shares  became  of  triple  value, 
and  I  picked  up  a  million  (.-?"200.000),  from 
which  250,01)0  francs  were  paid  to  you  for 
pin-money.  How  have  you  spent  this 
250,000  fi-ancs  ? — it  is  no  business  of  mine." 

'•  When  are  you  coming  to  the  point  ?  " 
cried  the  baroness,  shivering  with  anger 
and  impatience. — "Patience,  raadame.  I 
am  coming  to  it ." 

•"  That's  fortunate  I  " 

"In  April  you  wont  to  dine  at  the 
minister's.  You  heard  a  private  conver- 
sation respecting  the  affairs  of  Spain — on 
the  expulsion  of  Don  Carlos.  I  bought 
some  Spanish  shares.  The  o.xpulsion  took 
place  and  I  pocketed  G(H\0(H)  fr.inos  the 
day  Charles  V.  repassed  the  Bidassoa. 
Of  these  600.000  fraiics  you  took  50,(Hm) 
crowns.     Thev  were  vours.  you  disjwseil 
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of  them  according-  to  your  fancy,  and  I 
asked  no  questions  ;  but  it  is  not  the  less 
true  that  you  have  this  3'ear  received 
500,000  hvres." 

"  Well,  sir,  and  what  then  ?  " 

"  Ah,  yes,  it  was  just  after  this  that 
you  spoiled  everything- !  " 

"Realh",  3' our  manner  of  speaking — " 

"  It  expresses  my  meaning,  and  that  is 
all  I  want.  Well,  three  da^'s  after  that 
3^ou  talked  politics  with  M.  Debraj^,  and 
you  fancied  from  his  words  that  Don 
Carlos  had  returned  to  Spain.  Well,  I 
sold  my  shares,  the  news  w^as  spread,  and 
I  no  longer  sold  but  gave  them  ;  next  da}' 
I  find  the  news  was  false,  and  b^^  this 
false  report  I  have  lost  700,000  francs." 

"Well?" 

'^  Well !  since  I  gave  ^-ou  a  fourth  of 
m3'  g-ains,  I  think  3^011  owe  me  a  fourth  of 
m3'  losses :  the  fourth  of  700,000  francs  is 
175,000  francs." 

*'  What  3'^ou  sa3'  is  absurd,  and  I  cannot 
see  why  M.  Debray's  name  is  mixed  up  in 
this  affair." 

"Because  if  you  do  not  possess  the 
175,000  francs  1  reclaim,  3'ou  must  have 
lent  them  to  your  friends,  and  M.  Debra3' 
is  one  of  3'cur  friends." 

"  For  shame  !  "  exclaimed  the  baroness. 

"  Oh  !  let  us  have  no  gestures,  no 
screams,  no  modein  drama,  or  3'ou  will 
oblig-e  me  to  tell  3'ou  that  I  see  Debra3' 
leave  here,  pocketing  nearl3'  tlie  whole  of 
the  500,000  livresyou  have  handed  over  to 
him  this  3'ear  ;  while  he  smiles  to  himself, 
saying  that  he  has  found  that  which  the 
most  skillful  pla3'ers  have  never  discov- 
ered— that  is,  a  roulette  where  he  wins 
without  playing,  and  is  no  loser  when  he 
loses."     The  baroness  became  enraged. 

"  Wi-iach  !  "  she  cried,  "  will  you  dare 
to  tell  me  3'ou  did  not  know  that  with 
which  you  now  reproach  me  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  say  that  I  did  know  it,  and 
I  do  not  say  that  I  did  not  know  it.  I 
merel3' tell  3'ou  to  look  into  ni}' conduct 
during  the  last  four  3'ears  that  we  have 
ceased  to  be  iuisband  and  wife,  and  see 
■whether  it  has  not  alwnys  been  consistent. 
Some  time  after  our  ruptur*'.  you  wished 
to  study  music  under  the  celol>ratod  bari- 
tone wlio  made  sucli  a  successful  drhut  at 


the  Theatre  Italien  ;  at  the  same  time  I 
felt  inclined  to  learn  dancing  of  the  dan- 
sense  who  acquired  such  a  reputation  in 
London.  This  cost  me,  on  3'our  account 
and  mine,  100,000  francs.  I  said  nothing, 
for  we  must  have  peace  in  the  house  ;  and 
100,000  francs  foralad3^and  gentleman  to 
be  properl3'  instructed  in  music  and  dancing 
are  not  too  much.  Well,  3'OU  soon  become 
tired  of  singing,  and  3'ou  take  a  fanc3'^  to 
stud3'  diplomacN'  with  the  minister's  secre- 
tar3'.  You  understand  :  it  signifies  noth- 
ing- to  me  so  long  as  3'ou  pa}'  for  3'our 
lessons  out  of  3'our  own  cash-box.  But 
to-da3'  I  find  30U  are  drawing-  on  mine, 
and  that  3'our  apprenticeship  ma3'  cost 
me  700,000  francs  per  month.  Stop  there,* 
madame  !  for  this  cannot  last.  Either 
the  diplomatist  ^must  g-ive  his  lessons 
gratis,  and  I  will  tolerate  him,  or  he 
must  never  set  his  foot  ag-ain  in  m3' 
house; — do  3'OU  understand,  madame?" 
— "  Oh,  this  is  too  much,"  cried  Hermine, 
choking  ;  "  3'ou  are  woi'se  than  despica- 
ble."— "But,"  continued  Danglars,  "I 
find   3^ou  did  not  even  pause  there — " 

"Insults!" 

"You  are  right;  let  us  leave  these 
facts  alone,  and  reason  cooll3\  I  have 
never  Interfered  in  3'our  affairs,  excepting 
for  vour  good  ;  treat  me  in  the  same  way. 
You  sa3'  you  have  nothing  to  do  with  my 
cash-box.  Be  it  so.  Do  as  3'ou  like  with 
3'our  own,  but  do  not  fill  or  empty  mine. 
Besides,  how  do  I  know  t  hat  this  was  not 
a  political  trick ;  that  the  minister,  en- 
raged at  seeing  me  in  the  opposition,  and 
jealous  of  the  popular  svmpath}'  I  excite, 
has  not  concerted  with  M.  Debrav  to  ruin 


me 


9  " 


"A  probable  thing  !"—••  Why  not? 
Wlio  ever  heard  of  such  an  occui-rence  as 
this  ?— A  false  telegraphic  dispatch — it  is 
almost  impossible  for  signals  to  have  been 
mad(»  ditTcrcp.t  to  those  of  the  two  last 
telegrams.  It  was  done  on  purpose  for 
me,  I  am  sure  of  it." 

*' Sir,"  said  the  bai'oncss,  hinnl)!}',  "are 
you  not  aware  that,  the  man  enipkned 
there  was  dismissed,  that  they  talked  of 
going  to  law  with  liini.  that  orders  were 
issued  to  arrest  hiiu.  and  tliat  this  order 
would  have  been  i)ut    into  execution  if  ho 
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had  not  escaped  their  researches  b}-  a 
flight  which  proves  either  his  madness  or 
his  culpability  ?     It  was  a  mistake." 

"  Yes,  which  made  fools  laugh,  which 
caused  the  minister  to  have  a  sleepless 
nig-ht,  which  has  caused  the  minister's  sec- 
retaries to  blacken  several  sheets  of  paper, 
but  which  has  cost  me  700,000  francs." 

"  But,  sir,"  said  Hermine,  suddenlj^ 
"  if  all  this  is,  as  j'ou  sa}^,  caused  by  M. 
Debray,  why,  instead  of  going-  direct  to 
him,  do  you  come  and  tell  me  of  it  ? 
Why  to  accuse  the  man  do  3'ou  address 
the  woman  ?  " 

^'  Do  I  know  M.  Debray  ? — do  I  wish  to 
know  him  ? — do  I  wish  to  know  that  he 
gives  advice  ? — do  I  wish  to  follow  it  ? — 
do  I  speculate  ?  No ;  you  do  all  this, 
not  I." — "  Still  it  seems  to  me  that,  as 
you  profit  by  it — " 

Danglars  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
'•  Foolish  creature,"  he  exclaimed.  "Wo- 
men fancy  the  have  talent  because  they 
have  managed  two  or  three  intrigues 
without  being  the  talk  of  Paris  !  But 
know  that  if  you  had  even  hidden  your 
irregularities  from  your  husband,  which 
is  but  the  commencement  of  the  art — for 
generality  husbands  will  not  see — you 
would  then  have  been  but  a  faint  imita- 
tion of  most  of  your  friends  among  the 
women  of  the  world.  But  it  has  not  been 
so  with  me — I  see  and  always  have  seen, 
during  the  last  sixteen  years.  You  may, 
perhaps,  have  hidden  a  thought;  but  not 
a  step,  not  an  action,  not  a  fault,  has 
escaped  me  ;  while  you  flattered  \'ourself 
upon  your  address  and  firmly  believed  you 
had  deceived  me.  What  has  been  the  re- 
sult ? — that,  thanks  to  my  pretended  ig- 
norance, there  are  none  of  your  friends, 
from  M.  de  Villefort  to  M.  Debray,  who 
ha,ve  not  trembled  before  me.  There  is 
lot  one  who  has  not  treated  me  as  the 
'master  of  the  house — the  only  title  I  de- 
sire with  respect  to  you  :  there  is  not  one, 
in  fact,  who  would  have  dared  to  speak  of 
me  as  I  have  spoken  of  them  this  day.  I 
will  allow  you  to  make  me  hateful :  but  I 
will  prevent  youi-  rendering  me  ridiculous, 
and,  above  all,  I  forbid  3'ou  to  ruin  me." 

The  baroness  had  been  tolerably  com- 
posed   until    the    name   of   Villefort    had 


been  pronounced  ;  but  then  she  became 
pale,  and,  rising,  as  if  touched  by  a  spring, 
she  stretched  out  her  hands  as  tliough 
conjuring  an  apparition ;  she  then  took 
two  or  three  steps  toward  her  husband, 
as  though  to  tear  the  secret  from  him,  of 
which  he  was  ignorant,  or  which  he  with- 
held from  some  odious  calculation,  as  all 
his  calculations  were.  "M.  de  Villefort ! 
— what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  M.  de  Nargonne,  3'our  first 
husband,  being  neither  a  philosopher  nor 
a  banker,  or  perhaps  being  both,  and  see- 
ing there  was  nothing  to  be  got  out  of  a 
procureur  du  roi,  died  of  grief  or  anger  at 
finding,  after  an  absence  of  nine  months, 
that  you  had  been  enceinte  six.  I  am 
brutal — I  not  only  allow  it,  but  boast  of 
it ;  it  is  one  of  the  reasons  of  my  success 
in  commercial  business.  Why  did  he  kill 
himself  instead  of  you  ?  Because  he  had 
no  cash  to  save.  My  life  belongs  to  my 
cash.  M.  Debray  has  made  me  lose  700,- 
000  francs  :  let  him  bear  his  share  of  the 
loss,  and  we  will  go  on  as  before;  if  not, 
let  him  become  bankrupt  for  the  250,000 
livres,  and  do  as  all  bankrupts  do — dis- 
appear. He  is  a  charming  fellow,  I  allow, 
when  his  news  is  correct  ;  but  when  it  is 
not,  there  are  fifty  others  in  the  world  who 
would  do  better  than  him." 

Madame  Danglars  was  rooted  to  the 
spot ;  she  made  a  violent  effort  to  reply  to 
this  last  attack  :  but  she  fell  upon  a  chair, 
thinking  of  Villefort,  of  the  dinner  scene, 
of  the  strange  series  of  misfortunes  which 
had  taken  place  in  her  house  during  the 
last  few  days,  and  changed  the  usual  cnlm 
of  her  establishment  to  a  scene  of  scanda- 
lous debate.  Danglars  did  not  even  look 
at  her,  though  she  tried  all  she  could  to 
faint.  He  shut  Ihe  bedroom  door  after 
hint,  without  adding  another  wonl,  and 
returned  to  his  apartments :  and  when 
Madame  Danglars  recovered  from  her 
half-fainting  condition,  she  could  almost 
believe  that  she  had  had  a  disagix^eable 
dream. 


CHAPTER   LXVI. 

MATKIMOXIAL   PROJECTS. 

The  day  following  this  scone,  at  the 
hour  the  bankei*  usually  chose  to  pay  a 


404 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


visit  to  Madame  Danglars,  on  his  way  to 
his  office,  his  coupe  did  not  appear  in  the 
court.  At  this  time,  that  is,  about  half- 
past  twelve,  Madame  Dang-lars  ordered 
her  carriag-e,  and  went  out.  Dang'lars, 
placed  behind  a  curtain,  watched  the  de- 
parture he  had  been  waiting- for.  Heg-ave 
orders  that  he  should  be  informed  directly 
Madame  Dang'lars  appeared ;  but  at  two 
o'clock  she  had  not  returned.  He  then 
called  for  his  horses,  drove  to  the  Cham- 
ber, and  inscribed  his  name  to  speak 
ag-ainst  the  budg'et.  From  twelve  to  two 
o'clock  Danglars  had  remained  in  his 
stud3%  unsealing-  his  dispatches,  and  be- 
coming more  and  more  sad  every  minute, 
heaping-  fig-ure  upon  figure,  and  receiving-, 
among-  other  visits,  one  from  Major  Caval- 
canti,  who,  as  stiff  and  as  exact  as  ever, 
presented  himself  precisely  at  the  hour 
named  the  night  before,  to  terminate  his 
business  with  the  banker.  On  leaving  the 
Chan)ber,  Danglars,  who  had  shown  vio- 
lent marks  of  agitation  during  the  sitting, 
and  been  more  bitter  than  ever  against 
the  ministry,  re-entered  his  carriage,  and 
told  the  coachman  to  di-ive  to  the  Avenue 
des  Champs-Elj'sees,  No.  30. 

Monte-Cristo  was  at  home ;  onl}^  he 
was  engaged  with  some  one,  and  begged 
Danglars  to  wait  for  a  moment  in  the 
drawing-room.  While  the  banker  was 
waiting,  the  door  opened,  and  a  man 
dressed  as  an  abbe  entered,  who,  doubt- 
less more  familiar  with  the  house  than  he 
was,  instead  of  waiting,  merely  bowed, 
and,  passing  on  to  the  further  apartments, 
disappeared.  A  minute  after  the  door  by 
which  the  priest  had  entered  reopened, 
and  Monte-Cristo  appeared.  "  Pardon 
me,"  said  he,  "my  dear  baron,  but  one 
of  my  friends,  the  Abbe  Busoni,  whom 
you  perhaps  saw  pass  by,  has  just  arrived 
in  Paris;  not  having  seen  him  for  a  long 
time,  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to 
leave  him  sooner,  .so  I  hope  this  will  be 
sufficient  reason  for  my  having  made  .you 
wait." 

"  Nay,"  said  Danglars,  "  it  is  my  fault ; 
I  have  chosen  my  visit  at  a  wrong  time, 
and  will  retire." 

"  Not  at  all ;  on  the  contrary,  be  seated  ; 
but  what  is  the  matt  or  with  vou  ?     You 


look  careworn ;  reall}^  you  alarm  me ! 
For  a  capitalist  to  be  sad,  like  the  appear- 
ance of  a  comet,  presages  some  misfort- 
une to  the  world." — "I  have  been  in  ill- 
luck  for  several  days,"  said  Danglars, 
"and  I  have  heard  nothing  but  bad 
news." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 
"  Have  3'ou  had  another  fall  at  the 
Bourse  ?  " — "  No  :  I  am  safe  for  a  few 
days  at  least.  I  am  onl^^  annoyed  about 
a  bankrupt  of  Trieste." 

"  Reall^^ !  Does  it  happen  to  be  Jacopo 
Manfredi*^?  " 

"Exactly  so.  Imagine  a  man  who  has 
transacted  business  with  me  for  I  do  not 
know  how  long,  to  the  amount  of  800,000 
or  900,000  francs  during  the  year.  Never 
a  mistake  or  delaj'^ ;  a  fellow  who  paid 
like  a  prince.  Well,  I  was  a  million  in 
advance  with  him,  and  now  my  fine  Ja- 
copo Manfred!  suspends  payment." 

"Really?"  "     ' 

"  It  is  an  unheard-of  fatality.  I  draw 
upon  him  for  600,000  francs,  my  bills  are 
returned  unpaid,  and  more  than  that,  I 
hold  bills  of  exchange  signed  by  him  to 
the  value  of  400,000  francs,  payable  at  his 
correspondent's  in  Paris  at  the  end  of  this 
month.  To-day  is  the  30th.  I  present 
them;  but  my  correspondent  has  disap- 
peared. This,  with  m^y  Spanish  affairs, 
make  a  pretty  end  to  the  month." 

"Then  you  really  lost  by  that  affair  in 
Spain  ?  "— "  Yes  ;  only  700,000  francs  out 
of  my  cash-box  I — nothing  more  !  " 

"  Why,  how  could  you  make  such  a 
mistake — such  an  old  stager  ?  " 

"Oh.  it  is  all  my  wife's  fault.  She 
dreamed  Don  Carlos  had  returned  to 
Spain  ;  she  believes  in  dreams.  It  is  mag- 
netism, she  says;  and  when  she  dreams 
a  thing  it  is  sure  to  happen,  she  assures 
me.  On  this  conviction  I  allow  her  to 
speculate  ;  she  has  her  bank  and  her 
stockbroker  ;  .she  speculated  and  lost:  It 
is  true  she  speculates  with  lier  own  monej', 
not.  mine  ;  nevertheless  you  can  under- 
stand thai  when  700,000  francs  leave  the 
wife's  pocket,  the  husband  always  finds 
it  out.  Bui  do  you  UK^an  to  say  you  have 
not  heard  of  this?  Why,  the  thing  has 
made    a    tremendous    noise." — '*  Yes,    I 
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heard  it  spoken  of,  but  I  did  not  know  the 
details  ;  and  then  no  one  can  be  more  ig- 
norant than  I  am  of  the  affairs  in  the 
Bourse.'' — "Then  you  do  not  speculate  ?" 
"\? — How  could  I  speculate  when  I  al- 
readj'^  have  so  much  trouble  in  regulating 
my  income  ?  I  should  be  obliged,  besides 
my  steward,  to  keep  a  clerk  and  a  boy. 
But  touching  these  Spanish  affairs,  I 
think  the  baroness  did  not  dream  the 
whole  of  this  entrance  of  Don  Carlos. 
The  papers  said  something  about  it,  did 
they  not?" 

"Then   you   believe  the  newspapers?'' 

'•  I  ? — not  the  least  in  the  world  ;  only 

I  fancied  that  the   honest   "  Messager " 

was  an  exception  to  the  rule,  and  that  it 

only  announced  telegraphic  dispatches." 

''Well!  this  is  what  puzzles  me."  re- 
plied Danglars  ;  "  the  news  of  the  return 
of  Don  Carlos  was  brought  by  tele- 
graph."—'' So  that,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
''you  have  lost  nearly  1,700,000  francs 
this  month." 

"Not  nearl}',  indeed:  that  is  exactly 
my  loss." — •'  Diahle  .^"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
compassionately,  "  it  is  a  hard  blow  for 
a  third-rate  fortune." 

"Third-rate,"  said  Danglars,  rather 
humbled,  "what  do  you  mean  by  that?"' 
"Certainly,"  continued  Monte-Cristo. 
"  I  make  three  assortments  in  fortune — 
'first-rate,  second-rate,  and  third-rate  fort- 
unes. I  call  those  first-rate  which  are 
composed  of  treasures  one  possesses  under 
one's  hand,  such  as  mines,  lands,  and 
funded  property,  in  such  states  as  France, 
Austria,  and  England,  provided  these 
treasures  and  property  form  a  total  of 
about  a  hundred  millions ;  I  call  those 
second-rate  fortunes,  gained  by  manufact- 
uring enterprises,  joint-stock  companies, 
vice-royalties,  and  principalities,  not 
drawing  more  than  1,500,000  francs,  the 
whole  forming  a  capital  of  about  fifty 
miUions ;  finall}',  I  call  those  third-rate 
fortunes,  composed  of  a  fluctuating  capi- 
tal, dependent  upon  the  will  of  others,  or 
upon  chances  which  a  bankruptcy  involves 
or  a  false  telegram  shakes  :  such  as  banks, 
speculations  of  the  da}'^ — in  fact,  all  opera- 
tions under  the  infiuence  of  greater  or 
less  miscliances.  the  whole  brini:in«z-  in  a 


real  or  fictitious  capital  of  about  fifteen 
millions.  I  think  this  is  about  your 
position,  is  it  not  ?" 

"  Confound  it  !  yes  !"  replied  Danglars. 

"The  result,  then,  of  six  more  such 
months  as  this  would  be  to  reduce  the 
tliird-rate  house  to  despair."  —  "Oh!" 
said  Danglars,  becoming  very  pale,  "  how 
you  are  running  on  !" 

"Let  us  imagine  .seven  such  months," 
continued  Monte-Cristo  in  the  same  tone. 
"  Tell  me,  have  you  ever  thought  that 
seven  times  1,700,000  francs  make  nearly 
twelve  millions  ?  No,  you  have  *not  : — 
well,  you  are  right,  for  if  you  indulged  in 
such  reflections,  3^ou  would  never  risk 
your  principal,  which  is  to  the  speculator 
what  the  skin  is  to  civilized  man.  We 
have  our  clothes,  some  more  splendid  than 
others — this  is  our  credit:  but  when  a 
man  dies  he  has  onh-  his  skin  :  in  the  same 
way,  on  retiring  from  business,  you  have 
nothing  but  your  real  principal  of  about 
five  or  six  millions,  at  the  most ;  fQr  third- 
rate  fortunes  are  never  more  than  a  fourth 
of  what  the3^  appear  to  be,  like  the  loco- 
motive on  a  railwa3%  the  size  of  which  is 
magnified  by  the  smoke  and  steam  sur- 
rounding it.  Well,  out  of  the  five  or  six 
millions  which  form  your  real  capital,  you 
have  just  lost  nearly  two  millions.  Avhich 
must,  of  course,  in  the  same  degree  dimin- 
ish your  credit  and  fictitious  fortune  :  to 
follow  out  my  simile,  your  skin  has  been 
opened  by  bleeding,  which,  repeated  three 
or  four  times,  will  cause  death — so  pay 
attention  to  it,  M.  Danglai's.  Do  you 
want  money  ?  Do  3'ou  wish  me  to  lend 
3'ou  some  ?  ' ' 

"  What  a  bad  calculator  you  are  !  "  ex- 
claimed Danglars,  calling  to  his  assistance 
all  his  philosophy  and  dissimulation.  "  I 
have  made  money  at  the  same  time  by 
speculations  which  have  succeeded.  I 
have  made  up  for  the  loss  of  blood  by  nu- 
trition. I  lost  a  battle  in  Spain.  I  have 
been  defeated  in  Trieste,  but  my  naval 
army  in  India  will  have  taken  some  gal- 
leons, and  my  Mexican  pioneers  will  liave 
discovered  some  mine." 

"Very  good  !  very  good  !  But  the 
wound  remains,  and  will  ivopon  at  the 
tirst  loss." — '*  No  !  for  I  am  onlv  embarked 
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in  certainties,"  replied  Dang-lars,  with  the 
air  of  a  mountebanlv  sounding-  out  his  own 
praises:  "'to  involve  me,  three  g-overn- 
ments  must  crumble  to  dust." 

**  Well  !  such  things  have  been  !  " 

"That  there  should  be  a  famine  !  " 

"  Recollect  the  seven  fat  and  the  seven 
lean  kine." 

'•'  Or,  that  the  sea  should  become  dry, 
as  in  the  days  of  Pharaoh :  and  even  then 
my  vessels  would  become  caravans."' 

"  So  much  the  better,  I  congratulate 
you,  my  dear  M.  Dang-lars,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo^  "1  see  I  was  deceived,  and  that 
j^'ou  belong-  to  the  class  of  second-rate 
fortunes." 

''I  think  I  may  aspire  to  that  honor," 
said  Dang-lars  with  a  smile,  which  re- 
minded Monte-Cristo  of  one  of  those  sickly 
moons  which  bad  artists  are  so  fond  of 
daubing  into  their  pictures  of  ruins  ;  "  but, 
while  we  are  speaking  of  business,"  he 
added,  pleased  to  find  an  opportunitj'^  of 
changing  the  subject,  "  tell  me  what  I  am 
to  do  for  M.  Cavalcanti." 

"  Give  him  money,  if  lie  is  recommended 
to  you,  and  the  recommendation  seems 
good." — "Excellent!  he  presented  him- 
self this  morning  with  a  bond  of  40,000 
francs,  payable  at  sight,  on  3'ou,  signed 
b}^  Busoni,  and  returned  by  you  to  me, 
with  your  indorsement ;  of  course,  I  im- 
mediately^ counted  him  over  the  forty 
bank-notes." 

Monte-Cristo  nodded  his  head  in  token 
of  assent.  "  But  that  is  not  all,"  con- 
tinued Danglars  :  "he  has  opened  an  ac- 
count with  my  house  for  his  son." 

"May  I  ask  how  much  he  allows  tlie 
young  man  ?  " 

"  Five  thousand  francs  per  month." 

"  Sixty  thousand  francs  per  year.  I 
thought  I  was  right  in  believing  that  Cav- 
alcanti to  be  a  stingy  fellow.  How  can 
a  young  man  live  upon  5,000  francs  a 
month  ?  " — "  But  you  understand  that  if 
the  young  man  should  want  a  few  thou- 
sands more — " 

"Do  not  advance  it;  liu'  father"  will 
never  repay  it ;  you  do  not  know  these 
ultramontane  millionaires;  they  are  reg- 
ular misers.  And  by  whom  were  they 
recommended  to  you  ?  " 


"  Oh,  by  the  house  of  Fenzi,  one  of  the 
best  in  Florence." — "  I  do  not  mean  to  saj' 
3'ou  will  lose,  but,  nevertheless,  mind  j'ou 
hold  to  the  terms  of  the  agreement." 

"  Would  you  not  trust  the  Cavalcanti  I" 

"  I  ?  oh,  I  would  advance  six  millions  on 
his  signature.  I  was  onh'  speaking  in 
reference  to  the  second-rate  fortunes  we 
were  mentioning  just  now." — "  And  with 
all  this,  how  plain  he  is  I  I  should  never 
have  taken  him  for  an^'thing  more  than  a 
mere  major." 

"  And  you  would  have  flattered  him, 
for  certainly-,  as  you  say,  he  has  no  man- 
ner. The  first  time  I  saw  him  he  appeared 
to  me  like  an  old  lieutenant  who  had 
grown  mouldy  beneath  his  epaulet.  But 
all  the  Italians  are  the  same ;  they  are 
like  old  Jews  when  they  are  not  glittering 
in  Oriental  splendor." — "The  young  man 
is  better,"  said  Danglars. 

"  Yes ;  a  little  nervous,  perhaps,  but, 
upon  the  whole,  he  appeared  tolerable. 
I  was  uneasy  about  him." — "  Why  ?  " 

"  Because  \o\x  met  him  at  my  house, 
just  after  his  introduction  into  the  world, 
as  they  told  me.  He  has  been  traveling 
with  a  very  severe  tutor,  and  had  never 
been  to  Paris  before." — "Ah,  I  believe 
noblemen  marry  among  themselves,  do 
they  not?"  asked  Danglars,  carelessly; 
"  they  like  to  unite  their  fortunes." 

"  It  is  usual,  certainly  ;  but  Cavalcanti' 
is  an  original  who  does  nothing  like  other 
people.  I  cannot  help  thinking  he  has 
brought  his  son  to  France  to  choose  a 
wife." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  " — "  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  And  you  have  heard  his  fortune  men- 
tioned ?  " — "  Nothing  else  was  talked  of  ; 
only  some  said  he  was  worth  millions,  and 
others  that  he  did  not  possess  a  farthing." 

"  And  what  is  3'oui'  opinion  ?  " 

"  I  ought  not  to  influence  you,  because  it 
is  oidy  my  own  personal  impression." 

"  Well,'  and  it  is  that—" 

"My  opinion  is,  that  ail  these  old 
fxxlesfdts,  these  ancient  coinlofticri,  for 
the  Cavalcanti  have  commanded  armies 
and  governed  provinces -my  opinion,  I 
say,  is,  that  they  have  buried  tlieir  mil- 
lions in  cornei-s.  the  secret  of  wjiich  they 
have  onl}'  transmitted  to  their  eldest  sons. 
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who  have  done  the  same  from  generation 
to  generation,  and  the  proof  of  this  is  seen 
in  their  yellow  and  dry  appearance,  like 
the  florins  of  the  republic,  which,  from 
being  constantly  gazed  upon,  have  be- 
come reflected  in  them." 

'•  Certainl}^,"  said  Danglars,  ''and  this 
is  further  supported  hy  the  fact  of  their 
not  possessmg  an  inch  of  land." — "Yerj 
little,  at  least ;  I  know  of  none  which  Cav- 
alcanti  possesses,  excepting  his  palace  in 
Lucca." 

'■Ah?  he  has  a  palace?"  said  Dan- 
glars, laughing:  "come,  that  is  some- 
thing."— "  Yes  ;  and  more  than  that,  he 
lets  it  to  the  Minister  of  Finances  while 
he  lives  in  a  simple  house.  Oh  !  as  I  told 
you  before,  I  think  tlie  good  man  very 
close  ! " 

"  Come,  3-ou  do  not  flatter  him." — "I 
scarcely  know  him  :  I  think  I  have  seen 
him  three  times  in  my  life  ;  all  I  know  re- 
lating to  him  is  through  Busoni  and  him- 
self ;  he  was  telling*  me  this  morning*  that, 
tired  of  letting  his  propertj^lie  dormant  in 
Italy,  which  is  a  dead  nation,  he  wished  to 
find  a  method,  either  in  France  or  En- 
gland, of  multipl.ying  his  millions  ;  but 
remember,  that  thoug-li  I  place  great  con- 
fidence in  Busoni,  I  am  not  responsible 
for  this." 

"  Never  mind ;  accept  my  thanks  for 
the  client  3'ou  have  sent  me  :  it  is  a  fine 
name  to  inscribe  on  my  lists,  and  m.y 
cashier  was  quite  proud  of  it  when  I  ex- 
plained to  him  who  the  Cavalcanti  were. 
By  the  way,  this  is  merely  a  simple  ques- 
tion, when  these  kind  of  people  marry 
their  sons,  do  they  give  them  any  fort- 
une ?  " — "  Oh,  that  depends  upon  circum- 
stances. I  know  an  Italian  prince,  rich  as 
a  gold  mine,  one  of  the  noblest  families  in 
Tuscany,  who,  Avhen  his  sons  married  ac- 
cording to  his  wish,  gave  them  millions  : 
and  when  they  married  against  his  con- 
sent, merely  allowed  them  thirty  crowns 
a  montli.  Should  Andrea  marry  accord- 
ing to  his  father's  views,  he  will.  perha]is, 
give  him  one,  two,  or  three  millions.  For 
example,  supposing  it  were  Iho  daughter 
of  a  banker,  he  might,  take  an  int(n'est  in 
the  house  of  the  father-in-law  of  his  son  ; 
th(Mi  asrain,  if  ho  disliked  his  choice,  the 


major  takes  the  kej',  double-locks  his  cof- 
fer, and  Master  Andrea  would  be  obliged 
to  live  like  the  son  of  a  Parisian  family, 
b}^  shuffling  cards  or  rattling  the  dice." 

"  Ah  !  that  boy  will  find  out  some  Bava- 
rian or  Peruvian  princess  ;  he  will  want  a 
crown  and  an  immense  fortune." — "No; 
these  grand  lords  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Alps  frequentl}^  marry  into  plain  families  ; 
like  Jupiter,  they  like  to  cross  the  race. 
But  do  you  wish  to  marry  Andrea,  in}- 
dear  M.  Danglars,  that  you  are  asking  so 
many  questions  ?  ' ' 

''Ma  foif^  said  Danglars,  "it  would 
not  be  a  bad  speculation,  I  fancy,  and  you 
know  I  am  a  speculator." — "  You  are  not 
thinking  of  Mademoiselle  Danglars,  I 
hope  ;  3^ou  would  not  like  poor  Andrea  to 
have  his  throat  cut  by  Albert  ?  " 

"Albert!"  repeated  Danglars,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders:  "  ah,  yes ;  he  would 
care  verj''  little  about  it,  I  think." 

"'  But  he  is  betrothed  to  your  daughter, 
I  believe?" — "Certainly,  M.  de  Morcei-f 
and  I  have  talked  about  this  mannage. 
but  Madame  de  Morcerf  and  Albert — " 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  it  would 
not  be  a  good  match  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  I  imagine  that  Mademoiselle 
Danglars  is  as  gooH  as  M.  de  Morcerf." — 
"  Mademoiselle  Danglars'  fortune  will  be 
great,  no  doubt,  especiall}-  if  the  telegraph 
should  not  make  any  more  mistakes." 

"  Oh  !  I  do  not  mean  her  fortune  only  : 
but  tell  me—"—"  What  ?  " 

"Why  did  you  not  invite  M.  and  Mad- 
ame de  Morcerf  to  yOur  dinner  ?  " 

"  I  did  SO,  but  he  excused  himself  on  ac- 
count of  Madame  de  Morcerf  being  obliged 
to  go  to  Dieppe  for  the  benefit  of  sea  air." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Danglars.  laughing. 
"  it  would  do  her  a  great  deal  of  good." 

"Why  so?" — "Because  it  is  the  aii- 
she  always  breathed  in  her  youth." 
Monte-Cristo  took  no  notice  of  this  ill- 
natnred  remark. 

"  But  still,  if  Albert  be  not  so  rich  as 
Mademoiselle  Danglars,"  said  the  count, 
"you  must  allow  that  he  has  a  fine 
name  ?  " 

"So  he  has:  but  I  like  mine  as  well." 

"  Certainly  :  your  name  is  popular,  and 
does  honor  to  the  title  they  intended  to 
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adorn  3'ou  with;  but  you  are  too  intelli- 
gent not  to  know,  that  according-  to  a 
prejudice,  too  firmly  rooted  to  be  exter- 
minated, a  nobility  which  dates  back 
five  centuries  is  worth  more  than  one 
that  can  onl3'  reckon  twenty  years." 

"  And  for  this  very  reason,"  said  Dan- 
g"lars,  with  a  smile,  which  lie  tried  to 
make  sardonic,  '*'  I  prefer  M.  Andrea  Cav- 
alcanti  to  M.  Albert  de  Morcerf."— "  Still, 
I  should  not  think  the  Morcerfs  would 
yield  to  the  Cavalcanti  ?  " 

"  The  Morcerfs  !  Stay,  my  dear  count, " 
said  Dang-lars  ;  "you  are  a  clever  man, 
are  you  not  ?  " — "  I  think  so." 

"And  3'ou  understand  heraldry  ?  " 

"A  little." 

"Well,  look  at  my  coat-of-arms,  it  is 
wortli  more  than  Morcerfs." 

"Why  so?" — "Because,  thoug-h  I  am 
not  a  baron  by  birth,  my  real  name  is,  at 
least,  Dang-lars." 

"Well,  what  then?" 

"  While  his  name  is  not  Morcerf," 

"  How  !— not  Morcerf  ?  " 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world." 

"  Go  on  !  "  —  "I  have  been  made  a 
baron,  so  that  I  actually  am  one ;  he 
made  himself  a  count,  so  that  he  is  not 
one  at  all."—"  Impossible  !  " 

"  Listen,  my  dear  count ;  M.  de  Mor- 
cerf has  been  my  friend,  or  rather  my 
acquaintance,  during- the  last  thirtj'-  3'ears. 
You  know  I  have  made  the  most  of  my 
arms,  though  I  never  forgot  my  origin." 

"A  proof  of  great  humility  or  great 
pride,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"'  Well,  when  I  was  a  clerk,  Morcerf 
was  a  mere  fisherman." 

"  And  then  he  was  called — " 

"  Fernand."— "  Only  Fernand  ?  " 

"Fernand  Mondego." — "You  are  suriC^" 

"  Pardien  !  I  have  bought  enough  fish 
of  him  to  know  his  name." 

"  Then,  why  did  you  think  of  giving 
your  daught(M-  to  him  ?  " 

"Because  Fernand  and  Danglars,  being 
both  parvenus,  both  liaving  become  noble, 
both  rich,  are  about  equal  in  worth,  ex- 
cepting that  there  have  been  certain 
things  mentioned  of  him  that  were  never 
saidofme."— "What?"— "Oh,  nothing!" 

"Ah,  ves  !  what  you  tell  nie  recalls  I0 


mind  somethmg  about  the  name  of  Fer- 
nand Mondego.  I  have  heard  that  name 
in  Greece. '"" — "In  conjunction  with  the 
affairs  of  Ali  Pasha  ?  " 

"  Exactly  so." — "  This  is  the  mysterj^" 
said  Danglars.  "  I  acknowledge  I  would 
have  given  anything  to  find  it  out." 

"  It  would  be  very  easy  if  you  much 
wished  it."— "  How  so?" 

"Probablj'^  you  have  some  correspond- 
ent in  Greece  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  so."—"  At  Janina  ?  " 

"  Everywhere." — "  Well,  write  to  j'^our 
correspondent  in  Janina,  and  ask  him 
what  part  was  played  by  a  Frenchman 
named  Fernand  Mondego  in  tlie  catas- 
trophe of  AU  Tobelen." 

"  You  are  right,"  exclaimed  Danglars, 
rising  quickly,  "  I  will  write  to-day." 

"Do  so."—- I  will." 

"  And  if  you  should  hear  of  anything 
very  scandalous — " 

"I  will  communicate  it  to  you." 

"  You  will  oblige  me."  Danglars  rushed 
out  of  the  room,  and  made  but  one  leap 
into  his  coupe. 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

THE   OFFICE    OF    THE    PROCUREUR   DTT    RQI. 

Let  us  leave  the  banker  driving  his 
horses  at  their  fullest  speed,  and  follow 
M;ui;ime  Danglars  in  her  morning  excur- 
sion. We  have  said  that,  at  half-past 
twelve  o'clock,  Madame  Danglars  had 
ordered  her  horses,  and  had  left  home 
in  the  carriage.  She  din^cted  her  course 
toward  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain, 
went  down  tlie  Rue  de  Seine,  and  stopped 
at  the  Passage  du  Pont-Neuf.  She  de- 
scended, and  crossed  the  passage.  She 
was  \<'i  V  plainly  liressed,  as  woukl  he 
the  case  with  a  woman  of  tastt?  walking 
in  the  morning.  At  11u«  Rue  Guenegaud 
she  called  a  fiacre,  and  directed  hin>  to 
drive  to  the  Rue  de  Harlay.  As  soon  as 
she  was  seated  in  tlie  coach,  she  drew 
from  her  pocket  a  very  thick  black  veil, 
which  she  tied  on  to  her  straw  bonnet. 
She  then  replaced  tlit^  bonnet,  and  saw 
with  pleasure,  in  a  little  pocket-mirror, 
that  her  white  coiuj^lexion  and  brilliant 
eyes  were  alone  visible.  The  liacre 
crossed    the    Poiit-Neiif   and    entered    the 
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Rue  de  Harlay  by  the  Place  Dauphine  : 
the  driver  was  paid  as  the  door  opened, 
and  stepping  lightly  up  the  stairs,  Mad- 
ame Danglars  soon  reached  the  Hall  des 
Pas-Perdus. 

There  was  a  great  deal  going  on  that 
inoruing,  and  many  business-like  persons 
at  the  Palais  ;  business-like  i>ersons  pay 
very  little  attention  to  women,  and  Mad- 
ame Danglars  crossed  the  hall  without 
exciting  any  more  attention  than  any 
other  female  calhng  upon  her  lawyer. 
There  was  a  great  press  of  people  in 
M.  de  Villefort's  antechamber  ;  but  Mad- 
ame Danglars  had  no  occasion  even  to 
pronounce  her  name  ;  the  instant  she  ap- 
peared the  doorkeeper  rose,  came  to  her, 
and  asked  her  whether  she  was  not  the 
person  with  whom  M.  le  Procureur  du 
Roi  had  made  an  appointment,  and  on 
her  affirmative  answer  being  given,  he 
conducted  her  by  a  private  passage  to 
M.  de  Villefort's  office.  The  magistrate 
was  seated  in  an  armchair,  writing,  with 
his  back  toward  the  door;  he  heard  it- 
open,  and  the  doorkeeper  pronounce  the 
words,  "Walk  in,  madame,"  and  then 
reclose  it,  without  moving ;  but  no  soon- 
er had  the  man's  footsteps  ceased,  than 
he  started  up,  drew  the  bolts,  closed  the 
curtains,  and  examined  every  corner  of 
the  room.  Then,  when  he  had  assured 
himself  that  he  could  neither  be  seen  nor 
heard,  and  was  consequently  relieved  of 
doubts,  he  said — "  Thanks,  madame — 
thanks  for  your  punctuality;"  and  he 
offered  a  chair  to  Madame  Danglars, 
which  she  accepted,  for  her  heart  beat  so 
violently  that  she  felt  nearly  suffocated. 

''It  is  a  long  time,  madame,"  said  the 
procureur  du  roi,  describing  a  half-circle 
with  his  chair,  so  as  to  place  himself  ex- 
actly opposite  to  Madame  Danglai'S — •*  it 
is  a  long  time  since  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
speaking  alone  with  you :  and  I  regret 
that  we  have  onh'  now  met  to  enter  upon 
a  painful  conversation." — "Nevertheless, 
sir,  3'ou  see  I  have  answered  your  first 
appeal  ;  although  certainly'  the  conversa- 
tion uuist  be  much  more  painful  for  me 
than  for  you."     Villefort  smiled  bitterl}-. 

"  It  is  true,  then,"  he  said,  rather  utter- 
ing his  thoucrhts  aloud  than   addressing 


his  companion — "it  is  true,  then,  that  all 
our  actions  leave  their  traces — some  sad, 
others  bright — on  our  paths  !  It  is,  then, 
true  that  every  step  in  our  lives  resembles 
the  course  of  an  insect  on  the  sand — it 
leaves  its  track  !  Alas  !  to  many  the  path 
is  traced  by  tears." 

"Sir,"  said  Madame  Danglars,  "you 
can  feel  for  my  emotion,  can  you  not  ? 
Spare  me,  then,  I  beseech  you.  When  I 
look  at  this  room,  whence  so  manj''  guilty 
creatures  have  departed  trembling  and 
ashamed — when  I  look  at  this  chair  before 
wiiich  I  now  sit  trembling  and  ashamed, 
oh  !  it  requires  all  my  reason  to  convince 
me  that  I  am  not  a  very  guilty  woman 
and  you  a  menacing  judge."  Villefort 
dropped  his  head  and  sighed.  "And  I," 
he  said,  "  I  feel  that  my  place  is  not  in 
the  judge's  seat,  but  on  the  prisoner's 
stool." — "  You  ?  "  said  Madame  Danglars. 

"Yes,  me." — "I  think,  sir,  you  exag- 
gerate your  situation,"  said  Madame  Dan- 
glars, whose  beautiful  eyes  sparkled  for  a 
moment.  "  The  paths  of  which  you  were 
just  speaking  have  been  traced  by  all 
young  men  of  ardent  imaginations.  Be- 
sides the  pleasure  there  is' always  remorse 
from  the  indulgence  of  our  passions:  and, 
after  all,  what  have  you  men  to  fear  from 
all  this  :  the  world  excuses,  and  notoriety 
ennobles  3'ou  ?  " 

"Madame,"  replied  Villefort,  "you 
know  that  I  am  no  hypocrite,  or,  at  least, 
that  I  never  deceive  without  a  reason. 
If  my  brow  be  severe,  it  is  because  many 
misfortunes  have  clouded  it :  if  my  heart 
be  petrified,  it  is  that  it  might  sustain  the 
blows  it  has  received.  I  was  not  so  in  my 
youth,  I  was  not  so  on  the  night  of  the 
betrothal,  when  avc  were  all  seated  round 
a  table  in  the  Rue  du  Cours  at  Marseilles. 
But  since  then  every  tiling  has  changed  in 
and  about  me  :  I  am  accustomed  to  brave 
difficulties,  and.  in  the  conflict,  to  crush 
those  who,  by  their  own  free  will,  or  by 
chance,  voluntarily  or  involuntarily.  int<.»r- 
fere  with  me  in  my  career.  It  is  generally 
the  case  that  what  we  most  ardently  de- 
sire is  as  ardently  withheld  fi'om  us  by 
those  who  wish  to  obtain  it.  or  from  whom 
we  attempt  to  snatch  it.  Thus,  the 
givater  number  of  a  man's  ei-rors  come 
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before  him  disg'uised  under  the  specious 
form  of  necessity;  then,  after  error  has 
been  committed  in  a  moment  of  excite- 
ment, of  dehrium,  or  of  fear,  we  see  that 
we  might  have  avoided  and  escaped  it. 
The  means  we  might  have  used,  which  we 
in  our  blindness  could  not  see,  then  seem 
simple  and  easj^  and  we  sa^-,  '  Why  did  I 
not  do  this,  instead  of  that  ?  '  Women, 
on  the  contrary,  are  rarely  tormented 
with  remorse ;  for  the  decision  does  not 
come  from  you ;  your  misfortunes  are 
generally  imposed  upon  30U,  and  your 
faults  the  result  of  others'  crimes." 

''In  any  case,  sir,  you  will  allow,"  re- 
plied Madame  Dang-lars,  "that,  even  if 
the  fault  were  alone  mine,  I  last  night 
received  a  severe  punishment  for  it." 

"Poor  thing  I  "  said  Villefort,  pressing 
her  hand,  "  it  was  too  severe  for  your 
.strength,  for  j^ou  were  twice  overwhelmed, 
and  yet — "" 

''Well?"  — "Well,  I  must  tell  you. 
Collect  all  your  courage,  for  you  have 
not  3'et  heard  all  I  " 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  Madame  Danglars, 
alarmed,  "  what  is  there  more  to  hear  ?  " 

"  You  only  look  back  to  the  past ;  and 
it  is,  indeed,  bad  enough.  Well,  picture 
to  3'^ourself  a  future  more  gloomy  still — 
certainly  frightful,  perhaps  sanguinarj^ !  " 
The  baroness  knew  how  calm  A^illofort 
naturall}'  was,  and  his  present  excitement 
frightened  her  so  much  that  she  opened 
her  mouth  to  scream,  but  the  sound  died 
in  her  throat.  "How  has  this  terrible 
past  been  recalled  ?  "  cried  Villefort ; 
"how  is  it  that  it  has  escaped  from  the 
depths  of  the  tomb  and  the  recesses  of 
our  hearts,  where  it  was  buried,  to  visit 
us  now,  like  a  phantom,  whitening  our 
cheeks  and  flushing  our  brows  with 
shame?  " 

"Alas  1  "  said  Hermine,  "doubtless  it 
is  chance  !  " 

"Chance!"  replied  Villefort:  "no, 
no,  madame,  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
chance!" — "Oh,  yes;  has  not  a  fatal 
chance  revealed  all  tliis?  Was  it  not 
chance  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  bought 
by  this  house  ?  Was  it  not  by  chance  lie 
caused  the  earth  to  be  dug  ?  Is  it  not  by 
chance    that  the   unfortunate    child    was 


disinterred  under  the  trees  ?  That  poor 
innocent  offspring  of  mine  which  I  never 
even  kissed,  but  for  whom  I  wept  many, 
many  tears.  Ah,  m}'  heart  clung  to  the 
count  when  he  mentioned  the  dear  spoil 
found  beneath  the  flowers." 

"  Well,  no,  madame  I — this  is  the  ter- 
rible news  I  have  to  tell  you,"  said  Ville- 
fort, in  a  hollow  voice — "  no,  nothing  was 
found  beneath  the  flowers  ;  there  was  no 
child  disinterred — no  !  j'ou  must  not  weep, 
no,  3-ou  must  not  groan,  you  must  trem- 
ble I  " — "  What  can  you  mean  ?  "asked 
Madame  Danglars,  shuddering. 

"I  mean  that  M.  de  ]\Ionte-Cristo, 
digging  underneath  these  trees,  found 
neither  skeleton  nor  chest,  because  neith- 
er of  them  was  there  I  " 

"Neither  of  them  there!"  repeated 
Madame  Danglars,  fixing  upon  him  her 
eyes,  which,  by  their  fearful  dilatation, 
indicated  how  much  she  was  alarmed. 

"Neither  of  them  there  !  "  she  again 
said,  as  though  striving  to  impress  her- 
self with  the  meaning  of  the  words  which 
escaped  her. 

"  No  !  "  said  Villefort,  burying  his  face 
in  his  hands,  "'  no  I  a  hundred  times  no  !  " 

"Then  you  did  not  bury  the  poor  child 
there,  sir  ?  Why  did  you  deceive  me  ? 
Where  did  you  place  it  ?  tell  me — where  ?  " 

"  There  !  But  listen  to  me — listen — and 
you  will  pity  one  who  has  for  twenty  years 
alone  borne  the  heavy  burden  of  grief  I 
am  about  to  reveal,  without  casting  the 
least  portion  upon  3'ou." 

"  Oh,  you  frighten  me  !  But  speak  ;  I 
will  listen." 

"You  recollect  that  sad  night,  when 
you  were  half  expiring  on  that  bed  in  the 
red  damask  room,  while  I,  scarcely'  less 
agitated  tlian  you,  awaited  your  delivery. 
Tlie  child  was  born,  was  given  to  me — 
without  movement,  without  breatli,  with- 
out voice,  we  thought  it  dead."  Madame 
Danglars  moved  rapidly,  as  tliough  she 
would  spring  from  her  chaii-;  but  Ville- 
fort stopped,  and  clasped  his  hands  as  if 
to  implore  her  attention.  "  We  thought 
it  dead,"  he  repeated  ;  "  I  placed  it  in  the 
chest,  whidi  was  to  take  the  place  of  a 
coffin  ;  I  descended  to  the  garden,  I  dug 
a  hole,  and  then  flung  it  down  in  haste. 
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Scarcely  had  I  covered  it  with  mould, 
when  the  arm  of  the  Corsican  was 
stretched  toward  me ;  I  saw  a  shadow 
rise,  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  flash  of  light. 
I  felt  pain ;  I  wished  to  cry  out,  but  an 
icy  shiver  ran  through  my  veins  and  stifled 
my  voice  ;  I  fell  lifeless,  and  fancied  ni}^- 
self  killed.  Never  shall  I  forget  your 
sublime  courag'e,  when,  having  returned 
to  consciousness,  I  dragged  mj'^self  to  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  where,  expiring  your- 
self, you  came  to  meet  me.  We  were 
obliged  to  keep  silent  upon  the  dreadful 
catastrophe.  You  had  the  fortitude  to 
regain  the  house,  assisted  by  your  nurse. 
A  duel  was  the  pretext  for  my  wound. 
Though  we  scarceh'-  expected  it,  our  secret 
remained  in  our  own  keeping  alone.  I  was 
taken  to  Versailles ;  for  three  months  I 
struggled  with  death  ;  at  last,  as  I  seemed 
to  cling  to  life,  I  was  ordered  to  the  South. 
Four  men  carried  me  from  Paris  to  Cha- 
lons, walking  six  leagues  a  day.  Madame 
de  Villefort  followed  the  litter  in  her  car- 
riage. At  Chalons  I  was  put  upon  the 
Soane,  thence  I  passed  on  to  the  Rhone, 
whence  I  descended,  merely  with  the  cur- 
rent, to  Aries ;  at  Aries  I  was  again 
placed  on  my  litter,  and  continued  ni}' 
journey  to  Marseilles.  My  recovery  lasted 
six  months.  I  never  heard  you  mentioned, 
and  I  did  not  dare  inquire  for  you.  When 
I  returned  to  Paris,  I  learned  that,  widow 
•      of  M.  de  Nargonne,  you  had  married  M. 

■  Danglars. 

■  ''What  had  been  the  subject  of  my 
I    thoughts  ever  since  consciousness  had  re- 

■  turned   to  me?    Always  the  same  —  al- 

■  ways  the  child's  corpse,  which,  every 
B  night  in  my  dreams,  rising  from  the  earth, 
jB^  fixed  itself  above  the  gra"f e  with  a  menac- 
^King  look  and  gesture.  I  inquired  immedi- 
^Wately  on  my  return  to  Paris  :  the  house 

had  not  been  inhabited  since  we  loft  it, 
but  it  had  just  been  let  for  nine  years.  I 
found  the  tenant.  I  protended  that  I  dis- 
liked the  idea  of  a  house  belonging  to  my 
wife's  father  and  mother  passing  into  the 
hands  of  strangers.  I  olTerod  to  pay  them 
for  yielding  up  the  lease  ;  they  demanded 
6,000  francs.  I  would  have  given  10,000— 
I  would  have  given  20,000.  T  had  the 
money  with  me ;  I  mqide  the  tenant  sign 


the  canceling  deed,  and  when  I  had  ob- 
tained what  I  so  much  wanted,  I  galloped 
to  Auteuil.  No  one  had  entered  the  house 
since  I  had  left  it.  It  was  five  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon ;  I  ascended  into  the  red 
room,  and  waited  for  night.  There  all  the 
thoughts  which  had  disturbed  mo  during 
wij  year  of  constant  agonx"  occurred  with 
double  force.  The  Corsican,  who  had  de- 
clared the  vendetta  against  me,  who  had 
followed  me  from  Nimes  to  Paris,  who  had 
hid  himself  in  the  garden,  who  had  struck 
me,  had  seen  me  dig  the  grave,  had  seen 
me  inter  the  child  ;  he  might  become  ac- 
quainted with  yourpersoTi — nay,  he  might 
even  then  have  known  it.  Would  he  not 
on6  day  make  you  pay  for  keeping  this 
terrible  secret  ?  Would  it  not  be  a  sweet 
revenge  for  him  when  he  found  I  had  not 
died  from  the  blow  of  his  dagger  ?  It  was 
therefore  necessarx',  before  everything 
else,  and  at  all  risks,  that  I  should  cause 
all  traces  of  the  past  to  disappear — that 
I  sh9uld  destroy  every  material  vestige  : 
too  much  reality  would  always  remain  in 
m}"  recollection.  It  was  for  this  I  had  an- 
nulled the  lease — it  was  for  this  I  had 
come — it  was  for  this  I  was  waiting. 
Night  arrived  ;  I  allowed  it  to  become 
quite  dark.  I  was  without  a  light  in  that 
room  ;  when  the  wind  shook  all  the  doors, 
behind  which  I  continually  expected  to  see 
some  concealed  spy,  I  trembled.  I  seemed 
everywhere  to  hear  your  moans  behind  me 
in  the  bed,  and  I  dared  not  turn  round. 
My  heart  beat  so  violently  that  I  feared 
my  wound  would  open.  At  length,  one 
by  one,  all  the  noises  in  the  neighboring 
country  ceased.  I  understood  that  I  had 
nothing  to  fear,  that  I  should  neither  be 
seen  nor  heard,  so  I  decided  upon  descend- 
ing to  the  garden. 

*'  Listen,  Hormine  !  I  consider  myself 
as  brave  as  most  nion.  but  when  I  ilrow 
from  my  breast  tho  little  key  of  the  stair- 
caso.  which  I  had  found  in  my  coat — that 
little  key  we  hot  h  used  to  cherish  so  much. 
which  you  wished  to  have  fastened  to  a 
golden  ring — when  I  opened  the  door,  and 
saw  the  pale  moon  sheddiiig  a  long  stream 
of  white  light  on  the  spiral  staircase  like 
a  specter.  I  loaned  against  the  wall,  and 
ntwrlv  shrieked.     I  seemed    to   be   going 
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mad.  At  last  I  mastered  my  agitation. 
I  descended  the  staircase  step  b^^  step ; 
the  only  thing-  I  could  not  conquer  was  a 
strang-e  trembling*  in  my  knees.  I  g-rasped 
the  railings ;  if  I  had  relaxed  my  hold  for 
a  moment  I  should  have  fallen.  I  reached 
the  lower  door.  Outside  this  door  a  spade 
was  placed  against  the  wall ;  I  took  it, 
and  advanced  toward  the  thicket.  I  had 
provided  myself  with  a  dark  lantern.  In 
the  middle  of  the  lawn  I  stopped  to  light 
it,  then  I  continued  my  path.  It  was  the 
end  of  ISTovember  ;  all  the  freshness  of  the 
garden  had  disappeared,  and  the  trees 
were  nothing  more  than  skeletons  with 
their  long  bony  arms,  and  the  dead  leaves 
sounded  on  the  gravel  under  m}'  feet.  My 
terror  overcame  me  to  such  a  degree  as  I 
approached  the  thicket  that  I  took  a  pis- 
tol from  m}^  pocket  and  armed  myself.  I 
fancied  continually  that  I  saw  the  figure 
of  the  Corsican  between  the  branches.  I 
examined  tlie  thicket  with  my  dark  lan- 
tern ;  it  was  enapty.  I  cast  my  ej-^es  all 
round  ;  I  was  indeed  alone  ;  no  noise  dis- 
turbed the  silence  of  the  night  but  the 
owl,  whose  piercing  cr^'  seemed  as  if  call- 
ing up  the  phantoms  of  the  night.  I  tied 
my  lantern  to  a  forked  branch  I  had  re- 
marked a  year  before  at  the  precise  spot 
where  I  stopped  to  dig  the  hole.  The 
grass  had  grown  very  thickly  there  dur- 
ing the  summer,  and  when  autumn  arrived 
no  one  had  been  there  to  mow  it.  Still 
one  place  less  covered  attracted  my  atten- 
tion ;  it  evidently  was  there  I  had  turned 
up  the  ground.  I  returned  to  work.  The 
hour,  then,  for  wliich  I  had  been  waiting 
during  the  last  year  had  at  lengtli  ar- 
rived. How  I  worked,  how  I  hoped,  how 
I  sounded  every  piece  of  turf,  thinking  to 
find  some  resistance  to  my  spade  !  But 
no,  I  found  nothing,  though  I  liad  made  a 
hole  twice  as  large  as  the  first.  I  thought 
I  had  been  deceived — had  mistaken  the 
spot.  I  turned  round,  I  looked  at  the 
trees,  I  tried  to  recall  the  details  which 
had  struck  me  at  the  time.  A  cold, 
.sharp  wind  whistled  through  the  leafless 
branches,  and  yet  thi^  di-ops  fell  from  my 
forehead.  I  recollected  that  I  was  stabbed 
just  as  I  was  trampling  tlie  ground  to  (ill 
up  the  hole ;  while  doing  so,  I  liad  Icincd 


against  a  false  ebony-tree  ;  behind  me  was 
an  artificial  rock,  intended  to  serve  as  a 
resting-place  for  persons  walking  in  the 
garden;  in  falling,  my  hand,  relaxing  its 
hold  of  the  tree,  felt  the  coldness  of  this 
stone.  On  my  right  I  saw  the  tree,  be- 
hind me  the  rock.  I  stood  in  the  same 
attitude,  and  threw  myself  down.  I  rose, 
and  again  began  digging  and  enlarging 
the  hole  ;  still  I  found  nothing,  nothing — 
the  chest  was  no  longer  there  !  " — "  The 
chest  no  longer  there  I  "  murmured  Mad- 
ame Danglars,  choking-  with  fear. 

''Think  not  I  contented  myself  with 
this  one  effort,"  continued  Villefort.  "  No: 
I  searched  the  whole  thicket.  I  thought 
the  assassin,  having  discovered  the  chest, 
and  supposing  it  to  be  a  treasure,  had  in- 
tended carrying  it  off ;  but,  perceiving  his 
error,  had  dug  another  hole,  and  deposited 
it;  but  there  was  nothing.  Then  the 
idea  struck  me  that  he  had  not  taken 
these  precautions,  and  had  simply  thrown 
it  in  a  corner.  In  the  last  case  I  must 
wait  for  daylight  to  make  my  research. 
I  regained  the  room  and  waited." 

^'Oh,  Heaven!" 

••  When  daylight  dawned  I  went  down 
again.  My  first  visit  was  to  the  thicket. 
I  hoped  to  find  some  traces  which  had 
escaped  me  in  the  dark.  I  had  turned  up 
the  earth  over  a  surface  of  more  than 
twenty  feet  square  and  a  depth  of  two  feet. 
A  laborer  would  not  have  done  in  a  day 
what  occupied  me  an  hour.  But  I  could 
find  nothing — absolutely  nothing.  Then 
I  renewed  the  search.  Supposing  it  had 
been  thrown  aside,  it  would  probably  be 
on  the  path  which  led  to  the  little  gate ; 
but  this  examination  was  as  useless  as  the 
first,  and  with  a  bursting  heart  I  returned 
to  the  thicket,  which  now  contained  no 
hope  for  me." 

"Oh,"  cried  Madame  Danglars,  "it 
was  enough  to  drive  you  niad  !  " 

"  1  hoped  for  a  moment  that  it  might," 
said  Villefort ;  '*  but  that  happiness  was 
denied  me.  However,  recovering  my 
strength  and  my  ideas,  '  Why,'  said  1, 
'  should  tliat  man  have  carried  away  the 
corp.so  ?  '  " 

**  But  you  said,"  replied  Madame  Dan 
glars,  "  he  would  require  it  as  a  proof  ?  "' 
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•*  Ah,  no,  madame,  that  could  not  be. 
Dead  bodies  are  not  kept  a  year  ;  they  are 
shown  to  a  magistrate,  and  the  evidence 
is  taken.  Now,  nothing-  of  the  kind  has 
happened."—"  What,  then  ?  "  asked  Her- 
raine,  trembhng  violently. 

"  Something  more  terrible,  more  fatal, 
more  alarming  for  us  ! — the  child  was, 
perhaps,  alive,  and  the  assassin  may  have 
saved  it !  " 

Madame  Danglars  uttered  a  piercing 
cr3%  and,  seizing  Villefort's  hands,  ex- 
claimed, '•  My  child  was  alive  !  "  said  she  ; 
•'you  buried  my  child  alive,  sir!  You 
were  not  certain  my  child  was  dead,  and 
you  buried  it.     Ah — " 

Madame  Danglars  had  risen,  and  stood 
before  the  procureur,  whose  hands  she 
wrung  in  her  feeble  grasp.  "  I  know  not ; 
I  merel}'  suppose  so,  as  I  might  suppose 
anything  else,"  replied  Villefort,  with  a 
look  so  fixed,  it  indicated  that  his  power- 
ful mind  was  on  the  verge  of  despair  and 
madness.  "  Ah,  my  child,  my  poor  child!" 
cried  the  baroness,  falling  on  her  chair, 
and  stifling  her  sobs  in  her  handkerchief. 
Villefort,  becoming  somewhat  reassured, 
perceived  that  to  ax-ertthe  maternal  storm 
gathering  over  his  head  he  must  inspire 
Madame  Danglars  with  the  terror  he  felt. 
"  You  understand,  then,  that  if  that  was 
so,"  said  he,  rising  in  his  turn,  and  ap- 
proaching the  baroness,  to  speak  to  her  in 
a  lower  tone,  '•  we  are  lost.  This  child 
lives,  and  some  one  knows  it  lives — some 
one  is  in  possession  of  our  secret ;  and 
since  Monte-Cristo  speaks  before  us  of  a 
child  disinterred,  when  that  child  could 
not  be  found,  it  is  he  who  is  in  possession 
of  our  secret." 

"  Just  God,  avenging  God  !"  murmured 
Madame  Danglars. 

Villefort's  answer  was  a  species  of 
groan. 

''But  the  child  — the  child,  sir?"  re- 
peated the  agitated  mother. 

"How  have  I  searched  for  iiim  !  "  replied 
Villefort,  wringing  his  hands  ;  "  how  have 
I  called  hhu  in  my  long  sleepless  nights  1 
How  have  I  longed  for  royal  wealth  to 
purchase  a  million  of  secrets  from  a  million 
of  men,  and  to  find  mine  among  them.  At 
last,  one  day,  when,  for  the  hundredth  time. 


I  took  up  m\'  spade,  I  asked  myself  again 
and  again  what  the  Corsican  could  have 
done  witli  the  child.  A  child  encumbers  a 
fugitive ;  perhaps,  on  perceiving  it  was 
still  alive,  he  had  thrown  it  into  the 
river." 

"  Impossible  !  "  cried  Madame  Dan- 
glars :  "a  man  may  murder  another  out  of 
revenge,  but  he  would  not  deliberately 
drown  a  child." 

"Perhaps,"  continued  Villefort,  "he 
had  put  it  in  the  foundling  hospital  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes  !  "  cried  the  baroness; 
"  my  child  is  there  !  " 

"  I  ran  to  the  hospital,  and  learned  that 
the  same  night — the  night  of  the  20th  of 
September — a  child  had  been  brought 
there,  wrapped  in  part  of  a  fine  linen 
napkin,  purposelj^  torn  in  half.  This  por- 
tion of  the  napkin  was  marked  with  half  a 
baron's  crown,  and  the  letter  H." 

"  Truly,  truly,"  said  Madame  Dan- 
glars, "  all  my  linen  is  marked  thus  ;  Mon- 
sieur de  Nargonne  was  a  baronet,  and  my 
name  is  Hermine.  Thank  God  !  my  child 
was  not  then  dead.'' 

"No,  it  \vas  not  dead." — ''And  you 
can  tell  me  so  without  fearing  to  make  me 
die  of  joy,  sir?  Where  is  the  child?" 
Villefort  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Do 
I  know?  "  said  he;  "and  do  you  believe 
that  if  I  knew  I  would  relate  to  you  all  its 
trials  and  all  its  adventures  as  would  a 
dramatist  or  a  novel  writer  ?  Alas  ?  no, 
I  know  not.  A  woman,  about  six  months 
after,  came  to  claim  it  with  the  other  half 
of  the  napkin.  This  woman  gav*'  all  the 
requisite  particulars,  and  it  was  intrusted 
to  her."* 

"  But  you  should  have  inquired  for  the 
woman  ;  you  should  have  traced  her." — 
"  And  what  do  you  think  1  did  ?  I  feigned 
a  criminal  process,  and  employed  all  the 
most  acute  bloodhounds  and  skillful  agents 
in  search  of  her.  They  traced  her  to 
Chalons,  and  there  they  lost  her. " 

•'  They  lost  her  ?  "  _  '•  Yes,  forever." 
Madame  Danglars  had  listened  to  this  re- 
cital with  a  sigh,  a  tear,  or  a  shriek,  for 
every  circumstance.  *•  And  this  is  all  ?  " 
said  she  ;  "  and  you  stopped  thein?  ?  " 

"Oh,  no!"  said  Villefort;  "I  never 
ceased   to  search  and    to  inquii^.     How- 
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ever,  the  last  two  or  three  j^ears  I  had 
allowed  myself  some  respite.  But  now  I 
will  beg"in  with  more  perseverance  and 
fury  than  ever,  since  fear  urges  me,  not 
my  conscience." 

•'  But,''  replied  Madame  Danglars,  ''the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  can  know  nothing, 
or  he  w6uld  not  seek  our  society  as  he 
does." — ''Oh,  the  wickedness  of  man  is 
verj'^  great,"  said  Villefort,  "since  it  sur- 
passes the  goodness  of  God.  Did  you 
observe  that  man's  e^'^es  while  he  was 
speaking  to  us?  " 

"No." — "But  have  jo\x  ever  watched 
him  carefully  ?  " 

"  Doubtless  he  is  capricious,  but  that  is 
all ;  one  thing  alone  struck  me  ;  of  all  the 
exquisite  things  he  placed  before  us,  he 
touched  nothing.  I  might  have  suspected 
he  was  poisoning  us." 

"  And  you  see  3^ou  would  have  been  de- 
ceived."— "Yes,  doubtless;  but  believe 
me,  that  man  has  other  projects  ;  for  that 
reason  I  wished  to  see  you,  to  speak  to 
you,  to  warn  you  against  everj''  one,  but 
especially  against  him.  Tell  me,"  cried 
Villefort,  fixing  his  ej^es  more  steadfastly 
on  her  than  he  had  ever  done  before, 
"  did  3'ou  ever  reveal  to  any  one  our  con- 
nection ?  " — "  Never,  to  anj^  one." 

"You  understand  me?"  replied  Ville- 
fort, affectionately;  "when  I  say  any 
one,  pardon  my  urgency,  to  any  one  liv- 
ing, I  mean." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  understand  very  well," 
ejaculated  the  baroness  ;  "  never,  I  swear 
to  you." 

"Were you  ever  in  the  habit  of  writing 
in  the  evening  what  had  transpired  in  the 
morning  ?     Do  you  keep  a  journal  ?  " 

"  No  !  my  life  has  been  passed  in  frivol- 
ity ;  I  wish  to  forget  it  myself." 

"  Do  you  talk  in  your  sleep  ?  " 

"  I  sleep  soundly,  like  a  child  ;  do  you 
not  remember?"  The  color  mounted  to 
the  baroness's  face,  and  Villefort  turned 
awfully  pale. 

"  It  is  true,"  said  he,  in  so  low  a  tone 
that  he  could  hardly  be  heard. 

"Well?"  said  the  baroness. — "Well, 
I  understand  what  I  now  have  to  do," 
replied  Villefort.  "In  less  than  one  week 
from   Ibis  time  I  will  ascerlain  who  this 


M.  de  Monte-Cristo  is,  wiience  he  comes, 
where  he  goes,  and  why  he  speaks  in  our 
presence  of  children  which  have  been  dis- 
interred in  a  garden."  Villefort  pro- 
nounced these  words  with  an  accent  which 
would  have  made  the  count  shudder  had 
he  heard  him.  Then  he  pressed  the  hand 
the  baroness  reluctantly  gave  him,  and 
led  her  respectfully  back  to  the  door. 
Madame  Danglars  returned  in  another 
hackney-coach  to  the  passage,  on  the  other 
side  of  which  she  found  her  carriage,  and 
her  coachman  sleeping  peacefully  on  his 
box  while  waiting  for  her. 


CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

A    SUMMER    BALL. 

The  same  day,  during  the  interview  of 
Madame  Danglars  with  the  procureur,  a 
traveling-carriage  entered  the  Rue  du 
Helder,  passed  through  the  gateway  of 
No.  27,  and  stopped  in  the  3\ird.  In  a 
moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  Mad- 
ame de  Morcerf  alighted,  leaning  on  her 
son's  arm.  Albert  soon  left  her,  ordered 
his  horses,  and  having  arranged  his  toilet, 
drove  to  the  Champs  El3-sees,  to  the 
house  of  Monte-Cristo.  The  count  re- 
ceived him  with  his  habitual  smile.  It 
was  a  strange  thing  that  no  one  ever  ap- 
peared to  advance  a  step  in  that  man's 
favor.  Those  who  would,  as  it  were, 
foi'ce  a  passage  to  his  heart,  found  an 
impassable  barrier.  Morcerf,  who  ran  to- 
ward him  with  open  arms,  was  chilled  as 
he  drew  near,  in  spite  of  the  friendly 
smile,  and  simply  held  out  his  hand. 
Monte-Cristo  shook  it  coldly,  according 
to  his  invariable  practice.  "Here  I  am, 
dear  count." 

"Welcome  home  again." 

"  I  arrived  an  hour  since." 

"  From  Dieppe  ?  " 

"No.  from  Treport.' 

"  Indeed  !  " 

"  And  I  am  directly  come  to  see  you. 

"Tliatis  extremely  kind  of  you,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  wilh  a  tone  of  perfect  in- 
difference.— "  And  what  is  the  news  ?  " 

"You  should  not  ask  a  stranger,  a 
foreigntT,  for  news." 

"  I  know  it,  but  in  asking  for  news,  I 
mean,  have  you  done  anj'thing  for  me  ?  " 
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"Had  you  commissioned  me?"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  feig-ning  uneasiness. 

'•  Come,  come  !  "  said  Albert,  '-'do  not 
assume  so  much  indifference.  It  is  said, 
sympathy  travels  rapidly  ;  and  when  at 
Treport,  I  felt  the  electric  shock ;  you 
have  either  been  working-  for  me  or  think- 
ing- of  me." 

'•'  Possibly,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  I  have 
indeed  thought  of  you  ;  but  the  magnetic 
wire  I  was  g-uiding-  acted,  indeed,  without 
my  knowledge." 

"  Indeed !  pray  tell  me  how  it  hap- 
pened ?  "  —  "  Willingly.  M.  Danglars 
dined  with  me." 

''  I  know  it ;  to  avoid  meeting  him,  my 
mother  and  I  left  town." — "  But  he  met 
here  M.  Andrea  Cavalcanti." 

"  Your  Italian  prince  ?  " — "  Not  so  fast ; 
M.  Andrea  only  calls  himself  count." 

''  Calls  himself,  do  you  say  ?  " 

"  Yes,  calls  himself." 

'•  Is  he  not  a  count  ?  " 

'•'What  can  I  know  of  him?  He  calls 
himself  so.  I,  of  course,  give  him  the 
same  title,  and  ever3'  one  else  does  the 
same." — "What  a  strange  man  ^-ou  are  I 
What  next  ?  You  say  M.  Danglars  dined 
here?" 

"Yes,  with  Count  Cavalcanti,  the  Mar- 
quis his  father,  Madame  Danglars,  M. 
and  Madame  de  Villefort.  charming  peo- 
ple, M.  Debray,  Maximilian  Morrel,  and 
M.  de  Chateau-Renaud." 

"  Did  they  speak  of  me  ?" 

"  Not  a  word." — "  So  much  the  worse." 

"  Why  so  ?  I  thought  you  wished  them 
to  forget  you  ?" 

"  If  they  did  not  speak  of  me,  I  am 
sure  they  thought  about  me,  and  I  am  in 
despair." — "How  will  that  affect  you, 
since  Mademoiselle  Danglars  was  not 
among  the  number  here  who  thought  of 
you  ?  Truly,  she  might  have  thought  of 
you  at  home." 

"  I  have  no  fear  of  that ;  or,  if  she  did, 
it  was  only  in  the  same  way  in  which  I 
think  of  her."— "Touching  sympathy! 
so  you  hate  each  other  ?"  said  the  count. 

"Listen!"  said  Morcorf— "if  Made- 
moiselle Danglars  were  disposed  to  take 
pity  on  my  siijiposed  martyrdom  on  lier 
account,  and  would  dispense  with  all  mat- 


rimonial formalities  between  our  two 
families,  I  am  ready  to  agree  to  the  ar- 
rangement. In  a  word,  Mademoiselle 
Danglars  would  make  a  charming  mis- 
tress— but  a  wife,  diable  .'" 

"And  this,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "is 
your  opinion  of  your  intended  spouse  ?" 

"  Yes ;  it  is  racier  unkind,  I  acknowl- 
edge, but  it  is  true.  But  as  this  dream 
cannot  be  realized,  since  Mademoiselle 
Danglars  must  become  my  lawful  wife, 
live  perpetually  with  me,  sing  to  me, 
compose  verses  and  music  within  ten 
paces  of  me,  and  that  for  my  whole  life, 
it  frightens  me.  One  ma}"  foi-sake  a  mis- 
tress, but  a  wife,  good  heavens  !  There 
she  must  always  be  ;  and  to  marry  Made- 
moiselle Danglars  would  be  awful." 

"'  You  are  difficult  to  please,  viscount." 

"  Yes,  for  I  often  wish  for  what  is  im- 
possible."—" What  is  that  ?" 

"'  To  find  such  a  wife  as  my  father 
found."  Monte-Cristo  turned  pale,  and 
looked  at  Albert,  while  playing  with  some 
mag-nificent  pistols. 

"Your  father  was  fortunate,  then?" 
said  he. — "  You  know  my  opinion  of  my 
mother,  count ;  look  at  her,  still  beau- 
tiful, witty,  better  than  ever.  For  an}- 
other  son  to  have  accompanied  his  mother 
four  days  at  Treport,  it  would  have  been  a 
complaisance,  an  unprofitable  toil ;  while 
I  return,  more  contented,  more  peaceful — 
shall  I  say  more  poetic  ? — then  if  I  had 
taken  Queen  Mab  or  Titania  as  my  com- 
panion." 

"  That  is  an  overwhelming  perfection, 
and  3'ou  would  make  every  one  vow  to 
live  a  single  life." — "  Such  are  my  reasons 
for  not  liking  to  marry  Mademoiselle 
Danglars.  Have  you  ever  noticed  how 
much  a  thing  is  heightened  in  value  when 
we  obtain  possession  of  it  ?  The  diamond 
which  glittered  in  the  window  of  Marie  or 
of  Fossin  shines  with  more  splendor  when 
it  is  our  own  ;  but  if  we  are  compelled  to 
acknowledge  the  superiority  of  another, 
and  still  must  retain  the  one  that  is  in- 
ferior, do  you  undei-stand  what  must  be 
the  suffering  ?" 

"  Worldling  !  "  nnirmured  the  count. 

"Thus  I  shall  rejoice  when  :^[adomoi- 
selle  Eugenie  perceives  I  am  b"'    >  nitifnl 
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atom,  with  scarcely  as  nianj-  hundred 
thousand  francs  as  she  has  millions." 
Monte- Cristo  smiled.  "  One  plan  oc- 
curred to  me,"  continued  Albert; 
"  Franz  likes  all  that  is  eccentric ;  I 
tried  to  make  him  fall  in  love  with 
Mademoiselle  Danglars  :  but  in  spite  of 
four  letters,  written  ii*  the  most  alluring- 
stjle,  he  invariably  answered  :  ■  My  ec- 
centricity may  be  great,  but  it  will  not 
make  me  break  my  promise.'  " 

"That  is  what  I  call  devoted  friend- 
ship, to  recommend  to  another  one  whom 
you  would  not  marry  yourself."  Albert 
smiled. — ''A  propos,"  continued  he, 
"  Franz  is  coming-  soon,  but  it  will  not 
interest  you  :  you  dislike  him^  I  think  ?  " 

"1!"  said  Monte-Cristo ;  '^my  dear 
viscount,  how  have  you  discovered  that 
I  did  not  like  M.  Franz  ?  I  like  everj^ 
one.'' — "And  you  include  me  in  the  ex- 
pression every  one — many  thanks  !" 

"Let  us  not  mistake,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  I  love  every  one  as  God  com- 
mands us  to  love  our  neighbor,  as  Chris- 
tians; but  I  thoroug-hly  hate  but  a  few. 
Let  us  return  to  M.  Franz  d'Epinay.  Did 
j'ou  saj'  he  was  coming  ?  " — "  Yes  ;  sum- 
moned by  M.  de  Villefort,  who  is  appar- 
ently as  anxious  to  g-et  Mademoiselle  Val- 
entine married  as  M.  Danglars  is  to  see 
Mademoiselle  Eugenie  settled.  It  must 
be  a  very  irksome  office  to  be  the  father 
of  a  grown-up  daughter ;  it  seems  to 
make  them  feverish,  and  to  raise  their 
pulse  to  ninet}'  degrees  until  the}'  get 
rid  of  them." 

"But  M.  d'Epinay,  unlike  you,  bears 
bis  misfortune  patiently." 

"  Still  more,  he  talks  seriously  about 
the  matter,  puts  on  a  white  cravat,  and 
speaks  of  his  family.  He  entertains  a 
ver}'  high  opinion  of  M.  and  Madame  de 
Villefort." 

"  Which  they  deserve,  do  they  not?  " 

"I  believe  the}-  do.  M.  dr  Villefort 
has  always  passed  for  a  severe  but  a 
just  man." — "There  is  then,  one,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "whom  you  do  not  con- 
demn like  poor  Danglars  ?  " 

"  Because  1  am  not  compelled  to  marry 
his  daughter,  perhaps,"  replied  Albert, 
laughing-. 


"Indeed,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "you  are  revoltingly  foppish." 

"  I  foppish  !  how  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes;  pray  take  a  cigar,  and  cease  to 
defend  yourself,  and  to  struggle  to  es- 
cape marrying  Mademoiselle  Danglars. 
Let  things  take  their  course;  perhaps 
you  may  not  have  to  retract." 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Albert,  staring-. 

"Doubtless,  M.  le  Vicomte,  you  will  not 
be  taken  by  force  ;  and  seriouslj'',  do  you 
wish  to  break  off  your  engagement?  " 

"  I  would  give  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  to  be  able  to  do  so." 

"Then  make  yourself  quite  happy,  M. 
Danglars  would  give  double  that  sum  to 
attain  the  same  end." 

"Am  I,  indeed,  so  happy?  "  said  Al- 
bert, who  still  could  not  prevent  an  al- 
most imperceptible  cloud  passing  across 
his  brow.  "But,  my  dear  count,  has  M. 
Danglars  any  reason  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  there  is  j'our  proud  and  selfish 
nature.  You  would  expose  the  self-love 
of  another  with  a  hatchet,  but  3'ou  shrink 
if  your  own  is  attacked  with  a  needle." 

"  But  3'et,  M.  Dang-lars  appeared — " 

"Delighted  with  you,  was  he  not? 
Well,  he  is  a  man  of  bad  taste,  and  is  still 
more  enchanted  with  another.  I  know 
not  whom  :  study  and  judge  for  your- 
self."— "Thank  ^-ou,  I  understand.  But 
my  mother — no,  not  my  mother,  I  mis- 
take— my  father  intends  g-iving-  a  ball." 

"  A  ball  at  this  season  ?  " 

"  Summer  balls  are  fashionable." 

"If  they  were  not,  the  countess  has 
only  to  wish  it.  and  they  would  become 
so." — "  You  are  right ;  j'ou  know  they  are 
unmixed  balls  ;  those  who  remain  in  Paris 
in  JuU'  must  be  true  Paiisians.  Willj'ou 
take  charge  of  our  invitat  ion  to  Messieurs 
Cava  lea  nti  ?  " 

"  When  will  it  take  place  ?  " 

"On  Saturday." 

"  M.  Cavalcanti's  father  will  be  gone.' 

"  But  the  son  will  be  here  ;  will  you  in- 
vite young  M.  Cavalcanti  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know  him,  viscount." 

"You  do  not  know  him?" — "No,  1 
have  never  seen  him  until  a  few  days 
since,  and  am  not  responsible  for  him." 

"  But  you  receive  him  at  your  house  ?  '' 
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-'Tliat  is  another   thing-;  he  was  rec- 
ommended  to  me  \)y  a  good  abbe,  who 
maj'  be  deceived.     Give  him  a  direct  in- 
vitation, but  do  not  ask   me  to   present 
him  ;  if  he  were  afterward  to  marry  Made- 
moiselle Danglars,  you  would  acc.use  me 
of  intrigue,  and  would  be  challenging-  me  ; 
besides,  I  may  not  be  there  myself." 
•'  Where  ?  "— ''  At  your  ball." 
•'  Why  should  you  not  be  there  ?  " 
"  Because  you  have  not  yet  invited  me. " 
"  But  I  come  expressly  for  that  pur- 
pose." 

''You  are  ver}^  kind,  but  I  may  be  pi^e- 
vented." — "If  I  tell  you  one  thing-,  you 
will  be  so  amiable  as  to  set  aside  all  im- 
pediments."— "■  Tell  me  what  it  is." 
"  My  mother  beg-s  you  to  come." 
"The  Countess  de  Morcerf  ? "  said 
Monte-Cristo,  starting.— "  Ah,  count," 
said  Albert,  "  I  assure  j'^ou  Madame  de 
Morcerf  speaks  freely  to  me,  and  if  ,you 
have  not  felt  those  s,ympathetic  fibers  of 
which  I  spoke  just  now  thrill  within  3'ou, 
you  must  be  entirely  devoid  of  them,  for 
(luring  the  last  four  days  we  have  spoken 
of  no  one  else." 

"You  have  talked  of  me?" 
"  Yes,  that  is  your  privilege,  being  a  liv- 
ing problem  !  " — "  Then  I  am  also  a  prob- 
lem to  your  mother  !  I  should  liave 
thought  her  too  reasonable  to  be  led  by 
imagination." 

"A  problem,  my  dear  count,  for  every 
one— for  m}''  mother  as  well  as  others  ; 
much  studied,  but  not  solved,  you  still  re- 
main an  enigma,  do  not  fear.  My  motlier 
is  only  astonished  that  yon  remain  so 
long    unresolved.      I    believe,    while    the 

Countess  G takes  j'^ou  for  Lord  Ruth- 

ven,  mj'  mother  imagines  you  to  be  Cag- 
liostro  or  Count  St.  Germain.  The  first 
opportunity  you  have,  confirm  her  in  her 
opinion  ;  it  will  be  easy  for  you,  as  you 
have  the  philosophy  of  the  one  and  the 
wit  of  the  other." 

"I  thank  you  for  the  warning,"  said 
the  count ;  "  I  shall  endeavor  to  be  pre- 
pared for  all  suppositions." 

"You  will,  then,  come  on  Saturday  ?" 
"Yes,    since   ]\radame   de   Morcerf    in- 
vites me." 

"You  are  very  kind."— '*  Will  M.  Dan- 
14 


glars  be  there  ?  " — "  He  has  already  been 
invited  b3'  m}'  father.  We  shall  try  to 
persuade  the  great  d'Aguesseau,  M.  de 
Villefort,  to  come,  but  have  not  much 
hope  of  seeing-  him." 

"  '  Never  despair,'  says  the  proverb. 

"  Do  you  dance,  count  ?  " — "  I  dance  ?" 

"Yes,  you;  it  would  not  be  astonish- 
ing." 

"That  is  very  well  before  one  is  above 
forty.  No,  I  do  not  dance,  but  I  like  to 
see  others.  Does  Madame  de  Morcerf 
dance  ?  " — "Never  ;  you  can  talk  to  her, 
she  so  delights  in  your  conversation." 

"  Indeed  !" — "  Yes,  truly  ;  and  I  assure 
3^ou  you  are  the  only  man  of  whom  I  have 
heard  her  speak  with  interest."  Albert 
rose  and  took  his  hat ;  the  count  con- 
ducted him  to  the  door.  "  I  have  one 
thing  to  reproach  m\'self  with,"  said  he, 
stopping  Albert  on  the  steps. — "  What  is 
it  ?  " — "  I  have  spoken  to  3'ou  indiscreetly 
about  Danglars." 

"  On  the  contrar^^  speak  to  me  always 
in  the  same  strain  about  him." 

"That  is  enough.  Apy^opos,  when  do 
you  expect  M.  d'Epinay  ?  " 

"  Five  or  six  daj's  hence  at  the  latest." 

"And  when  is  he  to  be  married  ?  " 

"Immediately  on  the  arrival  of  ^I.  and 
Madame  de  St.  Meran." 

"  Bring  him  to  see  me.  Although  you 
say  I  do  not  like  him,  I  assure  you  I  shall 
be  happ3"  to  see  him." — "  I  will  oboy  your 
orders,  my  lord." 

"Good-by."—"  Until  Saturday,  wh.-n 
I  may  expect  you,  may  I  not  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  promised  you."  The  count 
watched  Albert,  waving  his  hand  to  him. 
When  he  had  mounted  his  phaeton,  ^ronte- 
Cristo  turned,  and  seeing-  Bertuccio. 
"What  news?"  said  he.  "  She  went  to 
the  Palais,"  replied  the  steward. 

"  Did  she  stay  long  there  ?  " 

"  An  hour  and  a  half." 

"  Did  she  return  home  ?" — "  Directly." 

"Well,  my  dear  Berluooio."  said  the 
count,  "  I  now  advise  you  to  g-o  in  quest 
of  the  little  estate  I  spoke  to  you  of  in 
Normandy."  Bertuccio  bowed,  and  as 
his  wishes  were  in  perfect  liannony  with 
the  order  he  had  received,  he  started  the 
same  evening. 
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CHAPTER  LXIX. 

THE    INQUIRY. 

M.  DE  ViLLEFORT  kept  the  promise  he 
had  made  to  Madame  Dang-lars  to  en- 
deavor to  find  out  how  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  had  discovered  the  histor}'  of  the 
house  at  Auteuil.  He  wrote  the  same  day 
to  M.  de  Boville,  who,  from  having  been 
an  inspector  of  prisons,  was  promoted  to  a 
high  oflBce  in  the  police,  for  the  informa- 
tion he  required  ;  and  the  latter  begged 
two  da3's  to  ascertain  exactly  who  would 
be  most  likely  to  give  him  full  particulars. 
At  the  end  of  the  second  da}'-  M.  de  Ville- 
fort  received  the  following  note  : — 

*'The  person  called  M.  le  Cotnte  de 
Monte-Cristo  is  an  intimate  acquaintance 
of  Lord  Wilmore,  a  rich  foreigner,  who  is 
sometimes  seen  in  Paris,  and  who  is  there 
at  this  moment ;  he  is  also  known  to  the 
Abbe  Busoni,  a  Sicilian  priest,  of  high  re- 
pute in  the  East,  where  he  has  done  much 
good." 

M.  de  Villefort  replied  by  ordering  the 
strictest  inquiries  to  be  made  respecting 
these  two  persons ;  liis  orders  were  exe- 
cuted, and  the  following  evening  he  re- 
ceived these  details  : — 

'•  The  abbe,  who  was  in  Paris  for  a 
month,  inhabited  a  small  house  behind  St. 
Sulpice,  composed  of  one  single  story  over 
the  ground-floor,  two  rooms  were  on  each 
floor,  and  he  was  the  onl}--  tenant.  The 
two  lower  rooms  consisted  of  a  dining- 
room,  with  a  table,  chairs,  and  side-board 
of  walnut-tree,  and  a  wainscoted  parlor, 
without  ornaments,  carpet  or  timepiece. 
It  was  evident  the  abbe  limited  himself  to 
objects  of  strict  necessity.  It  was  true 
the  abbe  preferred  the  sitting-i-oom  up- 
stairs, which,  being  furnished  with  theo- 
logical books  and  pnrchments,  in  which  he 
delighted  to  bury  himself  during  wliole 
months,  was  more  a  library  than  a  pai-lor. 
His  valet  looked  at  the  visitors  through  a 
sort  of  wicket,  and  if  their  countenance 
was  unknown  to  him  or  displeased  him,  lie 
replied  that  M.  TAbbe  was  not  in  Paris, 
an  answer  which  satisfied  most  persons, 
because  the  abbe  w;is  l<nown  to  be  a  great 
traveler.  Besides,  whether  at  home  or 
not,  whether  in  Paris  or  Cairo,  the  abbe 
alwavs  left  something  to  give  away,  which 


the  valet  distributed  through  this  wicket 
in  his  master's  name.  The  other  room 
near  the  library  was  a  bedroom.  A  bed 
without  curtains,  four  armchairs,  and  a 
couch,  covered  with  yellow  Utrecht  velvet, 
composed,  with  a  prie-Dieu,  all  its  furni- 
ture. Lord  Wilmore  resided  in  Rue  Fon- 
taine-Saint-George. He  was  one  of  those 
English  tourists  who  consume  a  large  fort- 
une in  traveling.  He  hired  the  apartment 
in  which  he  lived  furnished,  passed  only  a 
few  hours  in  the  day  there,  and  rarely 
slept  there.  One  of  his  peculiarities  was 
never  to  speak  a  word  of  French,  which  he 
however  wrote  with  great  purit3\" 

The  day  after  these  important  particu- 
lars had  been  furnished  to  M.  le  Procureur, 
a  man  alighted  from  a  carriage  at  the 
corner  of  the  Rue  Ferou,  and  rapping  at 
an  olive-green  door,  asked  if  the  Abbe 
Busoni  were  within.  ''No,  he  went  out 
early  this  morning,"  replied  the  valet. 

"  I  might  not  always  be  contented  with 
that  answer,"  replied  the  visitor,  "  for  I 
come  from  one  to  whom  ever\'  one  must 
be  at  home.  But  have  the  kindness  to 
give  the  Abbe  Busoni — " 

"I  told  you  he  was  not  at  home  !  "  re- 
peated the  valet. 

''Then,  on  his  return,  give  him  that 
card  and  this  sealed  paper.  Will  he  be 
at  home  at  eight  o'clock  this  evening?  " 

"  Doubtless,  unless  he  is  at  work,  which 
is  the  same  as  if  he  were  out." 

"I  will  come  again  at  that  time,"  re- 
plied the  visitor,  who  then  retired. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  the  same  man 
returned  in  the  same  carriage,  which, 
instead  of  stopping  this  time  at  the  end 
of  the  Rue  Ferou,  drove  up  to  the  green 
door.  He  knocked,  and  it  was  opened 
immediately  to  admit  him.  From  the 
signs  of  respect  the  valet  paid  him,  he 
saw  his  note  had  produced  a  good  etTect. 

"  Is  the  abbe  at  home  ?"  asked  he. 

"Yes;  he  is  at  work  in  his  library,  but 
he  expects  you,  sir,"  replied  the  valet. 

The  stranger  ascended  a  rough  stair- 
case, and  before  a  table,  whose  surface  was 
illumineil  hy  a  lamp,  wliose  liglit  was  con- 
cent rated  by  a  large  shade,  while  the  rest 
of  t  he  apartment  was  in  partial  darkness, 
he  perceived  the  abbe  in  a  monk's  dress, 
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with  a  cowl  on  his  head  such  as  was  used 
by  learned  men  of  the  middle  agre. 

"Have  I  the  honor  of  addressing  the 
Abbe  Busoni  ?  "  asked  the  visitor. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  abbe;  "and 
you  are  the  person  whom  M.  de  Boville, 
formerly  an  inspector  of  prisons,  sends  to 
me  from  the  prefect  of  police  ?  " 

'•'Exactl}^  sir," 

"  One  of  the  agents  appointed  to  secure 
the  safety  of  Paris  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  stranger,  with 
a  slight  hesitation,  and  blushing. 

The  abbe  replaced  the  large  spectacles, 
which  covered,  not  only  his  eyes,  but  his 
temples,  and  sitting  down,  motioned  to 
his  visitor  to  do  the  same. 

"1  am  at  your  service,  sir,"  said  the 
abbe,  with  a  marked  Italian  accent. 

"The  mission  with  which  I  am  charged, 
sir,"  replied  the  visitor,  speaking  with 
hesitation,  "is  a  confidential  one  on  the 
part  of  him  who  fulfills  it,  and  him  b}^ 
wiiom  he  is  employed."    The  abbe  bowed. 

"Your  probity,"  replied  the  stranger, 
"is  so  well  known  to  the  prefect,  that  he 
wishes,  as  a  magistrate,  to  ascertain 
from  you  some  particulars  connected  with 
the  public  safety  ;  to  ascertain  which  I 
am  deputed  to  see  you.  It  is  hoped  that 
no  ties  of  friendship  or  humane  considera- 
tion will  induce  3'ou  to  conceal  the  truth." 

"Provided,  sir,  the  particulars  you 
wish  for  do  not  interfere  wnth  my  scruples 
or  vtxy  conscience.  I  am  a  priest,  sir,  and 
the  secrets  of  confession,  for  instance, 
must  remain  between  me  and  God,  and 
not  between  me  and  human  justice." 

"  Do  not  alarm  yourself,  M.  le  Abbe, 
we  will  duly  respect  yonv  conscience." 

At  this  moment  the  abbe  pressed  down 
his  side  of  the  shade,  which  raised  it  on 
the  other,  and  tlirew  a  bright  light  on  the 
face  of  the  stranger,  while  his  own 
remained  obscured. 

"Excuse  me,  abbe,"  said  the  envoy  of 
the  prefect  of  police,  "  but  the  light  tries 
my  eyes  very  much."  The  abbe  lowered 
the  shade.  "  Now,  sir.  I  am  listening- 
speak!"— "I  will  come  at  once  to  the 
point.  Do  you  know  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo?"  — "You  mean  M.  Zaccone,  I 
presume 
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"Zaccone! — is  not  his  name  Monte- 
Cristo?" 

"  Monte-Cristo  is  the  name  of  an  estate, 
or,  rather,  of  a  rock,  and  not  a  family 
name."-^"'  Well,  be  it  so — let  us  not  dis- 
pute about  words  ;  and  since  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo  and  M.  Zaccone  are  the  same — " 

"  Absolutely  the  same."  —  "  Let  us 
speak  of  M.  Zaccone." — "  Agreed." 

"  I  asked  30U  if  you  knew  him  ?  " 

"  Extremely  well."— "  Who  is  he  ?  " 

"The  son  of  a  rich  ship-builder  in 
Malta." 

"  I  know  that  is  the  report  :  but,  as 
you  are  aware,  the  police  does  not  con- 
tent itself  with  vague  reports." — "How- 
ever," replied  the  abbe,  with  an  atfable 
smile,  "  when  that  report  is  in  accord- 
ance wath  the  truth,  everybody'  must  be- 
lieve it ;  the  police  as  well  as  all  the  rest." 

"Are  you  sure  of  what  you  assert  ?  " 

"'  What  do  3^ou  mean  by  that  ques- 
tion?"— "Understand,  sir,  I  do  not  in 
the  least  suspect  your  veracity  ;  I  ask 
you  are  3'ou  certain  of  it  ?  " 

"I  knew  his  father,  M.  Zaccone." — 
"  Ah  !  ah  !  "— "  And  when  a  child  I  often 
played  with  the  son  in  the  timber-yards." 

"  But  whence  does  he  derive  the  title  of 
count?  " 

"'  You  are  aware  that  may  be  bought." 

"In  Italy  ?  ''— "  Everywhere." 

"  And  his  immense  riches — whence  does 
he  procure  them  ?  " 

"  They  may  not  be  so  very  great." 

"How  much  do  you  suppose  he  pos- 
sesses ?  " 

"  From  one  hundred  and  fifty  to  two 
hundred  thousand  livres  per  annum.*' 

"This  is  reasonable."  said  the  visitor; 
"  I  have  heard  he  had  three  or  four  mil- 
lions." 

"Two  hundred  thousand  per  annum 
would  make  four   millions  of  capital." 

"But  I  was  told  he  had  four  millions 
per  annum  ?  " 

"'  Tliat  is  not  probable." 

"Do  you  know  this  island  of  Monte- 
Cristo  ?"—"  Certainly  :  every  one  who 
has  returned  from  Palermo.  fn'>m  Naples. 
or  from  Home  to  France,  by  sea,  must 
know  it,  since  he  has  passed  close  to  it, 
and  must  have  seen  it." 
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''lam  told  it  is  a  delightful  place.'' — 
''It  is  a  rock." 

''  And  wh3'  has  the  count  boug-ht  a 
rock  ?  " — "  For  the  sake  of  being-  a  count. 
In  Italy  one  must  have  a  county  to  be  a 
count." 

"  You  liave,  doubtless,  heard  the  ad- 
ventures of  M.  Zaccone's  youth  ?  " 

"  The  father's  ?  "— "  No  ;  the  son's." 

''I  know  nothing  certain;  at  that 
period  of  his  life,  I  lost  sight  of  my  young 
comrade." — "  Did  he  go  to  war  ?  " 

''  I  think  he  entered  the  service." 

''In  what  force?" 

"  In  the  navy." 

"  Are  you  not  his  confessor  ?  " 

'•  No  sir ;  I  believe  he  is  a  Lutheran." 

"A  Lutheran?" 

'•  I  say,  I  believe  such  is  the  case,  I  do 
not  affirm  it ;  besides,  liberty  of  conscience 
is  established  in  France." — "Doubtless, 
and  we  are  not  now  inquiring  into  his 
creed,  but  his  actions ;  in  the  name  of  the 
prefect  of  police,  I  demand,  what  do  you 
know  of  him  ?  " 

"  He  passes  for  a  very  charitable  man. 
Our  hoh'  father,  the  pope,  has  made  him 
a  knight  of  Jesus  Christ  for  the  services 
he  rendered  to  the  Christians  in  the  East; 
he  has  five  or  six  rings  as  testimonials 
from  Eastern  raonarchs  of  his  services." 

"  Does  he  wear  them  ?  '" 

"  No,  but  he  is  proud  of  thom  ;  he  is 
better  pleased  with  rewards  given  to  the 
benefactors  of  man  than  to  his  de- 
stroyers."— "  He  is  a  Quaker  then  ?  " 

"  Exactly,  he  is  a  Quaker,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  peculiar  dress." 

"  Has  he  any  friends  ?  " — "  Yes,  every 
one  who  knows  him  is  his  friend." — "But 
has  he  any    enemies?" — "  One  only." 

"What  is  his  name?" — "LordWihnore." 

"Where  is  he?" 

"  He  is  in  Paris  just  now."" 

"  Can  he  give  me  any  particulars  ?  '' 

"  Important  ones  ;  he  was  in  India  with 
Zaccone," 

"Do  you  know  his  abode?" — "It  is 
somewhere  in  la  Chaussee  d'Ant  in  :  but  I 
know  neitlicr  the  street  nor  llie  iniiiiber. '' 

"  Are  you  at  variance  with  the  EngUsh- 
man?" — "I  love  Zaccone.  and  lie  hates 
him  ;  we  are  consequently  not  friends." 


"  Do  3'ou  think  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  had  ever  been  in  France  before  he 
made  this  visit  to  Paris?" — "To  that 
question  I  can  answer  positively  ;  no,  sir, 
he  had  never  been,  because  he  applied  to 
me  six  months  since  for  the  particulars  he 
required  ;  and  as  I  knew  not  when  I  might 
again  come  to  Paris,  I  recommended  M. 
Cavalcanti  to  him." — "  Andrea  ?  " 

"  No,  Bartolomeo,  his  father." 

"  Now,  sir,  I  have  but  one  question 
more  to  ask,  and  I  charge  you,  in  the 
name  of  honor,  of  humanity,  and  of  re- 
ligion, to  answer  me  candidly." 

"What  is  it,  sir?" 

"  Do  3'ou  know  with  what  design  M. 
de  Monte-Cristo  purchased  a  house  at 
Auteuil?  " — "  Certainly,  for  he  told  me." 

"  What  is  it,  sir  ?  "— "  To  make  a  luna- 
tic as^'lum  of  it,  similar  to  that  founded 
by  the  Count  of  Pisani  at  Palermo.  Do 
you   know   that   edifice?" 

"  I  have  heard  of  it." 

"  It  is  a  magnificent  institution."  Hav- 
ing said  this,  the  abbe  bowed  to  imply  he 
wished  to  pursue  his  studies.  The  visitor 
either  understood  the  abbe's  meaning,  or 
had  no  more  questions  to  ask ;  he  rose, 
and  the  abbe  accompanied  him  to  the 
door.  "  You  are  a  great  almsgiver," 
said  the  visitor,  "and  although  you  are 
said  to  be  rich,  I  will  venture  to  offer  you 
something  for  your  poor  people  ;  will  you 
accept  my  offering  ?  " 

"I  thank  you,  sir;  I  am  only  jealous 
of  one  thing,  namely,  that  the  relief  I 
give  should  be  entirely  from  my  own  re- 
sources."— "  However — " 

"  My  resolution,  sir,  is  unchangeable  : 
however,  you  have  only  to  search  for 
yourself,  and  you  will  find,  alas  !  but  too 
many  objects  upon  whom  to  exercise  your 
benevolence."  The  abbe  once  more  bowed 
as  he  opened  the  door,  the  stranger  bowed 
and  took  his  leave  ;  and  the  carriage  con- 
ducted liim  straight  to  the  house  of  M.  de 
Villefort.  Aw  hour  afterward  the  car- 
riage was  again  ordeivd,  and  tliis  time  it 
went  to  the  Rue  FontaiiK!  Saint-George, 
and  stopped  at  No.  ."),  where  Lord  Wil- 
mor<5  lived.  The  sti'anger  had  written  to 
Lord  Wilmore,  requesting  an  interview, 
whicli  the  latter  had  li.xed  for  ten  o'clock. 
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As  the  envo}'  of  the  prefect  of  police  ar- 
rived ten  minutes  before  ten,  he  was  told 
that  Lord  VVilmore,  who  was  precision 
and  punctuality  personified,  was  not  yet 
come  in,  but  that  he  w^ould  be  sure  to  re- 
turn as  the  clock  struck. 

The  visitor  was  introduced  into  the 
drawing'-room,  which  was  like  all  other 
furnished  drawing-rooms.  A  mantel- 
piece, with  two  modern  Sevres  vases,  a 
timepiece  representing  Cupid  with  his 
bent  bow,  a  looking-glass  with  an  engrav- 
ing on  each  side — one  representing  Homer 
carrying  his  guide  ;  the  other,  Belisarius 
begging  ;  a  grayish  paper,  red  and  black 
tapestry  : .  such  was  the  appearance  of 
Lord  Wilmore's  drawing-room.  It  was 
illuminated  by  lamps,  with  ground-glass 
shades,  which  gave  only  a  feeble  light,  as 
if  out  of  consideration  for  the  envoy's 
weak  sight.  After  ten  minutes'  expec- 
tation the  clock  struck  ten ;  at  the  fifth 
stroke  the  door  opened,  and  Lord  Wil- 
more  appeared.  He  was  rather  above 
the  middle  height,  with  thin  reddish 
w'hiskers,  light  complexion  and  light  hair, 
turning  rather  gra3\  He  was  dressed  with 
all  the  English  peculiiirity,  namely,  in  a 
blue  coat,  with  gilt  buttons  and  high  col- 
li! r,  in  the  fashion  of  1811,  a  white  kersey- 
mere waistcoat,  and  nankeen  pantaloons, 
three  inches  too  short,  but  which  were 
prevented  by  straps  from  slipping  up  to 
the  knee.  His  first  remark  on  entering 
was — "  You  know,  sir,  I  do  not  speak 
French?" 

''  I  know  you  do  not  like  to  converse  in 
our  language,"  replied  the  envoy.  '•  But 
you  may  use  it,"  replied  Lord  Wilmore  ; 
''  I  understand  it."—"  And  I,"  replied  the 
visitor,  changing  his  idiom,  "  know  enough 
of  English  to  keep  up  the  conversation. 
Do  not  put  yourself  to  the  slightest  incon- 
venience."—'•  Heigho  !  "  said  Lord  Wil- 
more, with  that  tone  which  is  only  known 
to  natives  of  Great  Britian. 

The  envoy  presented  his  letter  of  intro- 
duction, which  the  latter  read  with  En- 
glish coolness:  and  having  finished— ''I 
understand."  said  he,  ''  perfectly." 

Then  began  the  questions.  wMiich  were 
similar  to  those  which  had  been  addressed 
i<>  the  Abbe  Busoni.     But  as  Lord  Wil- 


more, in  the  character  of  the  court's  ene- 
my, was  less  restrained  in  his  answers, 
they  were  more  numerous  ;  he  described 
the  3'outh  of  Monte-Cristo,  who,  he  said, 
at  ten  years  of  age,  entered  the  service  of 
one  of  those  petty  sovereigns  of  India  who 
make  war  on  the  English ;  it  was  there 
Wilmore  had  first  met  him  and  fought 
against  him  ;  in  that  war  Zaccone  had 
been  taken  prisoner,  sent  to  England,  put 
on  the  pontoon,  whence  he  had  escaped  bj- 
swimming.  Then  began  his  travels,  his 
duels,  his  passions  ;  then  came  the  insur- 
rection in  Greece,  and  he  had  served  in 
the  Grecian  ranks.  While  in  that  service 
he  had  discovered  a  silver  mine  in  the 
mountains  of  Thessaly,  but  he  had  been 
careful  to  conceal  it  from  every  one. 
After  the  battle  of  IS'avarino,  when  the 
Greek  government  was  consolidated,  he 
asked  of  King  Otho  a  mining  claim  for  that 
district,  which  was  given  him.  Hence  that 
immense  fortune,  which  might,  in  Lord 
Wilmore's  opinion,  amount  to  one  or  two 
millions  per  annum,  a  precarious  fortune, 
which  might  be  momentarily  lost  by  the 
failure  of  the  mine. 

'•  But,"  asked  the  visitor,  "  do  you  know- 
why  he  came  to  France  ?  " 

"He  is  speculating  in  railways,"  said 
Lord  Wilmore ;  '•  and  being  a  clever 
theorist,  he  has  discovered  a  new  tele- 
graph, w^iich  he  is  seeking  to  bring  to 
perfection." 

'•'  How^  much  does  he  spend  ^-early," 
asked  the  prefect. — **  Not  more  than  five 
or  six  hundred  francs,"  said  Lord  Wil- 
more; he  is  a  miser."  Hatred  evidently 
inspii^ed  the  Englishman,  who.  knowing  no 
other  reproach  to  bring  on  the  count,  ac- 
cused him  of  avarice.  '*  Do  you  know  his 
house  at  Auteuil  ?  " — '"  Certainly." 

*'What  do  you  know  respecting  it?" 

''  Do  you  wish  to  know  why  he  bought 
it?"— ''Yes." 

''The  count  is  a  speculator,  who  will 
certainly  ruiji  himself  in  experiments.  He 
supposes  there  is  in  the  neighborhoo<i  of 
the  house  he  has  bought  a  mineral  spring 
equal  to  those  at  Baguercs.  Luchon,  and 
Cauterets.  He  is  going  to  turn  his  house 
into  a  bad-haus.  as  the  Germans  term  it. 
He  has  already  dug  up  all  the  garden  two 
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or  three  times,  to  find  the  famous  spring-, 
and,  being-  unsuccessful,  he  Avill  soon  pur- 
chase all  the  contig:uous  houses.  Now,  as 
I  dislike  him,  and  hope  his  railway,  his 
electric  telegraph,  or  his  search  for  baths 
will  ruin  him,  I  am  watching-  for  his  dis- 
comfiture, which  must  soon  take  place." 

"What  was  the  cause  of  your  quarrel  ?" 

"  When  in  England  he  seduced  the  wife 
of  one  of  m}'  friends." 

"  Why  do  you  not  seek  revenge  ?" — ''I 
have  already  fought  three  duels  with 
him,"  said  the  Englishman;  "the  first 
with  the  pistol,  the  second  with  the  sword, 
and  the  third  with  the  two-handed  sword." 

"  And  what  was  the  result  of  those 
duels  ?"—'' The  first  time,  he  broke  my 
arm ;  the  second,  he  wounded  me  in  the 
breast;  and  the  third  time,  made  this 
large  wound."  The  Englishman  turned 
down  his  shirt-collar,  and  showed  a  scar, 
whose  redness  proved  it  to  be  a  recent  one. 
•'  So  that,  you  see,  there  is  a  deadly  feud 
between  us." 

"But,"  said  the  envoj'-,  "you  do  not  go 
the  way  to  kill  him,  if  I  understand  right." 

"  Heigho  !  "  said  the  Englishman,  "  I 
practice  shooting  every  day,  and  ever}' 
other  day  Grisier  comes  to  my  house." 

This  was  all  the  visitor  wished  to  ascer- 
tain, or,  rather,  all  the  Englishman  ap- 
peared to  know.  The  agent  rose,  and 
having  bowed  to  Lord  Wilmore,  who  re- 
turned liis  salutation  with  the  stiff  polite- 
ness of  the  English,  he  retired.  Lord 
Wilmore,  having  heard  the  door  close 
after  him,  i-eturned  to  his  bedroom,  where 
with  one  hand  he  pulled  off  his  light  hair, 
his  red  Avhiskers,  his  false  jaw,  and  his 
wound,  to  resume  his  own  black  hair,  tlie 
dark  complexion,  and  the  pearly  teeth  of 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo.  It  was  M.  do 
Villefoi't,  and  not  the  prefect,  who  re- 
turned to  the  house  of  M.  de  Villefort. 
The  procrn^cnr  (hi  rot  felt  more  at  ease, 
although  he  had  learned  nothing  really  sat- 
isfactory, and,  foi'  the  first  tinu;  since  the 
dinner-party  at  Auteuil,  he  slept  soundly. 


CHAPTER   LXX. 

THK    HALL. 

It  was  in  the  warmest  days   of  July, 
when,  in  due  course  of  lime,  IIk*  Saturday 


arrived  upon  which  the  ball  of  M.  de  Mor- 
cerf  was  to  take  place.  It  was  ten  o'clock 
at  night ;  the  large  trees  in  the  garden  of 
the  count's  hotel  threw  up  their  branches 
toward  the  azure  canopy  of  heaven,  stud- 
ded with  golden  stars,  but  where  the  last 
mists  of  a  storm,  which  had  threatened 
all  day,  yet  glided.  From  the  apartments 
on  the  ground-fioor  might  be  heard  the 
sound  of  music,  with  the  whirl  of  the 
waltz  and  galop,  while  brilliant  streams 
of  light  shone  through  the  openings  of 
the  Venetian  blinds.  At  this  moment  the 
g-arden  was  only  occupied  by  about  ten 
servants,  who  had  just  received  orders 
from  their  mistress  to  prepare  the  supper, 
the  serenit}'  of  the  weather  continuing  to 
increase.  Until  now,  it  had  been  unde- 
cided whether  the  supper  should  take  place 
in  the  dining-room,  or  under  a  long  tent 
erected  on  the  lawn ;  but  the  beautiful 
blue  sky,  covei-ed  with  stars,  had  deter- 
mined the  case  in  favor  of  the.  lawn.  The 
gardens  were  illuminated  with  colored 
lanterns,  according  to  the  Italian  custom, 
and,  as  usual  in  those  countries  where  the 
luxuries  of  the  table  are  well  understood, 
the  supper-table  was  loaded  with  wax- 
lights  and  flowers. 

At  the  time  the  Countess  de  Morcerf 
returned  to  the  rooms,  after  giving  her 
ordei's,  many  guests  were  arriving,  more 
attracted  by  the  charming  liospitality  of 
the  countess  than  hy  the  distinguished 
position  of  the  count  ;  for  ov^-ing  to  the 
go<xl  taste  of  Mercedes,  one  was  sure  of 
finding  some  arrangements  at  her  fete 
worth,y  of  relating,  or  even  copying  in 
case  of  need.  Madame  Danglars,  in  whom 
the  events  we  have  related  had  causeil 
deep  anxiety,  had  hesitated  in  going  to 
Madame  de  Morcerf's,  when  during  the 
morning  her  caniage  happened  to  cross 
that  of  De  Villefort.  The  latter  made  a 
sign,  and,  the  carriages  having  drawn 
close  togetlier,  he  said,  "You  are  going 
to  Madame  de  Morcerf's,  are  you  not  .^  " 

"No,"  replied  Madaujo  Danglars,  "I 
am  too  ill." — "You  are  wrong,"  replied 
Villefort,  significantly  ;  "it  is  important 
that  you  should  be  seen  there." 

"Do  you  think  so?"  demanded  the 
baroness. — "  1  do." 
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•'  In  that  case  I  will  g-o."  And  the  two 
■carriages  passed  on  toward  their  different 
destinations.  Madame  Dang-lars  there- 
fore came,  not  only  beautiful  in  person, 
but  radiant  with  splendor;  she  entered  by 
one  door  at  the  same  time  Mercedes  ap- 
peared at  the  other.  The  countess  took 
Albert  to  meet  Madame  Dang-lars.  He 
approached,  paid  her  some  well-merited 
compliments  on  her  toilet,  and  offered  his 
arm  to  conduct  her  to  a  seat.  Albert 
looi^ed  around  him.  "You  are  looking-  for 
my  daug-hter  ?"  said  the  baroness,  smiling^. 

"  I  confess  it,"  replied  Albert.  ''  Could 
you  have  been  so  ci'uel  as  not  to  bring- 
her?" — "Calm  yourself.  She  has  met 
Mademoiselle  de  Villefort,  and  has  taken 
her  arm  ;  see,  they  are  following-  us,  both 
in  white  dresses,  one  with  a  bouquet  of 
camellias,  the  other  with  one  of  myosotis. 
But  tell  me—" 

"  Well,  what  do  you  wish  to  know  ?  " 

'•'  Will  not  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  be 
here  to-uight  ?  " 

'•'  Seventeen  !  "  replied  Albert. 

^'  What  do  3'ou  mean  ?  " 

"  I  only  mean  that  the  count  seems  the 
rag-e."  replied  the  viscount,  smiling-,  '^and 
tliat  you  are  the  seventeenth  person  that 
has  asked  me  the  same  question.  The 
count  is  in  fashion  ;  I  congratulate  him 
upon  it." 

"  And  have  you  replied  to  ever}^  one  as 
3'ou  have  to  me  ?  " 

"Ah  !  to  be  sure,  I  have  not  answered 
you ;  be  sabisfied,  we  shall  have  this 
'  lion ; '  we  are  among-  the  pi'ivileg-ed 
ones." 

'•  Were  you  at  the  opera  yesterday  ?  " 

'•'  No."—''  He  was  there." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !  And  did  the  eccentric 
person  commit  any  now  originality  ?  " 

"  Can  he  be  seen  without  doing-  so  ? 
Elsslor  was  dancing:  in  le  Di'ab/e  Boifeii.r; 
the  Greek  princess  was  in  ecstasies.  After 
thecacluicha  he  placed  a  mag-niffcent  ring- 
on  the  stem  of  a  bouquet,  and  threw  it  to 
the  charmiug  dansensr,  who,  in  the  tliird 
act,  to  do  honor  to  the  gift,  reappeartnl 
with  it  on  her  fin.ger.  And  the  Greek- 
princess,  will  she  be  here  ?  "— "  No.  you 
will  be  deprived  of  that  pleasui-e  :  her 
position   in    the   count's  establishment  is 


not  sufficientl}^  understood."  —  "Wait- 
leave  me  here,  and  go  and  speak  to  Mad- 
ame de  "Villefort,  who  is  longing-  to  engage 
your  attention." 

Albert  bowed  to  Madame  Danglars, 
and  advanced  toward  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort, whoau  lips  opened  as  he  approached. 
"  I  wager  anything-,"  said  Albert,  inter- 
rupting- her,  "  that  I  know  what  you  were 
about  to  say."—"  Well,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"If  I  g-uess  rightl}',  will  vou  confess 
it?"— "Yes." 

"  On  your  honor  ?  " — "  On  my  honor." 

"You  were  going-  to  ask  me  if  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  were  arrived,  or 
expected." — "Not  at  all.  It  is  not  of 
him  that  I  am  now  thinking-.  I  was  going 
to  ask  3^ou  if  you  had  received  any  news 
of  M.  Franz  ?  "— "  Yes,  yesterday." 

"What  did  he  tell  you?"— "That  he 
was  leaving-  at  the  same  time  as  his  letter," 

"Well,  now  then,  the  count  ?  " 

"  The  count  will  come,  be  satisfied." 

"  You  know  that  he  has  another  name 
besides  Monte-Cristo  ?  " 

"No,  I  did  not  know  it." — "Monte- 
Cristo  is  the  name  of  an  island,  and  he 
has  a  family  name." — "  I  never  heard  it." 

"  Well,  then,  I  am  better  informed  than 
you  ;  his  name  is  Zaccone." 

"  It  is  possible." — "  He  is  a  Maltese." 

"  That  is  also  possible." 

"  The  son  of  a  shipowner." 

"  Really,  you  should  relate  all  this 
aloud,  you  would  have  the  greatest  suc- 
cess."— "  He  served  in  India,  discovered  a 
mind  in  Thessaly,  and  comes  to  Paris  to 
form  an  establishment  of  mineral  waters 
at  Auteuil." 

"Well !  I'm  sure,"  said  Morcerf :  "this 
is  indeed  news  !  Am  I  allowed  to  repeat 
it?" 

"  Yes,  but  cautiously  :  tell  one  thing  at 
a  time,  and  do  not  say  I  told  you." 

"Why  so?" — "Because  it  is  a  secret 
just  discovered." 

"By  whom?"— "The  poliee." 

"Then  the  news  originat«'d — " 

"At  the  prefect's  last  night.  Paris, 
you  can  understand,  is  astonished  at  the 
siglit  of  such  unusual  splendor,  and  the 
police  have  maile  inquiries."  —  ''Good! 
nothing  more  is  wanting  than  to  arrest 
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the  count  as  a  vagabond,  on  the  pretext 
of  his  being  too  rich.'' 

"  Indeed,  this  would  doultless  have  hap- 
pened if  his  credentials  had  not  been  so 
favorable." — "Poor  count!  And  is  he 
aware  of  the  danger  he  has  been  in  ?  " 

"I  think  not."— "Then  it  ivill  be  but 
charitable  to  inform  him.  When  he  ar- 
rives, I  will  not  fail  to  do  so." 

Just  then,  a  handsome  joung  man,  with 
bright  eyes,  black  hair,  and  glossy  mus- 
tache, rcspectfull}"  bowed  to  Madame  de 
Villefort,  Albert  extended  him  his  hand. 
"Madame,"  said  Albert,  "allow  me  to 
present  to  j^ou  M.  Maximilian  Morrel,  cap- 
tain of  Spahis,  one  of  our  best,  and,  above 
all,  of  our  bravest  officers." — "I  have 
already  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  t.his 
gentleman  at  Auteuil,  at  the  house  of  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,"  replied  Madame 
de  Villefort,  turning  away  with  marked 
coldness  of  maimer.  Tliis  answer,  and, 
above  all,  the  tone  in  which  it  was  uttered, 
chilled  the  heart  of  poor  Morrel.  But  a 
recompense  was  in  store  for  him  :  turning 
round,  he  saw  near  the  door  a  beautiful 
fair  face,  whose  large  blue  eyes  were, 
without  any  marked  expression,  fixed  upon 
him,  while  the  bouquet  of  myosotis  was 
gently  raised  to  her  lips. 

The  salutation  was  so  well  understood 
that  Morrel,  with  the  same  expression  in 
his  eyes,  placed  his  handkerchief  to  his 
mouth ;  and  the.se  two  living  statues, 
whose  hearts  beat  so  violently  under  their 
marble  aspect,  separatiid  from  each  otlier 
by  the  whole  length  of  the  room,  forgot 
themselves  for  a  moment,  or  rather  for- 
got the  world  in  their  mutual  contempla- 
tion. Tliey  might  have;  i-emained  much 
longer  lost  in  one  another  without  an3'  one 
noticing  their  abstraction.  The  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo  had  just  entered.  We  have 
already  said  that  there  was  something  in 
the  count  which  attracted  universal  at- 
tention wherever  lie  appeared.  It  was 
not  the  coat,  unexceptionat)]('  in  its  cut, 
though  simple  and  unoriuimented  ;  it  was 
not  the  plain  white  waistcoat;  it  was  not 
the  trousers,  that,  displayed  tlie  foot  so 
perfectly  formed — it  was  none  of  these 
things  that  attracted  the  attention  :  it 
was  his  pale  complexion,  liis  waving  black 


hair ;  it  was  the  expression  so  calm  and 
serene  ;  it  was  the  eye,  so  dark  and  mel- 
ancholy ;  it  was  the  mouth,  chiseled  with 
such  marvelous  delicacy,  which  so  easily 
expressed  such  high  disdain — these  were 
what  fixed  all  e^'es  upon  him.  Many  men 
might  have  been  handsomer,  but  certainly 
there  could  be  none  whose  appearance  was 
more  significant,  if  the  expression  may 
be  used.  Everything  about  the  count 
seemed  to  have  its  meaning ;  for  the  con- 
stant habit  of  thought  which  he  had  ac- 
quired had  given  an  ease  and  vigor  to  the 
expression  of  .his  face,  and  even  to  the 
most  trifling  gesture,  scarcely  to  be  un- 
derstood. Yet  the  Parisian  w^orld  is  so 
strange  that  even  all  this  might  not  have 
won  attention,  had  there  not  been,  besides 
this,  a  mysterious  story  gilded  by  an  im- 
mense fortune. 

Meanwhile  he  advanced  through  the 
crowd  of  curious  glances  and  exchange 
of  salutations  toward  Madame  de  Mor- 
cerf,  who,  standing  before  a  nialitelpiece 
ornamented  with  flowers,  had  seen  his 
entrance  in  a  looking-glass  placed  oppo- 
site the  door,  and  was  prepared  to  receive 
him.  She  turned  toward  him  with  a  serene 
smile  just  at  the  moment  he  was  bowing 
to  her.  No  doubt  she  fancied  the  count 
would  speak  to  her,  while  on  his  side  the 
count  thought  she  was  about  to  address 
him ;  but  both  remained  silent,  and  after 
a  mere  bow,  Monte-Cristo  directed  his 
steps  to  Albert,  who  received  him  cor- 
dially. "Have  you  seen  my  mother?" 
asked  Albert. — "  I  have  just  had  the  pleas- 
ure," replied  the  count;  "  but  I  have  not 
st^en  your  father." — "  See,  he  is  down 
there,  talking  politics  with  that  little 
group  of  great  geniuses." 

"Indeed!"  said  Monte-Cristo;  "and 
so  those  gentlemen  down  there  are  men 
of  great  talent.  I  should  not  have  guessed 
it.  And  for  what  kind  of  talent  are  tliey 
celebrated  !  You  know  there  are  different 
sorts." 

"  That  tall,  harsh-looiciiig  man  is  w^ry 
learned  ;  he  discovered,  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  Koine,  a  kind  of  h/ard  with  a 
vertebra  more  than  usual,  and  he  inimc 
diately  laid  his  discovery  before  the  ln- 
.stitule.     The  thing   was   di.scussed    for  a 
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long  time,  but  finalh'  decided  in  his  favor. 
I  can  assure  j'ou  the  vertebra  made  a  g-reat 
noise  in  the  learned  world,  and  theg-entle- 
man,  who  was  only  a  knig-htof  the  Leg-ion 
of  Honor,  was  made  an  officer." 

'-  Come,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  this  cross 
seems  to  me  to  be  wisely'  awarded.  I  sup- 
pose, had  he  found  another  additional 
vertebra,  the^^  would  have  made  him  a 
commander." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Albert. 

'•  And  who  can  that  person  be  who  has 
taken  it  into  his  head  to  wrap  himself  up 
in  a  blue  coat  embroidered  with  g-reen  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that  coat  is  not  his  own  idea ;  it 
is  the  Republic's,  which  deputed  David  to 
draw  a  uniform  for  the  Academicians." 

**  Indeed  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "so  this 
g"entleman  is  an  Academician  ?  " 

"  Within  the  last  week  he  has  been 
made  one  of  the  learned  assembly." 

"  And  what  is  his  especial  talent  ?  " 

"  His  talent  ?  I  believe  he  thrusts  pins 
throug-h  the  heads  of  rabbits,  that  he 
makes  fowls  eat  madder,  and  that  he 
keeps  back  the  spinal  marrow  of  dogs 
with  whalebone." — ''And  he  is  made  a 
member  of  the  Academy  of  Sciences  for 
this ?  "—''No ;  of  the  French  Academy." 

"  But  what  has  the  French  Academ^^to 
do  with  all  this  ?  " 

"I  was  going-  to  tell  you.     It  seems — " 

''  That  his  experiments  have  very  con- 
siderably advanced  the  cause  of  science, 
doubtless  ?  "— "  No;  that  his  style  of  writ- 
ing is  very  g-ood." 

•'  This  must  be  very  flattering-  to  the 
feelings  of  the  rabbits  into  whose  heads 
he  has  thrust  pins,  to  the  fowls  whose 
bones  he  has  dyed  red,  and  to  the  dogs 
whose  spinal  marrow  he  has  repelled  ?  " 
Albert  laughed. 

"And  the  other  one?"  demanded  the 
count.—"  That  one  ?  "— -  Yes,  the  third." 

*'  Ah  !  in  the  dark  blue  coat  ?  "—''Yes." 

"He  is  a  colleague  of  the  count,  and 
one  of  the  warmest  opponents  to  the 
Chamber  of  Peers  having-  a  uniform.  He 
was  very  successful  upon  that  question. 
He  stood  batUy  with  the  Liberal  papers, 
but  his  noble  opposition  to  the  wishes  of 
the  court  has  recommended  him  to  them. 
They  talk  of  making  him  an  ambassador." 


"  And  what  are  his  claims  to  the  peer- 
age?" 

'•  He  has  composed  two  or  three  comic 
operas,  written  four  or  five  articles  in  the 
'Siecle,'  and  voted  five  or  six  years  for 
the  minister." 

•'  Bravo,  viscount  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo, 
smiling;  "you  are  a  delightful  cicerone. 
And  now  j^ou  will  do  me  a  favor,  will  you 
not?" 

"  What  is  it  ?"— "  Do  not  introduce  me 
to  any  of  these  gentlemen  ;  and  should 
rhey  wish  it,  3-ou  will  warn  me."  Just 
then  the  count  felt  his  arm  pressed.  He 
turned  round  ;  it  was  Danglars. 

"  Ah  !  is  it  you,  baron  ?"  said  he. 

"Why  do  3^ou  call  me  baron?"  said 
Danglars;  "you  know  that  I  care  noth- 
ing for  my  title.  I  am  not  like  you,  vis- 
count ;  3-0U  like  your  title,  do  3'ou  not  ?" 

"Certainly,"  replied  Albert,  "seeing 
that  without  my  title  I  should  be  nothing ; 
while  you,  sacrificing  the  baron,  would 
still  remain  the  millionaire." 

"  Which  seems  to  me  the  finest  title 
under  the  royalty  of  July,"  replied  Dan- 
glars. —  "  Unfortunately,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  one's  title  to  a  millionaire  does 
not  last  for  life,  like  that  of  baron,  peer 
of  France,  or  academician  :  for  example, 
the  millionaires  Frank  &  Poulmann,  of 
Frankfort,  w^ho  have  just  become  bank- 
rupts."— "  Indeed  I  "  said  Danglai-s,  be- 
coming pale. 

"  Yes ;  I  received  the  news  this  evening 
by  a  courier.  I  had  about  a  million  in 
their  hands,  but,  warned  in  time,  I  with- 
drew it  a  month  ago." 

"Ah."  exclaimed  Danglars,  "they 
have  drawn  on  me  for  200,000  francs  I  " 

"  W^ell,  you  can  guai'd  against  it ;  their 
signature  is  w^orth  five  per  cent." 

"Yes,  but  it.  is  too  late,"  said  Dan- 
glars ;  '•  I  have  honored  their  bills." 

"  Good,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "here  arc 
200.000  francs  gone  after-  " 

'•  Hush  !  do  not  mention  these  things." 
said  Danglars  :  then,  approaching  Monte- 
Cristo,  he  add»d,  "  especially  before  young 
]\l.  Cavaleanti:"  after  which  he  smiled, 
and  turned  toward  the  yonng  man  in 
question.  Albert  had  left  the  count  to 
speak  to  his  mother,  Danghu-s  to  converse 
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with  young-  Cavalcanti ;  Monte-Cristo 
was  for  an  instant  alone.  Meanwhile  the 
heat  became  excessive.  The  footmen 
were  hastening-  through  the  rooms  with 
waiters  loaded  with  ices.  Monte-Cristo 
wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  forehead, 
but  drew  back  when  the  waiter  was  pre- 
sented to  him  :  he  took  no  refreshment. 
Madame  de  Morcerf  lost  no  sight  of 
Monte-Cristo ;  she  saw  that  he  took 
nothing-,  and  even  noticed  the  movement 
with  which  he  withdrew  from  it. 

"Albert,"  she  asked,  "did  you  notice 
that ?"—" What,  mother?" 

"That  the  count  will  never  accept  an 
invitation  to  dine  with  us." 

"  Yes ;  but  then  he  breakfasted  with 
me — indeed,  ho  made  his  first  appearance 
in  the  world  on  that  occasion." 

"  But  your  house  is  not  M.  de  Mor- 
cerf's,"  murmured  Mercedes  ;  "  and  since 
he  has  been  here  I  have  watched  liim." 

"  Well  ?"—"  Well,  he  has  taken  noth- 
ing- y et. ' ' — "The  count  is  very  temperate. " 

Mercedes  smiled  sadly.  "  Approach 
him,"  said  she,  "and  the  next  Avaiter 
that  passes,  insist  upon  his  taking-  some- 
thing'."— "  But  why,  mother?  " 

"  Oblige  me,  Albert,"  said  Mercedes. 

Albert  kissed  his  mother's  hand,  and 
drew  near  to  tlie  count.  Another  salver 
passed,  loaded  as  the  preceding-  ones :  she 
saw  Albert  attempt  to  persuade  the 
count,  but  he  obstinately  refused.  Al- 
bert rejoined  liis  mother ;  she  was  ver}'^ 
pale. — "Well,"  said  she,  "you  see  he 
refuses?" 

"  Yes  ;  but  why  need  this  annoy  you  ?" 

"  You  know,  Albert,  women  are  sing-u- 
lar  creatures.  I  should  like  to  liave  seen 
the  count  take  something-  in  my  liouse,  if 
only  a  morsel  of  pomegranate.  Perhaps 
he  cannot  reconcile  liimself  to  the  French 
style  of  living,  and  might  prefer  some- 
thing else." 

"  Oh,  no !  I  liave  seen  him  eat  of 
everytliing  in  Italy  ;  no  doubt  \u)  does 
not  feel  inclined  this  evening." 

"And  besides,"  said  the  countess, 
"accustomed  as  lie  is  to  burning  clim- 
ates, possibly  ho  does  not  feel  the  heat 
aa  we  do." 

"I  do  not  think  that,  for  ho  has  com- 


plained of  feeling  almost  suffocated,  and 
asked  wh3'  the  Venetian  blinds  were  not 
opened  as  well  as  the  windows." 

"In  a  word,"  said  Mercedes,  "it  was 
a  way  of  assuring  me  that  his  abstinence 
was  intended."     And  she  left  the  room. 

A  minute  afterward  the  blinds  were 
thrown  open,  and  through  the  jessamine 
and  clematis  that  overhung  the  window 
might  be  seen  the  garden  ornamented 
with  lanterns,  and  the  supper  laid  under 
the  tent.  Dancers,  players,  talkers,  all 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy — ever}'  one 
inhaled  with  delight  the  breeze  that  float- 
ed in.  At  the  same  time  Mercedes  re- 
appeared, paler  than  before,  but  with  that 
immovable  expression  of  countenance 
which  she  sometimes  wore.  She  went 
straight  to  the  group  of  which  her  hus- 
band formed  the  center. 

"  Do  not  detain  these  gentlemen  here, 
count,"  she  said;  "they  would  prefer,  I 
should  think,  to  breathe  in  the  garden 
rather  than  suffocate  here,  since  they  are 
not  playing."  —  "Ah,"  said  a  gallant 
old  general,  who,  in  1809,  had  sung  Par- 
tant  pour  la  Syrie,  "  we  will  not  go  alone 
to  the  garden." 

"Then,"  said  Mercedes,  "I  will  lead 
the  way."  Turning  toward  Monte-Cristo 
she  added,  "  Count,  will  you  oblige  me 
with  your  arm  ?  "  The  count  almost  stag- 
gered at  these  simple  words;  then  he  fixed 
his  eyes  on  Mercedes.  It  was  but  the 
glance  of  a  moment,  but  it  seemed  to  the 
countess  to  have  lasted  for  a  century,  so 
much  was  expressed  in  that  one  look.  He 
offered  his  arm  to  the  countess ;  she  leaned 
upon  it,  or  rather  just  touched  it  with  her 
little  hand,  and  they  together  descended 
the  steps,  lined  with  rhododendrons  and 
camellias.  Behind  them,  by  auotlier  out- 
let, a  group  of  about  twenty  persons 
rushed  into  the  garden  with  loud  excuv 
mations  of  delight. 


CHAPTER  LXXI. 

BREAD   AND   SALT. 

Madam K  de  Mokcerf  entered  an  arch- 
way of  trees  with  hei'  companion.  It 
was  a  grove  of  lindens,  contlui;ting  to  a 
conservatory.  "It  was  too  warm  in  the 
room,  was  it  not,  count?  "  she  asked. 
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*'  Yes,  madame  ;  and  it  was  an  excellent 
idea  of  j'ours  to  open  the  doors  and  the 
blinds."  As  he  ceased  speaking-  the  count 
felt  the  hand  of  Mercedes  tremble.  "  But 
you,"  he  said,  "  with  thatlig-ht  dress,  and 
without  anything-  to  cover  you  but  that 
gauze  scarf,  perhaps  you  feel  cold  ?  " 

"Do  you  know  where  I  am  leading 
you  ?  "  said  the  countess,  without  reph^- 
ing  to  the  question  of  Monte-Cristo. 

"No,  madame,"  replied  Monte-Cristo; 
"  but  3'^ou  see  I  make  no  resistance." 

"|We  are  going  to  the  green-house  that 
you  see  at  the  end  of  this  grove." 

The  count  looked  at  Mercedes  as  if  to 
interrogate  her,  but  she  continued  walk- 
ing in  silence ;  on  his  side,  Monte-Cristo 
■also  said  nothing-.  They  reached  the  build- 
ing, ornamented  with  magnificent  fruits, 
wliich  ripen  even  in  July  in  the  artificial 
temperature  which  takes  the  place  of  the 
sun,  so  frequently  absent  in  our  climate. 
The  countess  left  the  arm  of  Monte-Cristo, 
and  gathered  a  bunch  of  Muscatel  grapes. 
"See,  count,"  she  said,  with  a  smile,  so 
sad  in  its  expression  that  one  could  almost 
see  the  tears  on  her  eyelids — "  see,  our 
French  grapes  are  not  to  be  compared,  I 
know,  with  yours  of  Sicily  and  Cyprus, 
but  3'ou  will  make  allowance  for  our  north- 
ern sun."  The  count  bowed,  but  stepped 
back.  "  Do  you  refuse  ?  "  said  Mercedes, 
in  a  tremulous  voice.  "  Pray  excuse  me, 
madame,''  replied  Monte-Cristo,  "but  I 
never  eat  Muscatel  grapes." 

Mercedes  let  them  fall,  and  sighed.  A 
magnificent  peach  was  hanging  against 
an  adjoining"  wall,  ripened  by  the  same 
artificial  heat.  Mercedes  drew  near  and 
plucked  the  fruit.  "Take  this  peach, 
then,"  she  said.  The  count  again  refused. 
"What,  again!"  she  exclaimed,  in  so 
plaintive  an  accent  that  it  seemed  but  to 
stifle  a  sob;  "really  you  pain  me."  A 
long  silence  succeeded  this  scene ;  the 
peach,  lil<:e  the  grapes,  was  rolling  on  the 
ground.  "  Count,"  added  Mercedes,  with 
a  supplicating  glance,  "  there  is  a  beauti- 
ful Arabian  custom,  which  makes  eternal 
friends  of  those  who  have  together  (\\ ten 
bread  and  salt  beneath  the  same  roof." 
"  I  know  it,  madame,"  replied  the  count ; 
"  but  we  are  in  France,  and  not  in  Arabia  : 


and  in  France  eternal  friendships  are  as 
rare  as  the  custom  of  dividing  bread  and 
salt  with  one  another."— "But,"  said  the 
countess,  breathlessly,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
on  Monte-Cristo,  whose  arm  she  con- 
vulsively pressed  with  both  hands,  "  we 
are  friends,  are  we  not  ?  "  The  count 
became  pale  as  death,  the  blood  rushed 
to  his  heart,  and  then  again  rising,  dyed 
his  cheeks  with  crimson;  his  eyes  swam 
like  those  of  a  man  suddenl\^  dazzled. 
"Certainly,  we  are  friends,"  he  replied  : 
"why  should  w^e  not  be  such?"  The 
answer  was  so  little  like  the  one  Mercedes 
desired,  that  she  turned  aw^ay  to  give  vent 
to  a  sigh,  which  sounded  more  like  a  groan. 
"Thank  j^ou,"  she  said.  And  thej-  re- 
commenced w^alking.  They  went  the  whole 
length  of  the  garden  without  uttering  a 
word.  "  Sir,"  suddenly'  exclaimed  the 
countess,  after  their  walk  had  continued 
ten  minutes  in  silence,  "is  it  true  that  you 
have  seen  so  much,  traveled  so  far,  and 
suffered  so  deeplj'-?" — "I  have  suff'ered 
deeph%  madame,"  answered  Monte-Cristo. 

"  But  now  3'ou  are  happy  ?  " 

"  Doubtless,"  replied  the  count,  "since 
no  one  hears  me  complain." 

"  And  your  present  happiness,  has  it 
softened  your  heart  ?  " 

"  My  present  happiness  equals  ray  past 
misery,"  said  the  count. 

"Are  3^ou  not  married?"  asked  the 
countess. — "I  married  !  "  exclaimed  Mon- 
te-Cristo, shuddering;  "who  could  have 
told  you  so?  " 

"  No  one  told  me  you  were ;  but  you 
have  frequently  been  seen  at  the  Opera 
with  a  3'oung  and  lovely  pei^son." — "She 
is  a  slave  whom  I  bought  at  Constanti- 
nople, madame,  the  daughter  of  a  prince. 
I  have  adopted  her  as  my  daughter,  hav- 
ing no  one  else  to  love  in  the  woiid." 

"  You  live  alone,  then  ?  "— "  I  do." 

"  You  have  no  sister — no  son — no  fa- 
ther ?  " — "I  have  no  one." 

"How  can  you  exist  thus,  without  any 
one  to  attach  you  to  life?  " 

"  It  is  not  my  fault,  madame.  At  Malta, 
I  loved  a  young  girl,  was  on  the  point  of 
marrying  lier,  wlien  war  came  and  carried 
me  away.  I  thought  she  loved  me  well 
enough  to  wait  for  me.  and  even  to  remain 


428 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


faithful  to  1113-  grave.  When  I  returned 
she  was  married.  This  is  the  history  of 
most  men  who  have  passed  twent\'  years 
of  ag-e.  Perhaps  my  heart  was  weaker 
than  those  of  the  g-enerahty,  and  I  suffered 
more  than  they  would  have  done  in  my 
place ;  you  know  all."  The  countess 
stopped  for  a  moment,  as  if  gasping*  for 
breath.  "  Yes/'  she  said,  "  and  you  have 
still  preserved  this  love  in  your  heart — 
one  can  only  love  once — and  did  you  ever 
see  her  ag-ain  ?  " — ''Never  I  "" 

"Never?" — ''I  never  returned  to  the 
countr}'  where  she  lived." 

"  At  Malta  ?  "— "  Yes ;  at  Malta." 

"  She  is,  then,  now  at  Malta  ?  " 

"I  thmk  so." 

"  And  have  you  forgiven  her  for  all  she 
has  made  you  suffer  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  have  pardoned  Aer." 

"  But  only  her ;  do  you,  then,  still  hate 
those  who  separated  you  ?  " 

"I  hate  them  ?  not  at  all ;  why  should 
I?"  The  countess  placed  herself  before 
Monte-Cristo,  still  holding  in  her  hand  a 
portion  of  the  perfumed  grapes.  "Take 
.some,"  she  said.  "  Madame,  I  never  eat 
Muscatel  grapes,"  n^plied  Monte-Cristo, 
as  if  the  subject  had  not  been  mentioned 
before.  The  countess  dashed  the  g-rapes 
into  the  nearest  thicket,  with  ag-esture  of 
despair,  "Inflexible  man!"  she  mur- 
mured. Monte-Cristo  remained  as  un- 
moved as  if  the  reproach  had  not  been 
addressed  to  him.  Albert  at  this  moment 
ran  in.  "  Oli,  mother!"  he  exclaimed, 
"  such  a  misfortune  has  happened  !  " 

"What  ?  what  has  happened  ?  "  a.sked 
the  countess,  as  though  awaking  from  a 
sleep  to  the  realities  of  life  ;  "did  you  say 
a  misfortune?  Indeed,  I  should  exjiect 
misfortunes." 

"  M.  de  Villefort  is  here."—"  W<'11  ?  " 

"  He  comes  to  fetch  his  wife  and  daugh- 
ter."—"  Why  so  ?  " 

"  Because  Madame  de  Saint-Meran  is 
just  arrived  in  Paiis,  bringing  the  news 
)f  M.  de  Saint-Meran's  death,  which  took 
place  on  the  first  stage  after  he  left  Mar- 
seilles. Madame  de  Villefort,  who  was  in 
very  good  spirits,  would  neither  beli<?ve 
nor  think  of  the  misfortune  ;  but  Made- 
moiselle  Valentine,    at   the   first    words, 


guessed  the  whole  truth,  notwithstanding- 
all  the  precautions  of  her  father  ;  the  blow 
struck  her  like  a  thunderbolt,  and  she  fell 
senseless." 

"And  how  was  M.  de  Saint-Meran  re- 
lated to  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  ?  "  said 
the  count. — "He  was  her  grandfather  on 
the  mother's  side.  He  was  coming-  here 
to  hasten  her  marriage  with  Franz." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !  " — "  Franz  is  delaj'ed, 
then.  Wh3%  is  not  M.  de  Saint-Meran 
also  g-randfather  to  Mademoiselle  Dan- 
glars?  " 

"  Albert  !  Albert  !  "  said  Madame  de 
Morcerf,  in  a  tone  of  mild  reproof,  "  what 
ai-e  you  saying  ?  Ah  !  count,  he  esteems 
3'ou  so  highly',  tell  him  that  he  has  spoken 
amiss."  And  she  took  two  or  three  steps, 
forward.  Monte-Cristo  watched  her  with 
an  air  so  thoughtful,  and  so  full  of  affec- 
tionate admiration,  that  she  returned, 
taking  his  hand  :  at  the  same  time  she 
grasped  that  of  her  son,  and  joined  them 
together. 

"We  are  friends;  are  we  not?"  she 
asked. 

"  Oh,  madaine,  I  do  not  presume  to 
call  m^'self  your  fi-iend,  but  at  all  times 
I  am  3"our  most  respectful  servant." 
The  countess  left  with  an  indescribable 
pang  in  her  heart,  and  before  she  had 
taken  ten  steps  the  count  saw  her  raise 
her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  "Do  not  ni}- 
mother  and  you  agree  ?  "  asked  Albert  as- 
tonished. 

"  On  the  contrary',"  replied  the  count, 
"  did  you  not  hear  her  declare  that  we 
were  friends  ?  "  The}'  re-entered  the  draw- 
ing-room, which  Valentine  and  Madame 
de  Villefort  had  just  quitted.  Monte- 
Cristo  departed  almost  at  the  same  time. 


CHAPTER    LXXII. 

MADAME     1)K    SAINT-MERAN. 

A  GLOOMY  .scene  had  ituh'ed  just  passed 
at  the  house  of  De  Villefort.  After  tlie 
ladies  had  departed  for  the  ball,  whither 
all  the  entr(>aties  of  Madame  de  Villefort 
had  failed  in  persuading  him  to  accom- 
pany them,  the  procureur  du  roi  had,  as 
usual,  shut  himself  up  in  his  stud}',  with 
a  heap  of  papers  calculated  to  alarm  any 
one  else,  but  which  generally  scarcely  sa  t  is- 
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fied  his  inordinate  desires.  But  this  time 
the  papers  were  a  mere  matter  of  form. 
Villefort  had  secluded  himself,  not  to  study, 
but  to  reflect ;  and,  with  the  door  locked, 
and  orders  given  that  he  should  not  be 
disturbed,  excepting-  for  important  busi- 
ness, he  sat  down  in  his  armchair,  and 
began  to  ponder  over  those  events,  the 
remembrance  of  which  had,  during  the 
last  eight  daj-s,  filled  his  mind  with  so 
many  gloomy  thoughts  and  bitter  recol- 
lections. Then,  instead  of  plunging  into 
the  mass  of  papers  piled  before  him,  he 
opened  the  drawer  of  his  desk,  touched  a 
spring,  and  drew  out  a  parcel  of  notes, 
precious  documents,  among  which  he  had 
carefully  arranged,  in,,  characters  onl^' 
known  to  himself,  the  names  of  all  those 
who,  either  in  his  political  career,  in 
inoney  matters,  at  the  bar,  or  in  his  mys- 
terious love  affairs,  had  become  his  ene- 
mies. Their  number  was  formidable,  now 
that  he  had  begun  to  fear,  and  yet  these 
names,  powerful  though  they  were,  had 
often  caused  him  to  smile  with  the  same 
kind  of  satisfaction  experienced  b^^  a  trav- 
eler who,  from  the  summit  of  a  moun- 
tain, beholds  at  his  feet  the  craggy  emi- 
nences, the  almost  impassable  paths,  and 
the  fearful  chasms,  through  which  he  has 
so  periloush'  climbed.  When  he  had  run 
over  all  these  names  in  his  memory,  again 
read  and  studied  them,  commenting  mean- 
while upon  his  lists,  he  shook  his  head. 

''No!  "he  murmured,  '"'none  of  vay 
enemies  would  have  waited  so  patiently 
and  laboriously  for  so  long  a  space  of 
time,  that  they  might  now  come  and 
crush  me  with  this  secret.  Sometimes,  as 
Hamlet  says —  « 

■•  Deeds  will  liso. 
Tho'all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  inensej'es:" 

but.  like  a  phosphoric  lighl.  they  rise  but 
to  mislead.  The  story  has  been  told  by 
the  Corsican  to  some  priest,  who,  in  his 
turn,  has  also  repeated  it.  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo  may  liave  heard  it.  and  to  enlighten 
himself— but  why  should  lie  wish  to  en- 
lighten himself  upon  the  subject  ?  ' '  asked 
Villefort,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  ' 
"wliat  interest  can  this  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo,  M.  Zaccone.  son  of  a  ship-owner 
of  Malta,  discoverer  of   a   mine  in  Thes- 


sal3',  now  visiting  Paris  for  the  first  time 
— what  interest,  I  say,  can  he  take  in  dis- 
covering a  glooraj-,  mj'sterious,  and  use- 
less fact  like  tliis?  However,  amid  all 
the  incoherent  details  given  to  me  by  the 
Abbe  Busoni  and  by  Lord  Wilmore,  by 
that  friend  and  that  enem3-,  one  thing  ap- 
pears certain  and  clear  in  my  opinion  : 
that  in  no  period,  in  no  case,  in  no  circum- 
stance, could  there  have  been  an\-  contact 
between  him  and  me.'" 

But  Villefort  uttered  words  which  even 
he  himself  did  not  believe.  He  dreaded 
not  the  revelation  so  much,  for  he  could 
reply  to,  or  deny  its  truth  ;  lie  cared  lit- 
tle for  that  Mene,  Tekel,  Phares,  which 
appeared  suddenh'  in  letters  of  blood  upon 
the  wall ;  but  what  he  was  really  anxious 
for  was  to  discover  whose  hand  had  traced 
them.  While  he  was  endeavoring  to  calm 
his  fears,  and  instead  of  dwelling  upon 
the  political  future  that  had  so  often  been 
the  subject  of  his  ambitious  dreams,  he 
was  imagining  a  future  limited  to  the  en- 
joj'ments  of  home,  fearing  to  awaken  the 
enemy  that  had  so  long  slept,  the  noise  of 
a  carriage  sounded  in  the  yard,  then  he 
heard  the  steps  of  an  aged  person  ascend- 
ing the  stairs,  followed  by  tears  and  la- 
mentations, such  as  servants  always  as- 
sume when  they  wish  to  appear  interested 
in  their  master's  grief.  He  drew  back  the 
bolt  of  his  door,  and  almost  directly  an  old 
lady  entered,  unannounced,  carrying  her 
shawl  on  her  arm,  and  her  bonnet  in  her 
hand.  The  white  hair  was  thrown  back 
from  her  yellow  forehead,  and  her  eyes, 
alread}^  sunken  by  the  furrows  of  age,  now 
almost  disappeared  beneath  the  eyelids  so 
swollen  with  grief.  '•  Oh.  sir.'*  she  said  : 
"  oh,  sir,  what  a  misfortune  I  I  shall  die 
of  it;  oh!  yes.  I  shall  certainly  die  of 
it !  "  " 

And  then,  falling  upon  the  chair  neai^est 
the  door,  she  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of 
sobs.  The  servants,  standing  in  the  door- 
way, not  daring  to  approach  nearer,  weiv 
looking  at  Xoirtier's  old  servant,  who, 
liaving  heard  a  noise  in  his  master's  room, 
had  run  there  also,  and  ivMuained  behind 
the  others.  Villefort  rose,  ami  ran  to 
ward  his  mother-in-law,  for  it  wa.s  she. 
''Why.  what   can   have   happen«*d  ? "  he 
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exclaimed,    "  what    has    thus    disturbed 
you  ?     Is  M.  de  Meran  with  you  ?  " 

"M.  de  Saint-Meran  is  dead!"  an- 
swered the  old  marchioness,  without  pre- 
face, without  expression ;  she  appeared 
stupefied.  Villefort  drew  back,  and  clasp- 
ing- his  hands  tog-ether,  exclaimed — 
"  Dead  !  so  suddenly  ?" 

"A  week  ag-o,"  continued  Madame  de 
Saint-Meran,  "^we  went  out  together  in 
the  carriage  after  dinner.  M.  de  Saint- 
Meran  had  been  unwell  for  some  days  ; 
still  the  idea  of  seeing  our  dear  Valentine 
again  inspired  him  with  courage;  and, 
notwithstanding  his  illness,  he  would  leave; 
when,  at  six  leagues  from  Marseilles,  after 
having  eaten  some  of  the  lozenges  he  is  ac- 
customed to  take,  he  fell  into  such  a  deep 
sleep  that  it  appeared  to  me  unnatural ; 
still  I  hesitated  to  wake  him,  when  I  fan- 
cied his  face  became  red,  and  that  the 
veins  in  his  temples  throbbed  more  vio- 
lently than  usual.  However,  as  it  be- 
came dark,  and  I  could  no  longer  see,  I 
fell  asleep  ;  I  was  soon  awoke  by  a  pierc- 
ing shriek,  as  from  a  person  suffering  in 
his  dreams,  and  he  suddenly  threw  his 
head  back.  I  stopped  the  postilion,  I 
called  M.  de  Saint-Meran,  I  applied  my 
smelling  salts;  but  all  was  over,  and  I 
arrived  at  Aix  by  the  side  of  a  corpse." 
"Villefort  stood  with  his  mouth  half  open, 
quite  stupefied. 

''  Of  course  ^'ou  sent  for  a  doctor  ?  " 

"  Immediately  ;  but,  as  I  have  told  3'ou, 
it  was  too  late." — "Yes;  but  then  he 
could  tell  of  what  complaint  the  poor 
martjuis  had  died." 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir,  ho  told  me  ;  it  appears 
to  have  been  an  apoplectic  stroke;." 

"And  what  did  you  do  then  ?  " 

"  M.  de  Saint-Meran  had  always  ox- 
pressed  a  desire,  in  case  of  liis  death  hap- 
pening during  his  absence!  from  Paris, 
that  his  body  might  be  brought  to  the 
family  vault.  I  had  him  put  into  a  leaden 
coflfln,  and  I  am  preceding  him  by  a  f<'w 
daj'S." — "Oh  I  my  poor  inollicr!"  said 
De  Villefort,  "  to  have  such  duties  to  per- 
form at  your  ago  aflor  such  a  lilow  !  " 

"  God  has  supported  nie  t  lirough  all  I 
And  then,  my  dear  manpiis,  he  would 
certainl}'  have  done  everything   for  me 


that  I  performed  for  him.  It  is  true  that 
since  I  left  him,  I  seem  to  have  lost  my 
senses.  I  cannot  cry ;  at  n\y  age  they 
say  that  we  have  no  more  tears ;  still  I 
think  that  when  one  is  in  trouble  we 
should  have  the  power  of  weeping.  Where 
is  Valentine,  sir?  It  is  on  her  account  I 
am  here  ;  I  wish  to  see  Valentine." 
Villefort  thought  it  would  be  terrible  to 
reply  that  Valentine  was  at  a  ball ;  so  he 
only  said  that  she  had  gone  out  with 
her  step-mother,  and  that  she  should  be 
fetched.  "  This  instant,  sir — this  instant, 
I  beseech  you  !"  said  the  old  lady.  Ville- 
fort placed  the  arm  of  Madame  de  Sauit- 
Meran  within  his  own,  and  conducted 
her  to  his  apartment.  ''Rest  yourself, 
mother,"  he  said. 

The  marchioness  raised  her  head  at 
this  word,  and  beholding-  the  man  who 
so  forcibly  reminded  her  of  her  deeply- 
regretted  child,  who  still  lived  for  her  in 
Valentine,  she  felt  touched  at  the  name 
of  mother ;  and  bursting  into  tears,  she 
fell  on  her  knees  before  an  armchair, 
where  she  buried  her  venerable  head, 
Villefort  left  her  to  the  care  of  the 
women,  while  old  Barrois  ran,  half- 
scared,  to  his  master ;  for  nothing 
frightens  old  men  so  much  as  when 
death  relaxes  its  vigilance  over  them  for 
a  moment  in  order  to  strike  some  other 
old  man.  Then,  while  Madame  de  Saint- 
Moran,  still  on  her  knees,  remained  pray- 
ing fervently,  Villefort  sent  for  a  hack- 
nej^-coach,  and  went  himself  to  fetch  his 
wife  and  daughter  from  ]\Iadame  de  Mor- 
cerf's.  Ho  was  so  pale  when  he  appeared 
at  the  door  of  the  ball-room  that  Valen- 
tino ran  to  Ifliu  saying:  "Oh,  father  I 
some  misfortune  has  happened  !  " 

"  Your  grandmamma  lias  just  arrived, 
Valentine,"  said  M.  de  Villefort. 

"  And  grandpapa  !  "  incpiii-t-d  th<^  young 
girl,  trembling  with  apprehension.  M. 
de  Villefort  only  replied  by  offering  his 
arm  to  his  daughter.  It  was  just  in 
time,  for  Valentine's  head  swam,  and 
she  staggered  ;  Madame  do  Villefoil  in- 
stantly hastened  to  lior  assistance,  and 
aiilod  lu>r  husliand  in  dragging  lu'r  to 
the  cari'iage,  saying — "What  a  singular 
event!     Wiio    could   have   thought   it? 
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Alj,  yes,  it  is  indeed  strang-e ! "  And 
the  wretched  family  departed,  leaving-  a 
cloud  of  sadness  hang-ing-  over  the  rest  of 
the  evening.  At  the  foot  of  the  stairs, 
Valentine  found  Barrois  awaiting-  her. 

'•M.  Noirtier   wishes   to   see    j^ou    to- 
nig-ht,"  he  said,  in  an  undertone. 

•'Tell  him  I  will  come  when  I  leave  my 
dear  grandmamma,"  she  replied,  feeling-, 
with  true  delicacy,  that  the  person  to 
whom  she  could  be  of  the  most  service 
just  then  was  Madame  de  Saint-Meran. 
Valentine  found  her  grandmother  in  bed  ; 
silent  caresses,  heartwrung-  sobs,  broken 
sighs,  burning  tears,  were  all  that  passed 
in  this  sad  interview ;  while  Madame  de 
Villefort,  leaning  on  her  husband's  arm, 
maintained  all  outward  forms  of  respect, 
at  least  toward  the  poor  wudow.  She 
soon  whispered  to  her  husband,  "  I  think 
it  would  be  better  for  me  to  retire,  with 
your  permission,  for  the  sight  of  me  ap- 
pears still  to  afflict  3^our  mother-in-law." 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  heard  her.  *'  Yes, 
3'es,"  she  said,  softly,  to  Valentine,  "let. 
her  leave;  but  do  3'ou  stay."  Madame 
de  Villefort  left,  and  Valentine  remained 
alone  beside  the  bed,  for  the  procureur  du 
roi,  overcome  with  astonishment  at  the 
unexpected  death,  had  follov/ed  his  wife. 
Meanwhile,  Barrois  had  returned  for  the 
first  time  to  old  Noirtier,  who  having 
heard  the  noise  in  the  house,  had,  as  we 
have  said,  sent  his  old  servant  to  inquire 
the  cause  ;  on  his  return,  his  quick  and 
intelligent  eye  interrogated  the  messen- 
ger. ''Alas,  sir!"  exclaimed  Barrois, 
"a  great  misfortune  has  happened. 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  has  arrived, 
and  her  husband  is  dead  !  " 

M.  de  Saint-Meran  and  Noirtier  had 
never  been  on  strict  terms  of  friendship  ; 
still,  the  death  of  one  old  man  always 
considerably  affects  another.  Noirtier  let 
his  head  fall  upon  his  chest,  apparently 
overwhelmed  and  thoughtful  ;  then,  clos- 
ing one  eye,  he  inquired,  ''Mademoiselle 
Valentine?"  Noirtier  nodded  his  head. 
"She  is  at  the  ball,  as  you  know,  since 
she  came  to  say  good-by  to  you  in  full 
dress. "  Noii-tier  again  closed  his  left  eye. 
"Do  you  wish  to  see  her?"  Noirtier 
again  miule  an  affirmative  sig-n.     '•  AVoll, 


they  have  gone  to  fetch  her,  no  doubt, 
from  Madame  de  Morcerf's  ;  I  will  await 
her  return,  and  beg  her  to  come  up  here. 
Is  that  what  you  wish  for?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  invalid. 

Barrois,  therefore,  as  we  have  seen, 
watched  for  Valentine,  and  informed  her 
of  her  grandfather's  wish.  Consequently, 
Valentine  came  up  to  Noirtier,  on  leaving 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran,  who,  in  the 
midst  of  her  grief,  had  at  last  yielded  to 
fatigue,  and  fallen  into  a  feverish  sleep. 
Within  reach  of  her  hand  they  placed  a 
small  table,  upon  which  stood  a  bottle  of 
orangeade,  her  usual  beverage,  and  a 
glass.  Then,  as  Ave  have  said,  the  young 
girl  left  the  bedside  to  see  M.  Noirtier. 
Valentine  kissed  the  old  man,  who  looked 
at  her  with  such  tenderness  that  her  eyes 
again  filled  with  tears,  whose  sources  he 
thought  must  be  exhausted.  The  old  gen- 
tleman continued  to  dwell  upon  her  with 
the  same  expression.  "  Yes,  yes,"  said 
Valentine,  "  3'ou  mean  that  I  have  j'et  a 
kind  grandfather  left,  do  you  not  ?  "  The 
old  man  intimated  that  such  was  his  mean- 
ing. "Alas!  happily  I  have,"  replied 
Valentine.  "'  Without  that,  what  would 
become  of  me  ?  " 

It  was  one  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Bar- 
rois, who  wished  to  go  to  bed  himself, 
observed,  that  after  such  sad  events, 
ever}'  one  stood  in  need  of  rest.  Noirtier 
would  not  sa^'  that  the  only  rest  he  needed 
was  to  see  his  child,  but  wished  her  good- 
night, for  grief  and  fatigue  had  made  her 
appear  quite  ill.  The  next  morning  she 
found  her  grandmother  in  bed  :  the  fever 
had  not  abated  ;  on  the  contrary,  her  eyes 
glistened,  and  she  appeared  to  bo  suffernig 
from  violent  nervous  irritability.  "  Oh, 
dear  grandmamma!  are  you  worse?" 
exclaimed  Valentine,  perceiving  all  these 
signs  of  agitation. 

"No,  my  child,  no  !  "  said  Madame  de 
Saint-Meran,  "  but  I  was  impatiently 
wailing  for  yonv  arrival,  that  I  might 
send  for  your  father." — **  ^ly  father?" 
inquired  Valeutiue,  uneasily. 

-'Yes!  I  wish  to  speak  to  him."  Val- 
entine durst  not  oppose  lier  grandmother's 
wish,  the  cause  of  which  she  knew  not ; 
and  an  instant  afterwaixi  Villefort  entered. 
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"Sir,"'  said  Madame  de  Saint-Meran, 
without  using  an}'  circumlocution,  and,  as 
if  fearing-  she  had  no  time  to  lose,  "you 
Avrote  to  me  concerning  the  marriage  of 
this  child  ? " 

'"  Yes,  madame,"  replied  Villefort ;  "it 
is  not  only  projected,  but  arranged." — 
'*  Your  intended  son-in-law  is  named  M. 
Franz  d'Epinay  ? " 

"Yes,  madame.'"' — "Is  he  not  the  son 
of  General  d'Epinay,  who  was  on  our  side, 
and  who  was  assassinated  some  days  be- 
fore the  usurper  returned  from  the  Isle  of 
Elba?" 

"  The  same." — '•'  Does  he  not  dislike  the 
idea  of  marrying  the  granddaughter  of  a 
Jacobin  ?  ' ' 

"  Our  civil  dissensions  are  now  happily 
extinguished,  mother,"  said  Villefort: 
'•'  M.  d'Epina}"  was  quite  a  child  when  his 
father  died,  he  knows  very  little  of  M. 
Noirtier,  and  will  meet  him,  if  not  with 
pleasure,  at  least  with  indifference." 

"  Is  it  a  suitable  match  ?  " 

"  In  every  respect." 

"  And  the  young  man  ?  " 

"Possesses  universal  esteem." 

"  You  approve  of  him  ?  " 

"He  is  one  of  the  most  distinguished 
young  men  I  know."  During  the  whole 
of  this  conversation  Valentine  had  re- 
mained silent.  "'  Well,  sir,"  said  Madame 
do  Saint-Meran,  after  a  few  minutes'  reflec- 
tion, "I  must  hasten  the  marriage,  for  I 
have  but  a  short  time  to  live." 

"  You,  madame?  "  "You,  dear  mam- 
ma ?  "  exclaimed  M.  de  Villefort  and  Val- 
entine at  the  same  time. 

"I  know  what  I  am  sa3'ing,"  continued 
the  marcliioness ;  "1  must  hurry  you,  so 
that,  having  no  mother,  she  may  at  least 
have  a  grandmother  to  bless  her  marriage. 
I  am  all  that  is  left  to  her  belonging  to 
my  poor  Renec,  whom  3'ou  have  so  soon 
forgotten,  sir." — "Ah,  madame,"  said 
Villefort,  "you  forget  that  I  was  obliged 
to  give  a  motlior  I0  my  child." 

"  A  step-mother  is  never  a  mother,  sir. 
But  this  is  not  to  the  purpose,  our  busi- 
ness concerns  Vah^ntine  ;  let  us  leave  the 
dead  in  peace." 

All  this  was  said  with  such  exceeding 
rapidity  that  there  was  something  in  the 


conversation  that  seemed  like  the  com- 
mencement of  delirium. 

"It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  madame," 
said  Villefort ;  "  more  especially  since 
your  wishes  coincide  with  mine;  and  as 
soon  as  M.  d'Epinay  arrives  in  Paris — " 

"'  'M.y  dear  mother,"  interrupted  Valen- 
tine, "consider  decorum — the  recent  death. 
You  would  not  have  me  marry  under  such 
sad  auspices  ?  " 

"' M}'  child,"  exclaimed  the  old  lady, 
sharply',  "let  us  hear  none  of  those  con- 
ventional objections  that  deter  weak  minds 
from  forming  their  fortunes.  I  also  was 
married  at  the  death-bed  of  my  mother, 
and  certainly  I  have  not  been  less  happy 
on  that  account."  —  "Still  that  idea  of 
death,  madame  !  "  said  Villefort. 

"  Still  ? — Always  !  I  tell  you  I  am  going 
to  die — doA'ou  understand  ?  Well,  before 
dying,  I  wish  to  see  m\'  son-in-law.  I 
wish  to  tell  him  to  make  my  child  happy  : 
I  wish  to  read  in  his  eyes  Avhether  he  in- 
tends to  obey  me ; — in  fact,  I  will  know 
•him — I  will  !  "  continued  the  old  lady, 
with  a  fearful  expression,  "  that  I  may 
rise  from  the  depths  of  my  grave  to  find 
him,  if  he  should  not  fulfill  his  duty  I  " 

"Madame,"  said  Villefort,  "3'ou  must 
lay  aside  these  exalted  ideas,  which  almost 
assume  the  appearance  of  madness.  The 
dead,  once  buried  in  their  graves,  rise  no 
more." 

"And  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  you  are  mis- 
taken. This  night  I  have  had  a  fearful 
sleep.  It  seemed  as  though  m3'  soul  were 
already  hovering  over  m^'  body  ;  ni}'  eyes, 
which  I  tried  to  open,  closed  against  my 
will  ;  and  what  will  appear  impossible 
above  all  to  you,  sir,  I  saw,  with  my  eyes 
shut,  in  the  spot  where  you  are  now  stantl- 
ing,  issuing  from  that  corner  where  there 
is  a  door  leading  into  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort's  dressing-room  —  I  saw,  I  tell  you, 
silentl}' enter,  a  white  figure."  Valentine 
screamed.  "  It  was  the  fever  that  dis- 
lurlx'd  yon,  madame,"  said  Villefort. 

"  Doubt,  if  you  please,  but  I  am  sure  of 
what  I  say.  I  saw  a  white  figure ;  and 
as  if  to  prevent  my  discrediting  the  testi- 
mony of  only  one  of  my  senses,  I  heard 
my  glass  removed — the  same  which  is 
there   now   on    the  table." 
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"Oh  !  dear  mother,  it  was  a  dream."* 

"  So  little  was  it  a  dream,  that  I 
stretched  my  hand  toward  the  bell  ;  but 
when  I  did  so,  the  shade  disappeared  ;  my 
maid  then  entered  with  a  light." 

"  But  she  saw  no  one  ?  " 

'•  Phantoms  are  visible  to  those  only 
wlio  oug-ht  to  see  them.  It  was  the  soul 
of  my  husband  !— Well,  if  my  husband's 
soul  can  come  to  me,  why  should  not 
my  soul  reappear  to  g-uard  my  grand- 
daughter ?  the  tie  is  even  more  direct,  it 
seems  to  me."  — ''Oh!  madame,"  said 
Villefort,  deeply  affected,"  in  spite  of  him- 
self, -'do  not  yield  to  those  gloomy 
thoughts;  you  will  long  hve  with  us, 
happy,  loved,  and  honored,  and  we  will 
make  you  forget — " 

^'  Never,  never,  never  !  "  said  the  mar- 
chioness. "  When  does  M.  d'Epinay  re- 
turn ?" — "We  expect  him  every  moment." 

"  It  is  well.  As  soon  as  he  arrives  in- 
form me.  We  must  be  expeditious.  And 
then  I  also  wish  to  see  a  notary,  that  I 
may  be  assured  that  all  our  property  re- 
turns to  Valentine." — "Ah,  my  mother  !" 
murmured  Valentine,  pressing  her  lips  on 
tlie  burning  brow  of  her  grandmother, 
"  do  you  wish  to  kill  me  ?  Oh,  how  fever- 
ish ^'^ou  are  !  we  must  not  send  for  a 
notary,  but  for  a  doctor  !  " 

"  A  doctor  !  "  said  she,  shrugging  her 
shoulders,  "I  am  not  ill;  I  am  thirsty — 
that  is  all." — "What  are  you  drinking, 
dear  mamma  ?"  * 

"  The  same  as  usual,  my  dear,  my  glass 
is  there  on  the  table — give  it  me,  Valen- 
tine." Valentine  poured  the  orangeade 
into  a  glass,  and  gave  it  to  her  grand- 
mother wth  a  certain  degree  of  dread, 
for  it  was  the  same  glass,  she  fancied, 
that  had  been  touched  by  the  specter. 
The  marchioness  drained  the  glass  at  a 
single  draught,  and  then  turned  on  her 
pillow,  repeating — 

"  The  notary  !    the  notary  I" 

M.  de  Villefort  left  the  room,  and  Val- 
entine seated  herself  at  the  bedside  of  hei- 
grandmother.  The  poor  child  appeared 
herself  to  require  the  doctor  she  had  rec- 
ommended to  her  aged  relative.  A  burn- 
ing spot  flushed  luT  cheek,  her  respiration 
was  short  and  diniciilt,  and  her  pulse  boat 


with  feverish  excitement.  She  was  think- 
ing of  the  despair  of  Maximilian,  wlien  in- 
formed that  Madame  de  Saint-Meran,  in- 
stead of  being  an  ally,  was  unconsciously 
acting  as  his  enemy.  More  than  once 
she  thought  of  revealing  all  to  her  grand- 
mother, and  she  would  not  have  hesitated 
a  single  moment,  if  Maximilian  Morrel 
had  been  named  Albert  de  Morcei'f  or 
Raoul  de  Chateau-Renaud ;  but  Morrel 
was  of  plebeian  extraction,  and  Valentine 
knew  how  the  haught}-  Marquise  de 
Saint-Meran  despised  all  who  were  not 
noble.  Her  secret  had  each  time  been 
repressed  when  she  was  about  to  reveal 
it,  by  the  sad  conviction  that  it  would  be 
useless  to  do  so ;  for,  were  it  once  dis- 
covered hy  her  father  and  mother,  all 
would  be  lost.  Two  hours  passed  1  hus : 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  was  in  a  fever- 
ish sleep,  and  the  notary  had  arrived. 
Though  announced  in  a  very  low  tone, 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  arose  from  her 
pillow.  "The  notary!"  she  exclaimed, 
"let  him  come  in." 

The  notary,  who  was  at  the  door,  im- 
mediately entered.  "  Go,  Valentine,"  said 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran,  "  and  leave  me 
with  this  gentleman." — "  But,  mother — " 

"Leave  me! — go!"  The  j'oung  girl 
kissed  her  grandmother,  and  left  with  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes  ;  at  the  door  she 
found  the  valet-de-chambre,  who  told  her 
the  doctor  was  -waiting  in  the  dining-room. 
Valentine  instantly  ran  down.  The  doc- 
tor was  a  friend  of  the  family,  and  at  the 
same  time  one  of  the  cleverest  men  of  the 
day,  and  very  fond  of  Valentine,  whose 
birth  he  had  witnessed.  He  had  himself 
a  daughter  about  her  age  ;  but  whose  life 
was  one  continued  souive  of  anxiety  and 
fear  to  him  from  her  mother  having  been 
consumptive. 

"  Oh,"  said  Valentine,  "  we  have  been 
waiting  for  you  with  such  impatience, 
dear  M.  d'Avrigny.  But,  first  of  all,  how 
are  Madeleine  and  Antoinette?"  Made- 
leine was  the  daugliter  of  M.  d'Avrigny, 
and  Antoinette  his  niece.  ^I.  d'Aviigny 
smiled  sadly.  "  Antoinette  is  very  well," 
he  said,  "  and  Madeleine  tolerably  so. 
But  you  sent  for  me.  my  dear  child.  It 
is  not  vour  father  or  Madame  do  Villefort 
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who  is  ill.  As  for  3'ou,  although  we  doc- 
tors cannot  divest  our  patients  of  nerves, 
I  fancj'  you  have  no  furtlier  need  of  me 
than  to  recommend  you  not  to  allow  3'our 
imagination  to  take  too  wide  a  field." 
Valentine  colored.  M.  d'Avrigny  carried 
the  science  of  divination  almost  to  a  mir- 
acle, for  he  was  one  of  those  doctors  who 
alwa^'s  work  upon  the  body  through  the 
mind.  ''No,"  she  replied,  "it  is  for  my 
poor  grandmother  :  you  know  the  calam- 
ity that  has  happened  to  us,  do  you  not?" 

"1  know  nothing,"  said  M.  d'Avngn^^ 

"  Alas  !  "  said  Valentine,  restraining  her 
tears,  "  my  grandfather  is  dead." 

"  M.  de  Saint-Meran  ?  "— '•  Yes." 

"  Suddenly  ?  "  —  '•'  From  an  apoplectic 
stroke." 

''An  apoplectic  stroke?"  repeated  the 
doctor. — ''Yes  I  and  my  poor  grandmo- 
ther fancies  that  her  husband,  whom  she 
never  left,  has  called  her,  and  that  she 
must  go  and  join  him.  Oh,  M.  d'Avrigny, 
I  beseech  you,  do  something  for  her  I  " 

"  Where  is  she  ?  " — "  In  her  room  with 
the  notar3%" 

"And  M.  Noirtier?" — "Just  as  he 
was,  his  mind  perfectly-  clear,  but  the 
same  incapability  of  moving  or  speaking." 

"And  the  same  love  for  a^ou — eh,  my 
dear  child?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Valentine;  "  he  was  xcvy 
fond  of  me." — "Who  docs  not  love  you?" 
Valentine  smiled  sadly.  "  Wliat  are  your 
grandmother's  symptoms  ?  "  —  "  An  ex- 
treme nervous  excitement,  and  a  strangely 
agitated  sleep ;  she  fancied  this  morning 
in  her  sleep,  that  her  soul  was  hovering 
above  her  body,  which  she  at  the  same 
time  watched.  It  must  have  been  deli- 
rium ;  she  fancies,  too,  that  she  saw  a 
phantom  enter  her  chamber,  and  even 
heard  tlie  noise  it  made  on  touching  her 
glass." 

"It  is  singular,"  said  the  doctor;  "I 
was  not  aware  Ihat  Madame  de  Saint- 
Meran  was  subj»;^ct  to  stich  hallucina- 
tions."— "  It  is  the  first  time  I  mer  saw 
her  thus,"  said  Valentine,  "and  this 
morning  she  frightened  me  so,  that  I 
thought  her  mad  :  and  my  fatlier,  who 
you  know  is  a  strong-tninch'd  man,  him- 
self appeared  deeply  impressed." 


"  We  will  go  and  see,"  said  the  doctor  ; 
"what  you  tell  me  seems  very  strange." 
The  notary  here  descended,  and  Valen- 
tine was  informed  her  grandmother  was 
alone.  "  Go  upstairs,"  she  said  to  the 
doctor. 

"And  you?"— "Oh,  I  dare  not— she 
forbade  my  sending  for  you ;  and,  as  you 
say,  I  am  myself  agitated,  feverish,  and 
unwell.  I  will  go  and  take  a  turn  in  the 
garden  to  recover  myself."  The  doctor 
pressed  Valentine's  hand,  and  while  he 
visited  her  grandmother,  she  descended 
the  steps.  We  need  not  sa^"^  which  por- 
tion of  the  garden  was  her  favorite  walk. 
After  remaining  for  a  short  time  in  the 
parterre  surrounding  the  house,  and 
gathering  a  rose  to  place  in  her  waist  or 
hair,  she  turned  into  the  dark  avenue 
which  led  to  the  bank  ;  then  from  the 
bank  she  went  to  the  gate.  As  usual, 
Valentine  strolled  for  a  short  time  among 
her  flowers  but  without  gathering  them. 
The  mourning  in  her  heart  forbade  her 
assuming  this  simple  ornament,  though 
she  had  not  yet  had  time  to  put  on 
the  outward  semblance  of  woe.  She 
then  turned  toward  the  avenue.  As 
she  advanced  she  fancied  she  heard  a 
voice  pronounce  her  name.  She  stopped 
astonished,  then  the  voice  reached  her  ear 
more  distinctly,  and  she  recognized  it  to 
be  that  of  Maximilian. 


CHAPTER  LXXIII. 

THE   PliOMISE. 

It  was,  indeed,  MaximiHan  Morrel,  who 
had  passed  a  wretched  existence  since  the 
previous  day.  With  that  instinct  peculiar 
to  lovers,  he  had  anticipated,  after  the 
return  of  Madame  de  Saint-Mcran  and  Ihe 
death  of  the  marquis,  that  something 
would  occur  at  M.  de  Villefort's  in  con- 
neclion  with  his  attachment  for  Valen- 
tine. His  piesentinients  were  realized, 
as  we  shiill  .see,  and  it  was  his  uneasj' 
forebodings  wliich  led  liim,  pale  and 
treml)hng,  to  the  gate  under  the  chest- 
nut-trees. Valentine  was  ignorant  of  the 
cause  of  this  sorrow  and  anxiety,  and  as 
it  was  not  his  accustomed  hour  for  visit- 
ing- her,  pure  chance,  or  rather  a  happy 
sympathy,  led  her  at  the  moment  to  that 
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spot.  Morrel  called  her,  and  she  ran  to 
the  g-ate.  "  You  here  at  this  hour  ?  " 
said  she.  "  Yes,  my  poor  girl,"  replied 
Morrel;  ''I  come  to  bring  and  to  hear 
bad  tiding-s  " 

"This  is,  indeed,  a  house  of  mourning  !  " 
said  Valentine  ;  "  speak,  Maximilian  ;  al- 
though the  cup  of  sorrow  seems  alread}' 
full."— ''Dear  Valentine,"  said  Morrel, 
endeavoring  to  conceal  his  own  emotion, 
"  listen,  I  entreat  you  ;  what  I  am  about 
to  saj'  is  solemn.  When  are  3'ou  to  be 
married  ?  ' ' 

''I  will  tell  you  all,"  said  Valentine; 
*'  from  you  I  have  nothing  to  conceal. 
This  morning  the  subject  was  introduced, 
and  mj  dear  grandmother,  on  whom  I 
depended  as  my  only  support,  not  only 
declared  herself  favorable  to  it,  but  is  so 
anxious  for  it,  that  the}^  onl}^  await  the 
arrival  of  M,  d'Epina3%  and  the  following 
day  the  contract  will  be  sig'ned."  A  deep 
sigh  escaped  the  young  man,  who  gazed 
long  and  mournfull3''  at  her  he  loved. 
"  Alas  !  "  replied  he,  "  it  is  dreadful  thus 
to  hear  ni}"  condemnation  from  3'our  own 
lips.  The  sentence  is  passed,  and,  in  a 
few  hours,  will  be  executed  ;  it  must  be 
so,  and  I  will  not  endeavor  to  prevent  it. 
But,  since  3'ou  say  nothing  remains  but 
for  M.  d'Epinaj^  to  arrive  that  the  con- 
tract ma3'  be  signed,  and  the  following 
da3'-  you  will  be  his,  to-morrow  you  will  be 
engaged  to  M.  d'Epina3%  ^^^  ^^  came  this 
morning  to  Paris." 

Valentine  uttered  a  Q,vy. 

"  I  was  at  the  house  of  Monte-Cristo  an 
hour  since,"  said  Morrel :  "  we  were  speak- 
ing, he  of  the  sorrow  your  family  had 
experienced,  and  I  of  your  grief,  when  a 
carriage  rolled  into  the  courtyard. 
Never,  till  then,  had  I  placed  any  con- 
fidence in  presentiments,  but  now  1  cannot 
help  believing  them,  Valentine.  At  the 
sound  of  that  carriage  I  shudilerod  :  soon 
I  heard  steps  on  the  staircase,  which  ter- 
rified me  as  much  as  tlie  footsteps  of  the 
commander  did  Don  Juan.  The  door  at 
last  opened  :  Albert  do  Morcerf  entered 
first ,  and  I  began  to  hope  ni3'  fears  were 
vain,  when  after  him,  another  young  man 
advanced,  and  the  count  exclaimed— 
'  Ah  !  M.  le  Baron  Franz  d'Epinay  !  '     I 


summoned  all  m3'  strength  and  courage 
to  m3'  support.  Perhaps  I  turned  pale 
and  trembled,  but  certainly  I  smiled  ;  and, 
five  minutes  after,  1  left,  without  having 
heard  one  word  that  had  passed." 

''Poor  Maximilian!"  murmured  Val- 
entine. 

"  Valentine,  the  time  has  arrived  when 
3^ou  must  answer  me.  And,  remember, 
my  life  depends  on  3'our  answer.  What 
do  3'ou  intend  doing?"  Valentine  held 
down  her  head  ;  she  was  overwhelmed. 

''Listen  !  "  said  Morrel;  "it  is  not  the 
first  time  3'ou  have  contemplated  our 
present  position,  which  is  a  serious  and 
urgent  one  ;  I  do  not  think  it  is  a  moment 
to  give  way  to  useless  sorrow  ;  leave  that 
for  those  who  like  to  suffer  at  their  leis- 
ure and  indulge  their  grief  in  secret. 
There  are  such  in  the  world,  and  God  will, 
doubtless,  reward  them  in  heaven  for  their 
resignation  on  earth  ;  but  those  who  mean 
to  contend  must  not  lose  one  precious  mo- 
ment, but  must  return,  immediateh',  the 
blow  which  fortune  strikes.  Do  3'ou  in- 
tend to  struggle  against  our  ill-fortune  ? 
Tell  me,  Valentine,  for  it  is  that  I  came 
to  know." 

Valentine  trembled,  and  looked  at  him 
with  amazement.  The  idea  of  resisting 
her  fathei",  her  grandmother,  and  all  the 
famil  V,  had  never  occurred  to  her.  ''What 
do  3'OU  sa3',  Maximilian  ?  "  asked  Valen- 
tine. "What  do  3'OU  term  a  struggle? 
Oh  !  it  would  be  a  sacrilege.  What  I  I 
resist  m3'  father's  order,  and  nn*  <l\"ing 
grandmother's  wisli  ?  Impossible  I  "  Mor- 
rel started.  "You  ai-e  too  noble  not  to 
understand  me,  and  3'ou  undei-stand  mo 
so  well  that  3'Ou  alread\'  3neld,  dear  ^laxi- 
milian.  No,  no  I  I  shall  need  all  my 
strength  to  struggle  with  m3'self  and 
support  m3-  grief  in  secret,  as  you  s;n*. 
But  to  grieve  my  father — to  disturb  m\- 
grandmother's  last  moments — never  I  " 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Morrel.  rahnly. 

"  In  what  a  tone  3'OU  speak  I  "  cried 
Valentine. — "  I  speak  as  one  who  ndmiros 
von.  mademoiselle." 

"  Mademoiselle  !  "  cried  Valentine  : 
"  mademoiselle  :  Oh,  selfish  man  !— he 
sees  me  in  despair,  and  pretends  he  can- 
not understand  me ! " 
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"  You  mistake — I  understand  you  per- 
fectly. You  will  not  oppose  M.  Villefort  ; 
you  will  not  displease  the  marchioness  ; 
and  to-morrow  you  will  sig-n  the  contract 
which  will  bind  3'ou  to  your  husband." 

"  But,  tell  me,  how  can  I  do  otherwise  ?" 
.  "  Do  not  appeal  to  me,  mademoiselle ; 
I  shall  be  a  bad  judg"e  in  such  a  case  ;  \ny 
selfishness  will  blind  me,"  replied  Morrel, 
whose  low  voice  and  clenched  hands 
announced  his  .^-rowing-  desperation. 

"  What  would  you  have  proposed,  Mor- 
rel, had  3'ou  found  me  willing  to  accede  ?" 

"It  is  not  for  me  to  say." 

"  You  are  wrong  ;  you  must  advise  me 
what  to  do." — "  Do  you  seriously  ask  my 
advice,  Valentine  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  dear  Maximilian,  for  if  it 
is  good,  I  will  follow  it ;  3'ou  know  my  de- 
votion to  you." — "  Valentine,"  said  Mor- 
rel, pushing  aside  a  plank  that  was  split, 
''give  me  your  hand,  in  token  of  forgive- 
ness of  my  anger  ;  my  senses  are  confused, 
and  during  the  last  hour  the  most  ex- 
travagant thoughts  have  passed  through 
my  brain.    Oh!  if  3^ou  refuse  my  advice — " 

'•What  do  you  advise?"  said  Valen- 
tine, raising  her  ej^es  to  heaven,  and  sigh- 
ing. "I  am  free,"  replied  Maximilian, 
"  and  rich  enough  to  support  you.  I  swear 
to  make  you  my  lawful  wife  before  my 
lips  even  shall  have  approached  your 
forehead . ' ' 

"You  make  me  tremble!"  said  tlie 
young  girl. 

"  Follow  me,"  said  Morrel ;  "  I  will  take 
you  to  my  sister,  who  is  worthy  also  to  l)e 
yours.  We  will  embark  for  Algiers,  for 
England,  for  America,  or,  if  you  j^refer  it, 
retii-(!  to  the  country',  and  only  i-etui-n  to 
Paris  when  our  friends  have  reconciled 
your  family."  Valentine  shook  her  head. 
"  I  feared  it,  Maximilian,"  said  she;  "it 
is  the  counsel  of  a  madman,  and  I  should 
be  more  mad  than  you  did  I  not  stop  you 
at  once  with  the  word  '  Impossible,  Mor- 
rel, impossible  ! '  " — "  You  will  th«'n  sub- 
mit to  what  fate  decrees  for  you  without 
even  attempting  to  contend  with  it  ?"  said 
Monel,  sorrowfully.  — "Yes — if  1  die  I  " 

"Well,  Valentine,"  resumed  Maxi- 
milian, "  I  again  i-epeat,  you  ai'(;  right. 
Truly,  it  is  I  who  am  mad  ;  and  you  prove 


to  me  that  passion  blinds  the  most  correct 
minds.  I  appreciate  your  calm  reasoning. 
It  is,  then,  understood,  to-morrow  you  will 
be  irrevocably  promised  to  M.  Franz 
d'Epinay,  not  only  by  that  theatrical  for- 
mality invented  to  heighten  the  effect  of  a 
comed}'  called  the  signature  of  the  con- 
tract, but  3^our  own  will  ?  " — "'Again  you 
drive  me  to  despair,  Maximilian,"  said 
Valentine,  "  again  j^ou  plunge  the  dagger 
into  the  wound  !  What  would  3'ou  do — 
tell  me,  if  your  sister  listened  to  such  a 
proposition  ?  " 

"Mademoiselle,"  replied  Morrel,  with  a 
bitter  smile,  "  I  am  selfish — you  have  al- 
readj'  said  so— and,  as  a  selfish  man,  I 
think  not  of  what  others  would  do  in  my 
situation,  but  of  what  I  intend  doing  my- 
self. I  think  only  that  I  have  known  you 
now  a  whole  year.  From  the  day  I  first 
saw  you,  all  n\v  hopes  of  happiness  have 
been  in  securing  your  affection.  One  day 
you  acknowledged  that  ^-ou  loved  me ;  and 
since  that  day  my  hope  of  future  happiness 
has  rested  on  obtaining  you  ;  for  to  gain 
you  would  be  life  to  me.  Now,  I  think  no 
more ;  I  say  onl.y  that  fortune  has  turned 
against  me — I  had  thought  to  gain  heaven, 
and  now  I  have  lost  it.  It  is  an  every-day 
occurrence  for  a  gambler  to  lose  not  only 
what  he  possesses,  but  also  what  he  has 
not."  Morrel  pronounced  these  words 
with  perfect  calmness;  Valentine  looked 
at  him  a  moment  with  her  large,  scrutin- 
izing eyes,  endeavonng  not  to  let  Morrel 
discover  the  grief  which  sti'uggled  in  her 
heart.  "  But  in  a  word,  what  are  you 
going  to  do  ?  "  asked  she. 

"  I  am  going  to  have  the  honor  of  tak- 
ing my  leave  of  you,  mademoiselle,  sol- 
enmly  assuring  you,  that  I  wish  your  life 
may  be  so  calm,  so  happy,  and  so  fully 
occupied,  that  there  may  be  no  place  for 
me  even  in  your  memory." 

"  Oh  !"  murmured  Valentine. 

"Adieu,  Valentine,  adieu  !  "  said  Iviv.'- 
rel,  bowing. 

"Whei-e  are  you  going?"  cried  the 
young  gill,  extending  her  hand  through 
the  oj)ening,  and  seizing  MaximiHan  by 
his  coat,  for  she  undcrslood  fi'om  lier  own 
agitated  fe«>lings  lliat  her  lover's  calm- 
ness could   not  be  real ;  "  where  are  vou 
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going- ?■' — '-I  am  going-,  that  I  may  not 
bring-  fresh  trouble  into  your  family  ;  and 
to  set  an  example  which  every  honest 
and  devoted  man,  situated  as  I  am,  may 
follow." 

'•'  Before  you  leave  me,  tell  me  what  you 
are  g-oing  to  do,  Maximilian . ' '  The  young- 
man  smiled  sorrowfully.  ''Speak!  speak!" 
said  Valentine;  "  I  entreat  you."— "Has 
your  resolution  changed,  Valentine?  " 

"  It  cannot  change,  unhappy  man  !  you 
know  it  must  not  !  "  cried  the  young  girl. 

"  Then  adieu,  Valentine  !  "  Valentine 
shook  the  gate  with  a  strength  of  which 
she  could  not  have  been  supposed  to  be 
possessed,  as  Morrel  was  going  away,  and 
passing  both  her  hands  through  the  open- 
ing, she  clasped  and  rung  them.  ''  I  must- 
know  what  you  mean  to  do !  "  said  she. 
"Where  are  you  going?" — "Oh!  fear 
not,"  said  Maximilian,  stopping  at  a  short 
distance,  "I  do  not  intend  to  render  an- 
other man  responsible  for  the  rigorous 
fate  reserved  for  me.  Another  might 
threaten  to  seelc  M.  Franz,  to  provoke 
him,  and  to  fight  with  him  ;  all  that  would 
be  folly.  What  has  M.  Franz  to  do  with 
it  ?  He  saw  me  this  morning  for  the  first 
time,  and  has  already-  forgotten  he  has 
seen  me.  He  did  not  even  know  I  existed 
when  it  was  arranged  by  your  two  fami- 
lies that  3'ou  should  be  united.  I  have  no 
enmit}^  against  M.  Franz,  and  promise  yon 
the  punishment  shall  not  fall  on  him." 

"On  whom,  then? — on  me?" — "On 
you,  Valentine  !  Oh,  heaven  forbid  !  Wo- 
man is  sacred,  the  Avoman  one  loves  is 
holy." 

"On  yourself,  then,  unhappy  man;  on 
yourself?" — "I  am  the  only  guilty  per- 
son, am  I  not  ?  "  said  Maximilian. 

"  Maximilian  !  "  said  Valentine,  "  Maxi- 
milian, return,  I  entreat  you  !  "  He  drew 
near,  with  his  sweet  smile,  anil,  but  for 
his  paleness,  one  might  have  thought  him 
in  his  usual  happy  frame.  "Listen,  my 
dear,  \ny  adored  Valentine,"  said  he  in 
his  melodious  and  grave  tone;  "those 
who,  like  us,  have  never  had  a  thouglit 
for  which  we  need  blush  before  the  world, 
such  may  read  each  other's  heart.  I  never 
was  romantic,  and  am  no  melancholy  hero. 
1  imitate  neither  Manfred  nor  Anthonv  ; 


but  without  words,  without  protestations 
and  without  vov.'s,  my  life  has  entwined 
itself  with  3'ours ;  you  leave  me,  and  you 
are  right  in  doing  so — I  repeat  it,  you  are 
right ;  but  in  losing  you,  I  lose  m\'  life. 
The  moment  you  leave  me,  Valentine,  I 
am  alone  in  the  world.  M3'  sister  is  hap- 
pih-  married ;  her  husband  is  only  my 
brother-in-law,  that  is,  a  man  whom  the 
ties  of  social  life  alone  attach  to  me ;  no 
one  then  longer  needs  my  useless  life. 
This  is  what  I  shall  do ;  I  will  wait  until 
the  \eY\  moment  you  are  married,  for  I 
will  not  lose  the  shadow  of  one  of  those 
unexpected  chances  which  are  sometimes 
reserved  for  us,  for,  after  all,  M.  Franx 
may  die  before  that  time;  a  thunderbolt 
may  fall  even  on  the  altar  as  3'^ou  approach 
it ;  nothing  appears  impossible  to  one  con- 
demned to  die,  and  miracles  appear  quite 
reasonable  when  his  escape  from  death  is 
concerned.  I  will,  then,  wait  until  the 
last  moment,  and  when  my  miserj-  is  /cer- 
tain, irremediable,  hopeless,  I  will  write  a 
confidential  letter  to  my  brother-in-law, 
another  to  the  prefect  of  police,  to  ac- 
quaint them  with  my  intention,  and  at  the 
corner  of  some  wood,  on  the  brink  of  some 
abyss,  on  the  bank  of  some  river,  I  will 
put  an  end  to  m^'^  existence,  as  certainh' 
as  I  am  the  son  of  the  most  honest  man 
who  ever  lived  in  France." 

A'^alentine  trembled  convulsively ;  she 
loosed  her  hold  of  the  gate,  her  arms  fell 
hx  her  side,  and  two  large  tears  rolled 
down  her  cheeks.  The  3'oung  man  stood 
before  her,  sorrowful  and  resolute.  "  Oh  ! 
for  pity's  sake,"  said  she,  "you  will  live, 
will  you  not?" — "No!  on  my  honor," 
said  Maximilian;  "but  that  will  not  af- 
fect you.  You  have  done  your  duty,  and 
your  conscience  will  be  at  rest."  Valen- 
tine fell  on  her  knees,  and  pi'essed  her  al- 
most bursting  heart.  "Maximilian!" 
said  she,  "Maximilian,  my  friend,  my 
brother  on  earth,  my  true  husband  in 
heaven.  I  entreat  you,  do  as  I  do.  live  in 
sulTering ;  perhaps  we  may  one  (\:\y  l>c 
united." 

"Allien,  Valentino,"  repeated    Monvl. 

"  My  God,"  said  Valentine,  raising  both 
her  hands  to  heaven  with  a  sublime  ex- 
pression,   "I   have   done   my   utmost   to 
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remain  a  submissive  daughter  ;  I  have 
beg-g-ed,  entreated,  implored ;  he  has  re- 
garded neither  my  prayers,  my  entreaties, 
nor  m}^  tears.  It  is  done,'*  cried  she,  wip- 
ing awa}'  her  tears,  and  resuming  her 
firmness,  "  I  am  resolved  not  to  die  of  re- 
morse, but  rather  of  shame.  Live,  Maxi- 
milian, and  I  \\\\\  be  j-ours.  Sa}^  when 
shall  it  be?  Speak,  command,  I  will 
obey."  Morrel,  who  had  already  gone 
some  few  steps  away,  again  returned, 
and,  pale  with  joy,  extended  both  hands 
toward  Valentine,  through  the  opening. 
"Valentine,"  said  he,  "dear  Valentine, 
you  must  not  speak  thus — rather  let  me 
die.  Why  should  I  obtain  you  b}''  vio- 
lence, if  our  love  is  mutual?  Is  it  from 
mere  humanity  3'ou  bid  me  live  ?  I  would 
then  rather  die." — "  Trul}^"  murmured 
Valentine,  "who  on  this  earth  cares  for 
me,  if  he  does  not?  Who  has  consoled 
me  in  my  sorrow  but  he  ?  On  whom  do 
my  hopes  rest  ?  On  whom  does  m^-  bleed- 
ing heart  repose?  On  him,  on  him,  al- 
ways on  him  !  Yes,  ^'■ou  are  right ;  Maxi- 
milian, I  will  follow  you.  I  will  leave  the 
paternal  home,  I  will  give  up  all.  Oh  ! 
ungrateful  girl  that  I  am,"  cried  Valen- 
tine, sobbing,  *'  I  will  give  up  all,  even  my 
dear  old  grandfather,  whom  I  had  nearly 
forgotten." 

*•'  No,"  said  Maximilian,  "you  shall  not 
leave  him.  M.  Noirtier  has  evinced,  you 
say,  a  kind  feeling  toward  me.  Well! 
before  j'ou  leave,  tell  him  all ;  his  consent 
would  be  your  justification  in  God's  sight. 
As  soon  as  we  are  married,  he  shall  come 
and  live  with  us ;  instead  of  one  child  he 
.shall  have  two.  You  have  told  me  how 
3'ou  talk  to  him,  and  how  he  answers  3'ou  ; 
I  shall  very  soon  learn  that  language  by 
signs,  Valentino  ;  and  I  promise  3'ou  sol- 
emnly', that  instead  of  despair,  it  is  hap- 
piness that  awaits  us." — "  Oh  !  see,  Maxi- 
milian, see  the  power  you  have  over  me, 
you  almost  make  me  believe  you  ;  and 
yet,  what  you  tell  me  is  madness,  for  my 
father  will  oirae  me — he  is  inflexible — he 
will  never  pardon  me.  Now  listen  to  me, 
Maximilian  ;  if  by  artifice,  by  entreaty,  by 
accident — in  short,  if  by  any  means  I  can 
delay  this  marriage,  will  3'ou  wait?  " 

"  Yes,  I  promise  you,  as  faithfully  as 


you  have  promised  me,  that  this  horrible 
marriage  shall  not  take  place,  and  that  if 
you  are  dragged  before  a  magistrate  or  a 
priest,  you  will  refuse." — "I  promise  3'ou 
b}'  all  that  is  most  sacred  to  me  in  the 
world,  namely,  by  mj^  mother." 

"We  will  wait,  then,"  said  Morrel. 

"Yes,  we  will  wait,"  replied  Valentine, 
who  revived  at  these  words  ;  "  there  are 
so  man}'^  things  which  may  save  unhappy 
beings  such  as  we  are." — "  I  rel\'  on  you, 
Valentine,"  said  Morrel;  "  all  you  do  will 
be  well  done  :  ox\\y  if  they  disregard  j'our 
prayers,  if  your  father  and  Madame  de 
Saint-Meran  insist  that  M.  de  Epinay 
should  be  called  to-morrow,  to  sign  the 
contract — " 

"Then  you  have  my  promise,  Morrel." 

"  Instead  of  signing — " 

"  I  will  rejoin  you,  and  we  will  fly  ;  but 
from  this  moment  until  then,  let  us  not 
tempt  Providence,  Morrel ;  let  us  not  see 
each  other ;  it  is  a  miracle,  it  is  a  provi- 
dence that  we  have  not  been  discovered ; 
if  we  were  surprised,  if  it  were  known  that 
we  met  thus,  Ave  should  have  no  further 
resource." — "You  are  right,  Valentine  ; 
but  how  shall  I  ascertain  ?  " 

"  From  the  notary,  M.  Deschamps." 

"I  know  him." 

"  And  for  m3'self — I  will  write  to  you, 
depend  on  me.  I  dread  this  marriage, 
Maximilian,  as  much  as  you." — "Thank 
3'ou,  my  adored  Valentine,  thank  you  ; 
that  is  enough.  When  once  I  know  the 
hour,  I  will  hasten  to  this  spot,  you  can 
easil}'  get  over  this  fence  with  m3'  assist- 
ance, a  carriage  will  await  us  at  the  gate, 
in  which  you  will  accoinpanj'-  me  to  my 
sister's  ;  there  living,  retired  or  mingling 
in  societ3%  as  .you  wish,  we  shall  be  en- 
abled to  use  our  power  to  resist  oppres- 
sion ;  and  not  sutler  ourselves  to  be  put 
to  death  like  sheep,  which  only  defend 
themselves  by  sighs." 

"Yes,"  .said  Valentine,  "I  will  now 
acknowledge  you  are  right,  Maximilian  ; 
and  now  are  you  satisfied  with  A'our  be- 
trothal ?  "  said  the  young  girl,  sorrow- 
fully.—  "^[y  adored  Valentine,  words 
cannot  ('xpress  one  half  of  my  satisfac- 
tion." Valentine  had  approached,  or 
rather,  had   placed  her  lips    so  near  the 
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fence,  that  they  nearl}^  touched  those  of 
Morre],  which  were  pressed  against  the 
other  side  of  the  cold  and  inexorable  bar- 
rier. "  Adieu,  then,  till  we  meet  again," 
said  Valentine,  tearing  herself  awa3^ 
"  I  shall  hear  from  3-ou  ?  "— "  Yes." 
''Thanks,  thanks,  dear  love,  adieu!" 
The  sound  of  a  kiss  w^as  heard,  and  Va- 
lentine fled  through  the  avenue.  Morrel 
listened  to  catch  the  last  sound  of  her 
dress  brushing  the  branches,  and  of  her 
footstep  on  the  path,  then  raised  his  eyes 
with  an  inelTable  smile  of  thankfulness  to 
Heaven  for  being  permitted  to  be  thus 
loved,  and  then  also  disappeared.  The 
young  man  returned  home  and  w^aited  all 
the  evening"  and  all  the  next  day  without 
hearing  anything.  It  was  only  on  the 
following  da}^  at  about  ten  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  as  he  ^vas  starting  to  call  on  M. 
Deschamps,  the  notary,  that  he  received 
from  the  postman  a  small  billet,  w^hich  he 
knew  to  be  from  Valentine,  although  he 
had  not  before  seen  her  writing.  It  was 
to  this  effect : 

"  Tears,  entreaties,  prayers,  have 
availed  me  nothing.  Yesterday,  for  two 
hours,  I  was  at  the  church  of  Saint  Phil- 
lippe  du  Roule,  and  for  two  hours  I 
prayed  most  ferventl3^  Heaven  is  as  in- 
flexible as  man,  and  the  signature  of  the 
contract  is  fixed  for  this  evening  at  nine 
o'clock.  I  have  but  one  promise  and  but 
one  heart  to  give  ;  that  promise  is  pledged 
to  you,  that  heart  is  also  yours.  This 
evening,  then,  at  a  quarter  past  nine,  at 
the  gate. 

"  Your  betrothed, 

"  Valentine  de  Villefort." 

''P.  S.— My  poor  grandmother  gets 
worse  and  worse  ;  yesterday  her  fever 
amounted  to  delirium;  to-da}'  her  deli- 
rium is  almost  madness.  You  will  be 
very  kind  to  me,  will  you  not,  Morrel,  to 
make  me  forget  my  sorrow  in  leaving  her 
thus?  I  think  it  is  kept  a  secret  from 
grandpapa  Noirtier,  that  the  contract  is 
to  be  signed  this  evening." 

Morrel  wont  also  to  the  notary,  who 
confirmed  his  account  of  the  proposed 
signature.  Then  lie  went  to  call  on 
Monte-Cristo,     and      heard     still     more. 


Franz  had  been  to  announce  the  solem- 
nity, and  Madame  de  Villefort  had  also 
written  to  beg  the  count  to  excuse  her 
not  inviting  him;  the  death  of  M.  de 
Saint-Meran,  and  the  dangerous  illness 
of  his  widow,  would  cast  a  gloom  over 
the  meeting  which  she  would  regret  the 
count  should  share,  whom  she  wished 
might  enjoy  every  happiness.  The  day 
before,  Franz  had  been  presented  to 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran,  who  had  left 
her  bed  to  receive  him,  but  had  been 
obliged  to  return  to  it  immediately  after. 
It  is  eas3'  to  suppose  that  Morrel's  agi- 
tation would  not  escape  the  count's  pene- 
trating eye.  Monte-Cristo  was  more  af- 
fectionate than  ever — indeed,  his  manner 
was  so  kind,  that  several  times  Morrel 
w'as  on  the  point  of  telling  liim  all.  But 
he  recalled  the  promise  he  had  made  to 
Valentine,  and  kept  his  secret.  The 
young  man  read  Valentine's  letter 
twenty  times  in  the  course  of  the  day. 
It  was  her  first,  and  on  what  an  oc- 
casion !  Each  time  he  read  it  he  re- 
newed his  vow  to  make  her  happy. 
How  great  is  the  authority  of  one  who 
has  made  so  courageous  a  resolution ! 
What  devotion  does  she  deserve  from 
him  for  whom  she  has  sacrificed  every- 
thing !  How  ought  she  really  to  be 
supremely  loved  ?  She  becomes  at 
once  a  queen  and  a  wife,  and  it  is 
impossible  to  thank  and  love  her  stif- 
ficientl3\  Morrel  longed  intensely  for 
the  moment  when  he  should  hear  Val- 
entine say,  "Here  I  am,  Maximilian; 
come  and  help  me."  He  had  arranged 
everA'thing  for  her  escape  :  two  ladders 
were  hidden  in  the  clover  lield  :  a  cabri- 
olet was  ordered  for  Maximilian  alone. 
without  a  servant,  without  lights :  at 
the  turning  of  the  first  street  they 
would  light  the  lamps,  as  it  would  be 
foolish  to  attract  the  notice  of  the 
police  by  too  many  precautions.  (V- 
casionally  he  shuddered  :  he  thought 
of  the  moment  when,  from  the  top  of 
that  wall,  he  should  protect  the  de- 
scent of  his  dear  Valentine,  pressing  in 
his  arms  for  the  first  time  hei-  of  whora 
he  had  yet  only  kissed  the  delicate  hand. 
When  the  afternoon  arrived,  and  he  felt 
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the  hour  was  drawing-  near,  he  wished  for 
solitude,  his  ag-itation  was  extreme ;  a 
simple  question  from  a  friend  would  have 
irritated  him.  He  shut  himself  in  his 
room,  and  tried  to  read ;  but  his  eye 
glanced  over  the  pag-e  without  understand- 
ing- a  word,  and  he  threw  away  the  book, 
and  for  the  second  time  sat  down  to  sketch 
his  plan,  the  ladders,  and  the  fence.  At 
leng-th  the  hour  drew  near.  Never  did  a 
man  deeply  in  love  allow^  the  clocks  to  g-o 
on  peacefully.  Morrel  tormented  his  so 
effectually  that  they  struck  eig-ht  at  half- 
past  six.  He  then  said,  "  It  is  time  to 
start :  the  sig-nature  was  indeed  fixed  to 
take  place  at  nine  o'clock,  but  perhaps 
Valentine  will  not  wait  for  that."  Conse- 
quently, Morrel,  having-  left  the  Rue  Mes- 
lay  at  half-past  eight  by  his  timepiece, 
entered  the  clover-field  while  the  clock  of 
Saint  PhilHppe  du  Roule  was  striking- 
eight.  The  horse  and  cabriolet  were  con- 
cealed behind  a  small  ruin,  where  Morrel 
had  often  waited.  The  night  g-radualh' 
drew  on,  and  the  foliage  in  the  g-arden 
assumed  a  deeper  hue.  Then  Morrel  came 
out  from  his  hiding-place  with  a  beating- 
heart,  and  looked  throug-li  the  small  open- 
ing in  the  paling  ;  there  was  3'^et  no  one  to 
be  seen.  The  clock  struck  half-past  eight, 
and  still  another  half  hour  was  passed  in 
waiting,  while  Morrel  looked  to  and  fro, 
and  gazed  more  and  more  frequently' 
through  the  opening.  The  garden  became 
darker  still,  but  in  the  darkness  he  looked 
in  vain  for  the  white  dress ;  and  in  the 
silence  he  vainly  listened  for  the  sound  of 
footsteps.  The  house,  whi(-h  was  discern- 
ible through  the  trees,  renuiined  in  dark- 
ness, and  gave  no  indication  that  so 
impoi-tant  an  event  as  the  signature  of  a 
marriag<!  contract  was  going  on.  Morrel 
looked  :il  his  watch,  which  wanted  a 
quarter  to  ten  :  but  soon  the  same  clock 
he  had  already  heard  strike  two  or  three 
times  rectified  the  error  by  striking  half- 
past  nine.  This  was  already  half  an  hour 
past  the  time  Valentine  had  fixed.  It  was 
a  terrible  monnMit  for  tin*  young  man. 
The  slightest  rustling  of  the  foliage,  the 
least  whistling  of  the  wind,  attracted  his 
attention,  and  drew  the  i)ers|)ii-:»1ion  on 
his  brow;  then  he  t i-eniblingly  fixed  his 


ladder,  and,  not  to  lose  a  moment,  placed 
his  foot  on  the  first  step.  Amid  all 
these  alternations  of  hope  and  fear,  the 
clock  struck  ten.  "  It  is  impossible,"  said 
Maximilian,  ''that  the  signing  of  a  con- 
tract should  0CCUP3'-  so  long  a  time  without 
unexpected  interruptions.  I  have  weighed 
all  the  chances,  calculated  the  time  re- 
quired for  all  the  forms  :  something  must 
have  happened."  And  then  he  walked 
rapidly  to  and  fro,  and  pressed  his  burn- 
ing forehead  against  the  fence.  Had  Val- 
entine fainted  ?  or  had  she  been  discovered 
and  stopped  in  her  flight?  These  were 
the  only  preventives  which  appeared  pos- 
sible to  the  3'oung  man. 

The  idea  that  her  strength  had  failed 
her  in  attempting  to  escape,  and  that  she 
had  fainted  in  one  of  the  paths,  was  the 
obstacle  most  impressed  upon  his  mind. 
•'In  that  case,"  said  he,  ''I  should  lose 
her,  and  by  my  own  fault."  He  dwelt  on 
this  thought  one  moment,  then  it  ap- 
peared reality.  He  even  thought  he  could 
perceive  something  on  the  ground  at  a 
distance ;  he  ventured  to  call,  and  it 
seemed  to  him  that  the  wind  wafted  back 
an  almost  inarticulate  sigh.  At  last  the 
half-hour  struck.  It  was  impossible  to 
wait  longer,  his  temples  throbbed  vio- 
lently, his  e^'es  were  growing  dim ;  he 
passed  one  leg  over  the  wall,  and  in  a 
moment  leaped  down  on  the  other  side. 
He  was  on  Villefort's  premises — had  ar- 
rived there  b^'^  scaling  the  wall.  What 
might  be  the  consequences  ?  However,  he 
had  not  ventured  thus  far  to  draw  back. 
H<'  followed  a  short  distance  close  undei- 
the  wall,  then  crossed  a  path,  and  entered 
a  clump  of  trees.  In  a  moment  he  had 
passed  through  them,  and  could  see  the 
house  distinctly.  Then  Morrel  was  con- 
vinced of  one  thing :  instead  of  lights  at 
evei-y  winilow,  as  is  customary  on  days  of 
ceremony,  he  saw  only  a  gray  mass,  which 
was  veiled  also  by  a  cloud,  which  at  that 
moment  obscured  the  moon's  feeble  light. 
A  light  moved  rapidly  from  time  to  time 
past  three  windows  of  the  llrst,  floor.  These 
three  windows  were  in  Madame  de  Saint- 
Meran's  room.  Another  remained  motion- 
less b(>hind  some  red  curtains  which  were 
in  Madame  de  Villefort's  bedroom.     Mor- 
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rel  gaessed  all  this.  So  many  times,  in 
order  to  follow  Valentine  in  thou.^-ht  at 
every  hour  in  the  day,  had  he  made  her  de- 
scribe all  the  house,  that,  without  having- 
seen  it,  he  knew  it  all.  This  darkness  and 
silence  alarmed  Morrel  still  more  than 
Valentine's  absence  had  done.  Almost 
mad  with  grief,  and  determined  to  venture 
everything-  in  order  to  see  Valentine  once 
more,  and  be  certain  of  the  misfortune  he 
feared,  Morrel  g-ained  the  edge  of  the 
clump  of  trees,  and  was  going  to  pass  as 
quickly  as  possible  through  the  flower- 
garden,  when  the  sound  of  a  voice,  still  at 
some  distance,  but  which  was  borne  upon 
the  wind,  reached  him.  At  this  sound,  as 
he  was  alread.y  partially  exposed  to  view, 
he  stepped  back  and  concealed  himself 
completely,  remaining  perfectly  motion- 
less. He  had  formed  his  resolution  :  if  It 
was  Valentine  alone,  he  would  speak  as 
she  passed  ;  if  she  was  accompanied,  and 
he  could  not  speak,  still  he  should  see  her, 
and  know  that  she  was  safe  ;  if  thej'  were 
strangers,  he  would  listen  to  their  conver- 
sation, and  might  understand  something 
of  this  hitherto  incomprehensible  m^'stery. 
The  moon  had  just  then  escaped  from  be- 
liind  the  cloud  which  had  concealed  it,  and 
Morrel  saw  Villefort  come  out  upon  the 
steps,  followed  hy  a  gentleman  in  black. 
They  descended,  and  advanced  toward 
the  clump  of  trees,  and  Morrel  soon  rec- 
ognized the  other  gentleman  as  Doctor 
d'Avrign3\ 

The  young  man,  seeing  them  approach, 
drew  back  mechanically,  until  he  found 
himself  stopped  by  a  sycamore-tree  in  the 
center  of  the  clump  ;  there  he  was  com- 
pelled to  remain.  Soon  the  two  gentle- 
men stopped  also. 

'"Ah,  my  dear  doctor,"  said  the  pro- 
cureur,  ''Heaven  declares  itself,  against 
my  house!  What  a  dreadful  death— what 
a  blow  !  Seek  not  to  console  me  ;  alas  ! 
nothing  can  alleviate  so  great  a  sorrow — 
the  wound  is  too  deep  and  too  fresh  !  She 
is  dead  !  she  is  dead  !  "  A  cold  damp- 
ness covered  the  young  man's  brow,  and 
his  teeth  chattered.  Who  could  bo  iload 
in  that  house,  which  Villefort  himself  had 
called  accursed  ? 

••My  dear  M.  de  Villefort,"  replied  the 


doctor,  with  a  tone  which  redoubled  the 
terror  of  the  young  man,  "  I  have  not  led 
you  here  to  console  j'ou ;  on  the  con- 
trary— " 

'•  What  can  3'ou  mean  ?  "  asked  the  pro- 
cureur,  alarmed. 

'•  I  mean  that,  behind  the  misfortune 
which  has  just  happened  to  3'ou,  there 
is  another,  perhaps,  still  greater." 

'•Can  it  be  possible  ?  "'  murmured  Vil- 
lefort, clasping  his  hands.  "  Wliat  are 
you  going  to  tell  me?" 

"  Are  we  quite  alone,  my  friend  ?  " 

"Yes,  quite;  but  why  all  these  pre- 
cautions? " — "Because  I  have  a  terrible 
secret  to  communicate  to  you,"  said  the 
doctor.     "Let  us  sit  down." 

Villefort  fell,  rather  than  seated  him- 
self. The  doctor  stood  before  him,  with 
one  hand  placed  on  his  shoulder.  Morrel, 
horritied,  supported  his  head  with  one 
hand,  and  with  the  other  pressed  his  heart, 
lest  its  beatings  should  be  heard .  "  Dead! 
dead!"  repeated  he  within  himself ;  and 
he  felt  as  if  he  were  also  dying. 

"Speak,  doctor — I  am  listening-,"  said 
Villefort;  "strike — I  am  prepared  for 
ever3''thing  !" — "  Madame  de  Saint-Meran 
was,  doubtless,  advancing  in  years,  but  she 
enjoyed  excellent  health."  Morrel  began 
again  to  breathe  freeh%  which  he  had  not 
done  the  last  ten  minutes. 

"Grief  has  consumed  her."  said  Ville- 
fort— "yes,  grief,  doctor!  After  living 
forty  years  with  the  marquis—" 

"It  is  not  grief,  my  dear  Villefoi-t." 
said  the  doctor  ;  "  grief  may  kill,  although 
it  rarely  does,  and  never  in  a  day,  never 
in  an  hour,  never  in  ten  minutes."  Ville- 
fort answered  nothing;  he  simply  raised 
his  head,  which  had  been  cast  down  be- 
fore, and  looked  at  the  doctoi'  with  amaze- 
ment. 

"  Were  you  present  during  the  last 
struggle?"  asked  ]\[.  d'Avi-jgny. 

"I  was,"  replied  the  procureur :  ''you 
begged  me  not  to  leave." 

"Did  you  notice  the  symptoms  of  the 
disease  to  which  Madame  de  Saint-Meran 
has  fallen  a  victim  ?  " 

••I  did.  Madame  de  Saint-Meran  had 
three  successive  attacks,  at  intei-vals  of 
some  minutes,  each  one  more  serious  ilim 
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the  former.  When  3'ou  arrived,  Madame 
de  Saint-Meran  had  alread}'  been  panting- 
for  breath  some  minutes  ;  she  then  had  a 
fit,  which  I  took  to  be  simply  a  nervous 
attack,  and  it  was  onl^^  when  I  saw  her 
raise  herself  in  the  bed,  and  her  limbs  and 
neck  appear  stiffened,  that  I  became  really 
alarmed.  Then  I  understood  from  your 
countenance  there  was  more  to  fear  than 
I  had  thought.  This  crisis  past,  I  en- 
deavored to  catch  your  eye,  but  could  not. 
You  held  her  hand — you  were  feeling  her 
pulse — and  the  second  fit  came  on  before 
you  had  turned  toward  me.  This  was 
more  terrible  than  the  first ;  the  same 
nervous  movements  were  repeated,  and 
the  mouth  contracted  and  turned  purple." 

"  And  at  the  third  she  expired." 

''At  the  end  of  the  first  attack  I  dis- 
covered sj'mptoms  of  tetanus;  3'Ou  con- 
firmed my  opinion." 

"  Yes,  before  others,"  replied  the  doc- 
tor ;  "  but  now  we  are  alone — " 

"What  are  you  going-  to  say?  Oh, 
spare  me!"  —  "That  the  symptoms  of 
tetanus  and  poisoning  b\^  vegetable  sub- 
stances are  the  same." 

M.  de  Villefort  started  from  his  seat, 
then  in  a  moment  fell  down  again,  silent 
and  motionless.  Morrel  knew  not  if  he 
were  dreaming  or  awake. 

"Listen,"  said  the  doctor;  "I  know 
the  full  importance  of  the  statement  I 
have  just  made,  and  the  disposition  of  the 
man  to  whom  I  have  made  it." 

"  Do  you  speak  to  me  as  a  magisti-ate, 
or  as  a  friend  ?  "  asked  Villefort. 

"As  a  friend,  and  only  as  a  friend, 
at  this  moment.  The  similarity  in  the 
symptoms  of  tetanus  and  poisoning  by 
vegetable  substances  is  so  great,  that 
were  I  obliged  to  affirm  by  oath  what  I 
have  now  stated,  I  shoidd  hesitat.e ;  I 
therefore  repeat  to  you,  I  speak  not  to  a 
macristi'ate,  but  to  a  friend.  And  to  that 
friend,  I  sa^',  '  During  the  thn!e-quart(!rs 
of  an  hour  that  the  struggle  conlinued,  I 
watched  the  convulsions  and  the  death  of 
Madame  de  Saint-M(M*an,  and  am  thor- 
oughly convincod  that  not  only  did  her 
death  proceed  from  poison,  but  I  could 
also  specify  the  poison.'  " 

"Indeed,  sir!— indeed  !" 


"The  S3'mptoms  are  marked,  do  you 
see? — sleep  disturbed  by  nervous  fits,  ex- 
citement of  the  brain,  torpor  of  the  sys- 
tem. Madam  de  Saint-Meran  has  sunk 
under  a  violent  dose  of  brucine  or  of  strych- 
nine, which  b}^  some  mistake,  perhaps, 
has  been  given  to  her." 

Villefort  seized  the  doctor's  hand. 

"Oh,  it  is  impossible!"'  said  he;  "  I 
must  be  dreaming  !  It  is  frightful  to  hear 
such  things  from  such  a  man  as  you  ! 
Tell  me,  I  entreat  j'ou,  mj'  dear  doctor, 
that  j-^ou  va^y  be  deceived." 

"  Doubtless  I  ma\',  but — " 

"  But  ?  "— "  But  I  do  not  think  so." 

"  Have  pit^'^  on  me,  doctor  !  So  raanj'^ 
dreadful  things  have  happened  to  me 
lately  that  I  am  on  the  verge  of  madness." 

"  Has  an\'  one  besides  me  seen  Madame 
de  Saint-Meran  ?  "— "  No." 

"  Has  anything  been  sent  from  a  chem- 
ist's that  I  have  not  examined  ?  " 

"Nothing." 

"  Had  Madame  de  Saint-Meran  an 3'  ene- 
mies ?  " — "  Not  to  m3'  knowledge." 

"  Would  her  death  affect  any  one's  in- 
terest ?  "  —  "  It  could  not  indeed  ;  my 
daughter  is  her  only  heiress — Valentine 
alone.  Oh,  if  such  a  thought  could  pre- 
sent itself,  I  would  stab  m3'self  to  punish 
mv  heart  for  having  for  one  instant  har- 
bored it." 

"Indeed,  my  dear  friend,"  said  M. 
d'Avrign3',  "  I  would  not  accuse  any  one  ; 
I  speak  onl3'  of  an  accident,  3'ou  under- 
stand ;  of  a  mistake  :  but  whether  acci- 
dent or  mistake,  the  fact  is  there;  it 
speaks  to  m3'  conscience,  and  compels  me 
to  speak  aloud  to  vou.     Make  inquiiy." 

"  Of  whom  ?— how  ?— of  what  ?  " 

"  May  not  Barrois,  the  old  servant,  have 
made  a  mistake,  and  have  given  Madame 
de  Saint-Meran  a  dose  prepared  foi"  liis 
master  ?  "— "  For  my  father  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"But  liow  could  a  dose  prepared  for  M. 
Noirtier  poison  Madame  de  Saint-Meran  ?" 

"Xothiiig  is  more  simple.  You  know 
poisons  become  remedies  in  certain  dis- 
eases, of  which  par.alvsis  is  one.  For  in- 
stance, having  tried  evcr.v  oMkm' remedj' 
to  restore  movement  and  speech  to  M. 
Noirtier,  I  i-esolved  to  try  one  last  means, 
and  for  three  !nonths  I  have  been  givinir 
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him  brucine ;  so  that  in  the  last  dose  I 
ordered  for  him  there  were  six  grains. 
This  quantity,  which  it  is  perfectly  safe  to 
administer  to  the  paralj'zed  frame  of  M. 
Noirtier,  which  has  become  g-radually  ac- 
customed to  it,  would  be  sufficient  to  kill 
another  person." 

"My  dear  doctor,  there  is  no  communi- 
cation between  M.  Noirtier's  apartment 
and  that  of  Madame  de  Saint-Meran,  and 
Barrels  never  entered  my  mother-in-law's 
room.  In  short,  doctor,  although  I  know 
3'ou  to  be  the  most  conscientious  man  in 
the  world,  and  although  I  place  the  ut- 
most reliance  in  you,  I  want,  notwithstand- 
ing m}'  conviction,  to  believe  this  axiom, 
errare  humanum  est.'' — "Is  there  one  of 
my,  brethren  in  whom  3'ou  have  equal  con- 
fidence with  mj'Self." 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me  that  ? — what  do 
you  wish  ?  " 

"  Send  for  him ;  I  will  tell  him  what  I 
have  seen,  and  we  will  consult  together, 
and  examine  the  bod3\" 

"  And  you  will  find  traces  of  poison  ?  " 

"  No,  I  did  not  say  of  poison,  but  we  can 
prove  what  was  the  state  of  the  body  : 
we  shall  discover  the  cause  of  her  sudden 
death,  and  we  shall  say,  '  Dear  Villefort, 
if  this  thing  has  been  caused  by  negli- 
gence, watch  over  3'our  servants  ;  if  from 
hatred,  watch  your  enemies.'  " 

"  What  do  .you  propose  to  me,  D'Av- 
rigny  ? "  said  Villefort  in  despair;  '*so 
soon  as  another  is  admitted  into  our 
secret,  an  inquest  will  become  necessarj^ ; 
and  an  inquest  in  my  house — impossible  ! 
Still,"  continued  the  procureur,  looking 
at  the  doctor  with  uneasiness,  "  if  .you 
demand  it,  it  shall  be  done.  But,  doctor, 
.you  see  me  already  so  grieved — how  can  I 
introduce  into  m.y  house  so  much  scandal, 
after  so  much  sorrow  ?  My  wife  and  ni}- 
daughter  would  die  of  it !  And  I,  doctor — 
.vou  know  a  man  does  not  arrive  at  the 
post  I  occupy — one  has  not  been  pro- 
cureur du  roi  tweutv-five  .years  without 
having  amassed  a  tolerable  number  of 
enemies  ;  mine  are  numerous.  Let  this 
all'air  be  talked  of,  it  will  bo  a  triumph  for 
them,  which  will  make  them  rejoice,  and 
cover  me  with  shame.  Pardon  me,  doc- 
tor,   these    worldly    ideas;    were  j'^ou   a 


priest  I  should  not  dare  tell  j'ou  that ; 
but  you  are  a  man,  and  3*0 u  know  man- 
kind. Doctor,  pray  recall  3'our  words ; 
you  have  said  nothing,  have  you  ?  " 

"My  dear  M.  de  Villefort,"  replied  the 
doctor,  "  ni3^  first  dut3-  is  humanit3'.  I 
would  have  saved  Madame  de  Saint-Me- 
ran, if  science  could  have  done  it ;  but  she 
is  dead,  m3'^  dut3'  regards  the  living.  Let 
us  bury  this  terrible  secret  in  the  deep- 
est recesses  of  our  hearts ;  I  am  willing, 
if  an3^  one  should  suspect  this,  that  my 
silence  on  this  subject  should  be  imputed 
to  m3'-  ig-norance.  Meanwhile,  sir,  watch 
alwa.ys — watch  carefulh^,  for,  perhaps,  the 
evil  ma3^  not  stop  here.  And  when  3'ou 
have  found  the  culprit,  if  3^ou  find  him,  I 
will  sa3^  to  3'ou,  '  You  are  a  magistrate, 
do  as  .you  will  !  '  " 

"I  thank  3'ou,  doctor,"  said  Villefort, 
with  indescribable  joy  ;  "I  never  had  a 
better  friend  than  3'Ou."  And,  as  if  he 
feared  Doctor  d'Avrign.y  would  recall  his 
promise,  he  hurried  him  toward  the  house. 

When  the3'  were  gone,  Morrel  ventured 
out  from  under  the  trees,  and  the  \noon 
shone  upon  his  face,  which  was  so  pale  it 
might  have  been   taken  for  a  phantom. 

"  I  am  manifestl3^  protected  in  a  most 
wonderful,  but  most  terrible  manner," 
said  he;  "but  Valentine,  poor  girl  I  how 
will  she  bear  so  much  sorrow  ?  " 

As  he  thought  thus,  he  looked  alter- 
nately at  the  window  with  red  curtains 
and  the  three  windows  with  white  cur- 
tains. The  lig-ht  had  almost  disappeared 
from  the  former:  doubtless  Madame  de 
Villefort  had  just  put  out  her  lamp,  and 
the  night-lamp  alone  reflected  its  dull 
lig-ht  on  the  window.  At  the  extremity 
of  the  building-,  on  the  contrar3',  he  saw 
one  of  the  three  windows  open.  A  wax- 
light  placed  on  the  mantelpiece  threw 
some  of  its  pale  rays  without,  and  a 
shadow  was  soon  for  one  moment  on  the 
balcon3'.  Morrel  shuddered,  he  thought 
he  heard  a  sob. 

It  cannot  be  wondered  at  that,  his  miud, 
genera II3'  so  courageous,  but  now  dis- 
turbed by  the  two  strongest  human  pas- 
sions, love  and  fear,  was  weakened  even  to 
the  indulgence  of  superstitious  thoug-hts. 
Although    it    was    impossible    Valentine 
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could  see  him,  hidden  as  he  was,  he 
thought  he  heard  the  shadow  at  the  win- 
dow call  him  ;  his  disturbed  mind  told  him 
so.  This  double  error  became  an  irresisti- 
ble reality,  and  by  one  of  those  incompre- 
hensible transports  of  youth,  he  bounded 
from  his  hiding-place,  and  Avith  two 
strides,  at  the  risk  of  being-  seen,  at  the 
risk  of  alarming  Valentine,  at  the  risk  of 
being  discovered  b\^  some  exclamation 
which  might  escape  the  young  girl,  he 
crossed  the  flower-garden,  which,  hy  the 
light  of  the  moon,  resembled  a  large  white 
lake,  and,  having  passed  the  rows  of 
orange-trees  which  extended  in  front  of 
the  house,  he  reached  the  step,  ran  quickl}- 
up,  and  pushed  the  door,  which  opened 
without  offering  any  resistance.  Valen- 
tine had  not  seen  him ;  her  e^-es,  raised 
toward  Heaven,  were  watching  a  silvery 
cloud  gliding  over  the  azure  ;  its  form  was 
that  of  a  shadow  mounting  toward  heaven; 
her  poetic  and  excited  mind  pictured  it  as 
the  soul  of  her  grandmother.  Meanwhile, 
Morrcl  liad  traversed  the  anteroom  and 
found  the  staircase,  which,  being  carpeted, 
prevented  his  approach  being  heard  :  and 
he  had  regained  that  degree  of  confidence 
that  the  presence  of  M.  de  Villefort  even 
would  not  have  alarmed  him.  Had  ho  en- 
countered him,  his  resolution  was  formed  ; 
he  would  have  approached  him  and  ac- 
knowledged all,  bogging  him  to  excuse 
and  sanction  the  love  which  united  him  to 
his  daughter,  and  his  daughter  to  him. 
Morrel  was  mad.  Happily  he  did  not 
meet  an}'  one.  Now,  especially,  did  he 
find  the  description  Valentine  liad  given 
of  the  interior  of  tlie  house  useful  to  liim  ; 
ho  arrived  safely  at  the  top  of  the  stair- 
case, and  while  feeling  his  way,  a  sob 
indicated  the  direction  ho  was  to  take  ;  lie 
turned  back  :  a  door  partly  open  enabled 
him  to  see  his  road,  and  to  hoar  the  sor- 
rowing voice. 

He  puslied  it  open  and  entered.  At  the  ' 
other  end  of  the  room,  under  a  wliitc 
sheet  which  covered  it,  lay  the  corpse, 
still  more  alarming  to  Morrol  since  the 
account  he  had  so  unexpectedly  over- 
heard. By  the  side,  on  her  knees,  and 
her  head  buried  in  the  cushion  of  an  easy 
chair,  was  Valentine,  trembling  and  sob- 


bing, her  hands  extended  above  her  head, 
clasped  and  stiff.  She  had  turned  from 
the  window,  which  remained  open,  and 
was  prating  in  accents  that  would  have 
affected  the  most  unfeeling ;  her  words 
were  rapid,  incoherent,  unintelligible  ;  for 
the  burning  weight  of  grief  almost  stopped 
her  utterance.  The  moon  shining  through 
the  open  blinds  made  the  lamp  appear  to 
burn  paler,  and  cast  a  sepulchral  hue  over 
the  whole  scene.  Morrel  could  not  resist 
this ;  he  was  not  exemplary  for  piety,  he 
was  not  easily  impressed,  but  Valentine 
suffering,  weeping,  wringing  her  hands 
before  him,  was  more  than  he  could  bear 
in  silence.  He  sighed,  and  whispered  a 
name,  and  the  head  bathed  in  tears  and 
pressed  on  the  velvet  cushion  of  the  chair 
— a  head  resembling  a  Magdalen  by  Cor- 
reggio,  was  raised  and  turned  toward  him. 
Valentine  perceived  him  without  betray- 
ing the  least  surprise.  A  heart  over- 
whelmed with  one  great  grief  is  insensible 
to  minor  emotions.  Morrel  held  out  his 
hand  to  her.  Valentine,  as  her  onl^-  apol- 
ogy- for  not  having  met  him,  pointed  to  the 
corpse  under  the  sheet,  and  began  to  sob 
again.  Neither  dared  for  some  time  to 
speak  in  that  room.  Thej'  hesitated  to 
break  the  silence  which  death  seemed 
to  impose;  at  length  Valentine  ventured. 

'"  M\' friend,"  said  she,  "  how  came  you 
here  ?  Alas,  I  would  saj'  you  are  wel- 
come, had  not  death  opened  the  waj'  for 
3'ou  into  this  house." 

"Valentine,"  said  Morrel,  with  a  trem- 
bling voice,  "  I  had  waited  .since  half-past 
eight,  and  did  not  see  you  come  ;  I  became 
uneasy,  leaped  the  wall,  found  m}-  way 
through  the  garden,  when  voices  convers- 
ing about  the  fatal  event — " 

"  Wliat  voices?"  a.skod  Valentino. 
Morrol  sliuddered  as  he  thought  of  the 
conversation  of  the  doctor  and  M.  de 
Villofoit,  and  he  thouglit.  he  could  see 
through  the  sheet  the  extended  hands, 
the  stiff  neck,  and  the  purple  lips. — ''Your 
servants,"  said  he,  "  who  were  repeating 
the  whole  of  the  sorrowful  story  :  from 
them  I  learned  it  all." 

"•But  it  was  risking  the  failure  of  oiu- 
plan  to  come  »ip  ht-ro.  lov(»." 

"  Forgive  me,"  replied  Morrol  :     •  1  will 
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g-o  away." — "  No,"  said  Valentine,  "  xom 
nii<^ht  meet  some  one  ;  stay." 

"  But  if  any  one  should  come  here — " 

The  young  girl  shook  her  head.  "No 
one  will  come,"  said  she;  "do  not  fear, 
there  is  our  safeguard,"  pointing  to  the 
bed. — "  But  what  has  become  of  M.  d'Ep- 
inay?  "  replied  Morrel. 

"  M.  Franz  arrived  to  sign  the  con- 
tract just  as  my  dear  grandmother  was 
dying." 

"Alas!"  said  Morrel,  with  a  feeling 
of  selfish  jo}^ :  for  he  thought  this  death 
would  cause  the  wedding  to  be  postponed 
indefinitely.  "  But  what  redoubles  my 
sorrow,"  continued  the  young  girl,  as  if 
this  feeling  was  to  receive  its  immediate 
punishment,  "is  that  the  poor  old  lad}", 
on  her  death-bed,  requested  the  marriage 
might  take  place  as  soon  as  possible ; 
she  also,  thinking  to  protect  me,  was  act- 
ing against  me." 

"  Hark  !  "  said  Morrel.  They  both  list- 
ened ;  steps  were  distinctly  heard  in  the 
corridor  and  on  the  stairs. — •'  It  is  my 
f;tther,  who  has  just  left  his  cabinet." 

"  To  accompan}^  the  doctor  to  the 
door,"  added  Morrel. 

"  How  do  you  know  it  is  the  doctor  ?  " 
asked  Valentine,  astonished. 

"I  imagine  it  must  be,"  safd  Morrel. 
Valentine  looked  at  the  young  man  :  they 
heard  the  street-door  close  ;  then  M.  de 
Villefort  locked  the  garden-door,  and  re- 
turned upstairs.  He  stopped  a  moment 
in  the  anteroom,  as  if  hesitating  wiiether 
to  turn  to  his  own  apartment  or  into  Mad- 
ame de  Saint-Meran's ;  Morrel  concealed 
liimself  behind  a  door ;  Valentine  remained 
motionless,  grief  seemed  to  deprive  her  of 
all  fear.  M.  de  Villefort  passed  on  to  liis 
own  room.  "  Now,"  said  Valentine,  ''you 
can  neither  go  out  by  the  front-door  nor 
by  the  garden."  Morrel  looked  at  her 
with  astonishment.  '"There  is  but  one 
way  left  you  that  is  safe,"  said  she  ;  "  it 
is  through  my  grandfather's  room."  She 
rose,  "Come,"  she  added.— ••  Where  ?  " 
asked  Maximilian. 

"To  my  grandfather's  room."— "1  in 
M.  Noirtier's  apartment  ?  '" 

"Yes." — "Can  you  mean  it,  Valen- 
tine?" 


"  I  have  long  wished  it ;  he  is  my  only 
remaining  friend,  and  we  both  need  his 
help — come." — "Be  careful,  Valentine," 
said  Morrel,  hesitating  to  comply  with 
the  3-oung  girl's  wishes;  "I  now  see  uxy 
error — I  acted  as  a  madman  in  coming  in 
here.  Are  you  sure  you  are  more  reason- 
able ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Valentine;  "and  1  have 
but  one  scruple,  namel}^  that  of  leaving 
m}"  dear  grandmother's  remains,  which  I 
had  undertaken  to  watch." 

"  Valentine,"  said  Morrel,  "  death  is  in 
itself  sacred." 

"Yes,"  said  Valentine;  "besides,  it 
will  not  be  for  long."  She  then  crossed 
the  corridor,  and  led  the  way  down  a  nar- 
row staircase  to  M.  Noirtier's  room  ;  Mor- 
rel followed  her  on  tiptoe  ;  at  the  door 
they  found  the  old  servant.  "Barrois,'" 
said  Valentine,  "  shut  the  door,  and  let 
no  one  come  in."  She  passed  first.  Noir- 
tier,  seated  in  his  chair,  and  listening  to 
every  sound,  was  watching  the  door  :  he 
saw  Valentine,  and  his*  eye  brightened. 
There  was  something  grave  and  solemn 
in  the  approach  of  the  young  girl  which 
struck  the  old  man,  and  immediately  his 
bright  eye  began  to  interrogate.  "  Dear 
grandfather,"  said  she  hurriedly,  "you 
know  poor  grandmamma  died  an  hour 
since,  and  now  I  have  no  friend  in  the 
world  but  you."  His  expressive  eyes 
evinced  the  greatest  tenderness.  '"  To 
3'ou  alone,  then,  may  I  confide  my  sorrows 
and  my  hopes  ?  '*  The  paralytic  motioned 
"Yes."  Valentine  took  Maximilian's 
hand.  "Look  attentively,  then,  at  this 
gentleman."  The  old  man  fi.xed  his  scru- 
tinizing gaze  with  slight  astonishment  on 
Morrel.  "It  is  M.  Maximilian  ^lorrcl." 
said  she  :  "  the  son  of  that  good  merchant 
of  Marseilles,  whom  you  doubtless  recol- 
lect." 

"Yes,"  said  the  old  man.  "He  brings 
an  irreproachable  name,  which  ^faximilian 
is  likely  to  render  glorious,  since  at  thirty 
years  of  age  he  is  a  captain,  an  olllcer  of 
the  Legion  of  Honor."  The  old  man  sig- 
nified that  he  recollected  him.  "Well, 
grandpapa,"  said  Valentine,  kneeling  Ix-- 
fore  him,  and  pointing  to  Maximilian.  "I 
love   him.   and   will   be  only    liis :  weiv  I 
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compelled  to  marry  another,  I  would  de- 
stroy myself." 

The  eyes  of  the  paralytic  expressed  a 
multitude  of  tumultuous  thoughts.  "  You 
like  M.  Maximilian  Morrel ;  do  3'ou  not, 
grandpapa  ?  "  asked  Valentine. — "  Yes." 

"  And  you  will  protect  us,  who  are  3'our 
children,  against  the  will  of  my  father  ?  " 
— Noirtier  cast  an  intelligent  glance  at 
Morrel,  as  if  to  saj^,  "  Perhaps  I  may." 
Maximilian  understood  him. — "  Mademoi- 
selle," said  he,  "you  have  a  sacred  duty 
to  fulfill  in  3^our  deceased  grandmother's 
room,  Avill  \-ou  allow  me  the  honor  of  a  few 
minutes'  conversation  with  M.  Noirtier?" 

"That  is  it,"  said  the  old  man's  eye. 
Then  he  looked  anxiously  at  Valentine. 

"Do  you  fear  he  will  not  understand 
you?"— "Yes." 

"  Oh  !  we  have  so  often  spoken  of  you, 
that  he  knows  exactl}^  how  I  talk  to  3"0U." 
Then  turning  to  Maximilian,  with  an  ador- 
able smile,  although  shaded  by  sorrow — 
"  He  knows  ever\'thing  I  know,"  said  she. 

Valentine  rose,  placed  a  chair  for  Mor- 
rell,  requested  Barrois  not  to  admit  any 
one,  and  having  tenderly  embraced  her 
grandpapa,  and  sorrow  full}'  taken  leave 
of  Morrel,  she  went  awa3^  To  prove  to 
Noirtier  that  he  was  in  Valentine's  confi- 
dence and  knew"  all  their  secrets,  Morrel 
took  the  dictionary,  a  pen,  and  some 
paper,  and  placed  them  all  on  a  table 
where  there  was  a  light. 

"But  first,"  said  Morrel,  "allow  mc, 
sir,  to  tell  you  who  I  am,  how  much  I  love 
Mademoiselle  Valentine,  and  what  are  my 
designs  respecting  her."  Noirtier  made 
a  sign  that  he  would  listen. 

It  was  an  imposing  sight  to  witness  this 
old  man,  apparently  a  mere  useless  bur- 
den, becoming  the  sole  protector,  support, 
and  adviser  of  the  lovers,  who  were  both 
young,  beaulifnl,  and  strong.  His  re- 
markably noble  and  austere  expression 
struck  Morrel,  who  b(!gan  his  recital  with 
trembling.  He  related  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  become  acquainted  with 
Valentine,  and  how  In;  liad  loved  her;  and 
that  Valentine,  in  her  solitude  and  her 
misfortune,  had  accepted  the  offer  of  liis 
devotion.  Ho  told  him  his  birth,  his  posi- 
tion, his  fortune ;    and  more  than   once, 


when  he  consulted  the  look  of  the  para" 
lytic,  that  look  answered,  "  That  is  good, 
proceed." 

"And  now,"  said  Morrel,  when  he  had 
finished  the  first  part  of  his  recital,  "now 
I  have  told  you  of  vay  love  and  my  hopes, 
ma}'- I  inform  j^ou  of  my  intentions?"  ■ 

"Yes,"  signified  the  old  man, 

"This  was  our  resolution:  a  cabriolet 
was  in  waiting  at  the  gate,  in  which  I  in- 
tended to  carry  off  Valentine  to  ni}'  sister's 
house,  to  raarr}"  her,  and  to  wait  respect- 
fully M.  de  Villefort's  pardon." 

"No,"  said  Noirtier. 

"  We  must  not  do  so  ?  "— "  No." 

"You  do  not  sanction  our  project?  " 

"No." 

"There  is  another  way,"  said  Morrel. 
The  old  man's  interrogative  e3'e  said, 
"  Which  ?  "—"I  will  go,"  continued  Maxi- 
milian, "  I  w'ill  seek  M.  Franz  d'Epinay — 
I  am  happ}'^  to  be  able  to  mention  this  in 
Mademoiselle  de  Villefort's  absence — and 
will  conduct  mj'self  toward  him  so  as  to 
compel  him  to  challenge  me."  Noirtier's 
look  continued  to  interrogate.  "  You  wish 
to  know  what  I  will  do  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"  I  will  find  him,  as  I  told  you,  I  will  tell 
him  the  ties  which  bind  me  to  Mademoi- 
selle Valentine;  if  he  be  a  sensible  man, 
he  will  piiove  it  b}'  renouncing  of  his  own 
accord  the  hand  of  his  betrothed,  and  will 
secure  my  friendship  and  love  until  death  ; 
if  he  refuse,  either  through  interest  or 
ridiculous  pride,  after  I  have  proved  to 
him  that  he  would  be  foi'cing  my  wife 
from  me,  that  Valentine  loves  me,  and 
will  love  no  other,  I  will  fight  with  him, 
give  him  every  advantage,  and  I  shall  kill 
him,  or  he  will  kill  me  ;  if  I  am  victorious, 
lie  will  not  marry  Valentine,  and  if  I  die, 
I  am  very  sure  Valentine  will  not  marry 
him."  Noirtier  watched,  with  indescrib-  \ 
abU?  pleasure,  this  noble  and  sincere 
countenance,  on  which  every  sentiment 
his  tongue  uttered  was  depicted,  adding 
by  the  expression  of  his  fine  features  all 
that  coloring  adds  to  a  sound  and  faithful 
di'awing.  Si  ill,  when  IVIorrel  had  finished, 
he  shut  his  eyes  sevenil  limes,  w])icli  was 
his  manner  of  saying  "No." — "No?" 
said  Mori-el ;  "you  dis.aj)prove  of  tliis 
second  project,  as  you  did  of  the  first  ?  " 
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''  I  do,"  signified  the  old  man. 

"  But  what  must  then  be  done  ?  "'  asked 
Morrel.  "  Madame  de  Saint-Meran's  last 
request  was,  that  the  marriage  nSight  not 
be  delayed ;  must  I  let  things  take  their 
course?"  Noirtier  did  not  move,  "I 
understand,"  said  Morrel;  "I  am  to 
wait."— "Yes." 

•'But  dela3^  may  ruin  our  plan,  sir,  '  re- 
plied the  young  man.  "  Alone,  Valentine 
has  no  power ;  she  will  be  compelled  to 
submit.  I  am  here  almost  miraculousl}^ 
and  can  scarcely  hope  for  so  good  an 
opportunity  to  occur  again.  Believe  me, 
there  are  only  the  two  plans  I  have  pro- 
posed to  j^ou ;  forgive  my  vanity,  and  tell 
me  which  you  prefer.  Do  3'ou  authorize 
Mademoiselle  Valentine  to  intrust  herself  ^ 
to  my  honor  ?  " — "  No." 

"Do  you  prefer  I  should  seek  M.  d'Epi- 
nay  ?  ""-^"No." 

"Whence  then  will  come  the  help  we 
need — from  chance?  "  resumed  Morrel. — 
"  No."—"  From  you  ?  "— "'  Yes." 

"You  thoroughly  understand  me,  sir?. 
Pardon  my  eagerness,  for  m}'  life  depends 
on  your  answer.  Will  our  help  come  from 
you  ?"— "Yes."— "You  are  sure  of  it  ?"— 
"Yes."  There  was  so  much  firmness  in 
the  look  which  gave  this  answer,  no  one 
could,  at  an^^  rate,  doubt  his  will,  if  they 
did  his  power.  "  Oh,  thank  you  a  thou- 
sand times  !  But  how,  unless  a  miracle 
should  restore  your  speech,  your  gesture, 
\'our  movement,  how  can  you,  chained  to 
that  armchair,  dumb  and  motionless,  op- 
pose this  marriage  ?  "  A  smile  lit  up  the 
old  man's  face,  a  strange  smile  of  the 
eyes  on  a  paralyzed  face.  "  Then  I  must 
wait  ?  "  asked  the  young  man. 

"Yes."— "But  the  contract?"  The 
same  smile  returned.  "Will  j-ou  assure 
me  it  shall  not  be  signed  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Noirtier. 

"  The  contract  shall  not  be  signed  !  " 
cried  Morrel.  "Oh!  pardon  me,  sir:  I 
can  scarcely  realize  so  great  a  happiness. 
Will  they  not  sign  it  ?  " 

"No,"  said  the  paralytic.  Notwith- 
standing that  assurance,  Morrel  still 
hesitated.  This  promise  of  an  impotent 
ol«^  man  was  so  strange  that,  instead  of 
being  the  result  of  the  power  of  his  will. 


it  might  emanate  from  enfeebled  organs. 
Is  it  not  natural  that  the  madman,  igno- 
rant of  his  foil}',  should  realize  things  be- 
yond his  control  ?  The  weak  man  talks 
of  burdens  he  can  raise,  the  timid  of 
giants  he  can  confront,  the  poor  of  treas- 
ures he  spends,  the  most  humble  peasant, 
in  the  height  of  his  pride,  calls  himself 
Jupiter.  Whether  Noirtier  understood 
the  young  man's  indecision,  or  whether  he 
had  not  full  confidence  in  his  docility,  he 
looked  steadily  at  him.  "What  do  you 
wish,  sir  ?  "  asked  Morrel ;  "  that  I  should 
renew  my  promise  of  remaining  tranquil  ?" 
Noirtier's  eye  remained  fixed  and  firm,  as 
if  to  imply  that  a  promise  did  not  suffice ; 
then  it  passed  from  his  face  to  his  hands. 

"Shall  I  swear  to  j'ou,  sir?"  asked 
Maximilian. — "  Yes,"  said  the  paralytic, 
with  the  same  solemnity,  Morrel  under- 
stood that  the  old  man  attached  great  im- 
portance to  an  oath.  He  extended  his 
hand. 

"  I  swear  to  you,  on  m}'  honor,"  said 
he,  "  to  await  your  decision  respecting 
the  course  I  am  to  pursue  with  M.  d'Epi- 
naj'." — "That  is  right,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  Now,"  said  Morrel,  "  do  you  wish  me 
to  retire  ?  " — ••  Yes." 

"  Without  seeing  Mademoiselle  Valen- 
tine ?  "—"Yes." 

Morrel  made  a  sign  that  he  was  ready 
to  obey.  "But,"  said  he,  "first  allow 
me  to  embrace  you  as  3-our  daughter  did 
just  now."  Noirtier's  expression  could 
not  be  understood.  The  3'oung  man 
pressed  his  lips  on  the  same  spot,  on  the 
old  man's  forehead,  where  Valentine's  had 
been.  Then  he  bowed  a  second  time  and 
rehired.  He  found  the  old  servant  outside 
the  door,  to  whom  Valentine  had  given 
directions;  he  conducted  Morrel  along  a 
dark  passage,  which  led  to  a  little  door 
opening  on  the  garden.  Morrel  soon  found 
the  spot  where  he  had  entered:  with  the 
assistance  of  the  shrubs  he  gained  the  top 
of  the  wall,  and  by  his  ladder  was,  in  an 
instant,  in  the  clover-field,  where  his  cab- 
riolet was  still  waiting  for  him.  He  got 
in  it.  antl  thoroughly  wearied  by  so  many 
emotions,  he  arrived  about  midnight  in 
the  Rue  Meslaj%  threw  himself  on  his  beti, 
and  slept  soundly. 
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CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

THE  VILLEFORT   FAMILY  VAULT, 

Two  days  after,  a  considerable  crowd 
was  assembled,  toward  ten  o'clock  in  the 
morning-,  round  the  door  of  M.  de  Ville- 
fort's  house,  and  a  long-  file  of  mourning-- 
coaches  and  private  carriages  extended 
along-  the  Faubourg-  Saint-Honore  and  the 
Rue  de  la  Pepiniere.  Among-  them  was 
one  of  a  very  sing-ular  form,  which  ap- 
peared to  have  come  from  a  distance.  It 
was  a  kind  of  covered  wag-on,  painted 
black,  and  was  one  of  the  first  at  the  ren- 
dezvous. Inquir\^  was  made,  and  it  was 
ascertained  that,  by  a  strang-e  coincidence, 
this  cari'iag-e  contained  the  corpse  of  the 
Marquis  de  Saint-Meran,  and  that  those 
who  had  come,  thinking-  to  attend  one 
funeral,  would  follow  two.  Their  number 
was  g-reat.  The  Marquis  de  Saint-Meran, 
one  of  the  most  zealous  and  faithful  digni- 
taries of  Louis  XVIII.  and  King-  Charles 
X.,  had  preserved  a  great  number  of 
friends,  and  these,  added  to  the  personages 
whom  the  usages  of  society  gave  Villefort 
a  claim  on,  formed  a  considerable  bod}-. 

Due  information  was  given  to  tlie  au- 
thorities, and  permission  obtained  tliat  tlie 
two  funerals  should  take  place  at  the  same 
time.  A  second  hearse,  decked  with  the 
same  funereal  pomp,  was  brought  to  M. 
de  Villefort's  door,  and  the  cofRn  removed 
into  it  from  the  post--wagon.  The  two 
bodies  were  to  be  interred  in  the  cemetery 
of  Pere-la-Chaise,  where  M.  de  Villefort 
had  long  since  had  a  tomb  prepared  for 
the  reception  of  his  famil3'.  The  remains 
of  poor  Renoe  were  alread}'^  deposited 
there,  whom,  after  ten  years  of  separation, 
her  father  and  mothei*  were  now  going  to 
rejoin.  The  Parisians,  always  curious,  al- 
ways affected  by  funereal  display,  looked 
on  with  religious  silence,  while  the  splen- 
did procession  accompanied  to  their  last 
abode  two  of  the  number  of  the  old  aris- 
tociacy — the  greatest  protectors  of  com- 
merce and  sincere  devotees  to  their  prin- 
ciples. In  one  of  Iho  mourning-coaclics 
Boauchamp,  Debray,  and  Ciiateau-Renaud 
were  talking  of  the  very  sudden  death  of 
the  marchiono.ss.  "I  saw  Madame  de 
Saint-M«'ran  only  last  year  at  Marseilles, 
and  should  have  supposed  slie  miglit  have 


lived  to  be  a  hundred  years  old,  from  her 
apparent  sound  health  and  great  activity 
of  mind  and   body.     How  old  was  she  ?  "' 

'"Franz  assured  me,"  replied  Albert, 
"  that  she  was  seventy  years  old.  But 
she  has  not  died  of  old  age,  but  of  grief  ; 
it  appears,  since  the  death  of  the  marquis, 
which  affected  her  very  deeph%  she  has 
not  completeh'  recovered  her  reason." 

'•'  But  of  what  disease  did  she,  then, 
die  ?  "  asked  Debray. 

"  It  is  said  to  have  been  a  congestion  of 
the  brain,  or  apoplexy,  which  is  the  same 
thing,  is  it  not  ?■" — ''Nearl3\" 

"  It  is  difficult  to  believe  it  was  apo- 
plex}',"  said  Beauchamp,  "  Madame  de 
Saint-Meran,  whom  I  once  saw,  was  short, 
of  slender  form,  and  of  a  much  more  ner- 
vous than  sanguine  temperament ;  grief 
could  hardlj'  produce  apoplexy  in  such  a 
constitution  as  that  of  Madame  de  Saint- 
Meran," — "At  any  rate,"  said  Albert, 
"  whatever  disease  or  doctor  maA'  have 
killed  her,  M.  de  A^'illefort,  or  rather,  Made- 
moiselle Valentine — or,  still  rather,  our 
friend  Franz,  inherits  a  magnificent  fort- 
une, amounting,  I  believe,  to  80,000  livres 
per  annum," 

"  And  this  fortune  will  be  doubled  at  the 
death  of  the  old  Jacobin,  Noirtier." — 
''That  is  a  tenacious  old  grandfather," 
said  Beauchamp.  ''  Tenacem  propositi 
virum.  I  think  he  must  have  made  an 
agreement  with  Death  to  outlive  all  his 
heirs,  and  he  appears  likely  to  succeed. 
He  resembles  the  old  Conventionalist  of 
'93,  who  said  to  Napoleon,  in  1814,  'You 
bend  because  your  empire  is  a  3'oung  stem, 
weakened  by  rapid  growth.  Take  the  Re- 
public for  a  tutor;  let  us  return  with 
renewed  strength  to  the  battlefield,  and 
I  promise  you  500,000  soldiers,  another 
Marengo,  and  a  second  Austerlitz,  Ideas 
do  not  become  extinct,  sire  ;  they  slumber 
sometimes,  but,  only  revive  the  sti-onger 
before  they  sleep  entirely.'  Iileas  and 
men  appear  the  same  to  him.  One  thing 
only  piizzles  me,  namely,  how  Franz d'Ep- 
ina^'  will  like  a  gramll'ather  who  cannot 
be  separated  from  his  wife.  But  where  is 
Franz  ?  " — "  In  the  first  carriage,  with  M, 
de  Villefort,  who  considers  him  already  as 
line  of  the  fauiilv." 
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Such  was  the  conversation  in  ahnost  all 
the  carriages  ;  these  two  sudden  deaths, 
so  quickly  following-  each  other,  astonished 
every  one  ;  but  no  one  suspected  the  -ter- 
rible secret  which  M.  d'Avrigny  had  com- 
municated, in  his  nocturnal  walk,  to  M. 
de  Villefort.  They  arrived  in  about  an 
hour  at  the  cemetery ;  the  weather  was 
mild,  but  dull,  and  in  harmony  with  the 
funeral  ceremony.  Among  the  groups 
which  flocked  toward  the  family  vault, 
Chateau-Renaud  recognized  Morrel,  who 
had  come  alone  in  a  cabriolet,  and  walked 
silently  along  the  path  bordered  with  yew- 
trees.  "  You  here  !  "  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud, passing  his  arm  through  the  young 
captain's  ;  "  are  3'ou  a  friend  of  Villefort's  ? 
How  is  it  I  have  never  met  you  at  his 
house  ?  '' — "  I  am  no  acquaintance  of  M, 
de  Villefort's,"  answered  Morrel,  "  but  I 
was  of  Madame  de  Saint-Meran."  Albert 
came  up  to  them  at  this  moment  with 
Franz. 

"^The  time  and  place  are  but  ill-suited 
for  an  introduction,"  said  Albert ;  "'but 
we  are  not  superstitious.  M.  Morrel, 
allow  me  to  present  to  3'ou  M.  Franz 
d'Epinay,  a  delightful  traveling  com- 
panion, with  whom  I  made  the  tour  of 
Italy.  M}^  dear  Franz,  M.  Maximilian 
Morrel,  an  excellent  friend  I  have  ac- 
quired in  your  absence,  and  whose  name 
you  will  hear  me  mention  every  time  I 
make  -AXij  allusion  to  affection,  wit,  or 
amiability.''  Morrel  hesitated  for  a  mo- 
ment :  he  feared  it  would  be  hypocritical 
to  accost  in  a  friendly  manner  the  man 
whom  he  was  tacitly  opposing,  but  his 
oatli  and  the  gravity  of  the  circumstances 
recurred  to  his  memory  ;  he  struggled  to 
conceal  his  emotion,  and  bowed  to  Franz. 
"Mademoiselle  de  Yillofort  is  in  deep 
sorrow,  is  she  not?"  said  Debray  to 
Franz. 

"  Extremely,"  replied  he  ;  "  she  looked 
so  pale  this  morning  I  scarcely  knew  her." 
These  apparently  simple  words  pierced 
Morrel  to  the  heart.  This  man  had  then 
seen  Valentine,  and  spoken  to  her  !  The 
young  and  high-spirited  ollicer  required  all 
his  strength  of  mind  to  resist  breaking 
his  oath.  He  took  the  arm  of  Chateau- 
Renaud,  and  turned  toward  the  vault, 
15 


where  the  attendants  had  already  placed 
the  two  coffins.  "This  is  a  magnificent 
habitation,"  said  Beauchamp,  looking  to- 
ward the  mausoleum  ;  "a  summer  and 
winter  palace.  You  will,  in  turn,  enter 
it,  my  dear  d'Epinay,  for  you  will  soon  be 
numbered  as  one  of  the  famil3'.  I,  as  a 
philosopher,  should  like  a  little  country- 
house,  a  cottage  down  there  under  the 
trees,  without  so  many  free-stones  over 
my  poor  body.  In  dying,  I  will  sa}'  to 
those  around  me  what  Voltaire  wrote  to 
Piron :  '  Eo  rus,  and  all  w'ill  be  over.' 
But  come,  Franz,  take  courage,  your  wife 
is  an  heiress."  —  '•'  Indeed,  Beauchamp, 
you  are  unbearable.  Politics  have  made 
you  laugh  at  everything,  and  political 
men  have  made  3'ou  disbelieve  everything. 
But  when  you  have  the  honor  of  associat- 
ing \vith  ordinary  men,  and  the  pleasure 
of  leaving  politics  for  a  moment,  try  to 
find  your  affectionate  heart,  which  you 
leave  with  }our  stick  when  you  go  to  the 
Chamber." 

"■  But  tell  me,"  said  Beauchamp,  '•  what 
is  life?  Is  it  not  a  hall  in  Death's  ante- 
room ?  '' — "  lam  prejudiced  against  Beau- 
champ," said  Albert,  drawing  Franz 
away,  and  leaving  the  former  to  finish  his 
philosophical  dissertation  with  Debray. 
The  Villefort  vault  formed  a  square  of 
white  stones,  about  twenty  feet  high;  an 
interior  partition  separated  the  two  fami- 
lies, and  each  compartment  had  its  en- 
trance door.  Here  were  not,  as  in  other 
tombs,  those  ignoble  drawers,  one  above 
another,  where  economy  incloses  its  dead 
with  an  inscription  resembling  a  ticket ; 
all  that  was  visible  within  the  bronze 
gates  was  a  gloomy-looking  room,  sepa- 
rated by  a  wall  from  the  vault  itself.  The 
two  doors  before  mentioned  were  in  the 
middle  of  this  wall,  and  inclosed  tlie  Ville- 
fort and  Saint-^Ieran  coffins.  There  grief 
might  fi-eely  expend  itself  without  beinir 
disturbeil  by  the  trifling  loungej-s  \\ho 
came  from  a  picnic  party  to  visit  Pciv-l.i- 
Chaise.  or  by  lovers  who  make  it  their 
rendezvous. 

The  two  coffins  were  placed  on  trestles 
previously  prepared  for  their  reception  in 
th(^  right-hand  division  belonging  to  the 
Saint- Jleran  familv.  Villefort,  Franz,  and 
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a  few  near  relatives  alone  entered  the 
sanctuary. 

As  the  relig-ious  ceremonies  had  all  been 
performed  at  the  door,  and  there  was  no 
address  g-iven,  the  part}"-  all  separated ; 
Chateau-Renaud,  Albert,  and  Morrel, 
went  one  way,  and  Debray  and  Beau- 
champ  the  other.  Franz  remained  with 
M.  de  Villefort ;  at  the  g-ate  of  the  ceme- 
tery' Morrel  made  an  excuse  to  wait ;  he 
saw  Franz  and  M.  de  Yillefort  g-et  into 
the  same  mourning  coach,  and  thought 
this  tete-a-tete  foreboded  evil.  He  then 
returned  to  Paris,  and  although  in  the 
same  carriage  with  Chateau-Renaud  and 
Albert,  he  did  not  hear  one  word  of  their 
conversation.  As  Franz  was  about  to 
take  leave  of  M.  Villefort,  "When  shall 
I  see  you  again  ?  '"  said  the  latter. 

"At  what  time  you  please,  sir,"  re- 
plied Franz. — "As  soon  as  possible." 

"I  am  at  j^our  command,  sir  ;  shall  we 
return  together?  " 

"  If  not  unpleasant  to  you." — "  On  the 
contrar}^  I  shall  feel  much  pleasure." 
Thus,  the  future  father  and  son-in-law 
stepped  into  the  same  carriag-e,  and  Mor- 
rel, seeing-  them  pass,  became  uneas3^ 
Villefort  and  Franz  returned  to  the 
Faubourg  Saint-Honore.  The  procureur, 
without  going-  to  see  either  his  wife  or 
his  daughter,  passed  rapidly  to  his  cabi- 
net, and,  otlering  the  j'oung-  man. a  chair 
— "M.  d'Epinay,"  said  he,  "allow  me  to 
remind  you  at  this  moment,  which  is,  per- 
haps, not  so  ill-chosen  as  at  first  sight 
ma}'  appear,  for  obedience  to  the  wishes 
of  the  departed  is  the  first  ofTerin.g  which 
should  be  made  at  their  tomb  ;  allow  mc, 
then,  to  remind  you  of  the  wish  expi'cssed 
by  Madame  de  Saint-Meran  on  her  death- 
bed, that  Valentine's  wedding  might  not 
be  deferred.  You  know  the  alTaii-s  of  the 
deceased  are  in  perfect  order,  and  her  will 
bequeaths  to  Valentine  the  entire  prop- 
ert}'  of  the  Saint-Mcran  family  ;  the  no- 
tary .showed  me  the  documents  yesterday, 
which  will  enable  us  to  draw  up  the  con- 
tract immediately.  You  may  call  on  the 
notary,  M.  Dcschamps,  Place  Beauvau, 
Faubourg-  Saint-Honore,  ami  you  have 
m}'  authority  to  inspect  tliose  deeds." — 
"Sir,"  replied  M.  d'Epinay,  'Mt  is  not, 


perhaps,  the  moment  for  Mademoiselle 
Valentine,  who  is  in  deep  distress,  to 
think  of  a  husband  ;  indeed,  I  fear — " 

"Valentine  will  have  no  greater  pleas- 
ure than  that  of  fulfilling  her  grand- 
mother's last  injunctions  ;  there  will  be 
no  obstacle  from  that  quarter,  I  assure 
you." — "In  that  case,"  replied  Franz, 
"as  I  shall  raise  none,  3'ou  may  make 
arrangements  when  you  please;  I  have 
pledged  my  word,  and  shall  feel  pleasure 
and  happiness  in  adhering  to  it." 

"Then,"  said  Villefort,  "nothing  fui"- 
ther  is  required  ;  the  contract  was  to  have 
been  signed  three  days  since  :  we  shall 
find  it  all  read}',  and  can  sign  it  to-day." 

"But  the  mourning?"  said  Franz, 
hesitating. 

"Fear  not,"  replied  Villefort;  "no 
ceremony  will  be  neglected  in  m}'  house. 
Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  may  retire  dur- 
ing- the  prescribed  three  months  to  her 
estate  of  Saint-Meran ;  I  s^y  hers,  for 
she  inherits  it  to-da^'.  There,  after  a 
few  da^'s,  if  j'ou  like,  the  civil  marriage 
shall  be  celebrated  without  pomp  or  cere- 
mon}'.  Madame  de  Saint-Meran  wished 
her  daughter  should  be  married  there. 
When  that  is  over,  you,  sir,  can  return  to 
Paris,  while  3'our  wife  passes  the  time  of 
her  mourning  with  her  step-mother." 

"As  you  please,  sir,"  said  Franz. 

"  Then,"  replied  M.  de  Villefort,  "  have 
the  kindness  to  wait  half  an  hour  ;  Valen- 
tine shall  come  down  into  the  drawing- 
room.  I  will  send  for  M.  Deschamps; 
we  will  read  and  sign  the  contract  before 
we  separate,  and  this  evening  Madame  de 
Villefort  shall  accompany  Valentine  to 
her  estate,  where  we  will  rejoin  them  in  a 
week." — "Sir,"  said  Franz,  "I  have  one 
request  to  make." 

"What  is  it?"— "I  wish  Albert  de 
Morcerf  and  Raoul  de  Chateau-RiMiaiul  to 
bo  present  at  this  sig"nature ;  you  know 
they  are  my  witnesses." 

"Half  an  houi'  will  sullice  to  apprise 
them;  will  you  go  for  llu-m  yourself,  or 
will  you  S(Mid  ?  " — "1   pn'fcr  going-,  sir." 

"I  shall  expect  you,  then,  in  half  an 
hour,  baron  ;  and  Valentine  will  bo 
ready."  Franz  bowed  and  left  the  room. 
Scarcely  had   the  door  clo.sed,  when  M.  de 
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Villefort  sent  to  tell  Valentine  to  be  ready 
in  the  drawing'-room  in  half  an  hour,  as 
he  expected  the  notary  and  M.  d'Epinay 
and  his  witnesses.  The  news  caused  a 
g-reat  sensation  throughout  the  house ; 
Madame  de  Villefort  would  not  believe  it, 
and  Valentine  was  thunderstruck.  She 
looked  round  for  help,  and  would  have 
g-one  down  to  her  g-randfather's  room, 
but  meeting  M.  de  Villefort  on  the  stairs, 
he  took  her  arm,  and  led  her  into  the 
drawing-room.  In  the  anteroom,  Valen- 
tine met  Barrois,  and  looked  despairingly 
at  the  old  servant.  One  moment  after, 
Madame  de  Villefort  entered  the  drawing- 
room  with 'her  little  Edward.  It  was  evi- 
dent that  she  had  shared  the  grief  of  the 
family,  for  she  was  pale  and  looked  fa- 
tigued. She  sat  down,  took  Edward  on 
her  knees,  and,  from  time  to  time,  pressed 
almost  convulsively  to  her  bosom  this 
child,  on  whom  her  affections  appeared 
centered.  Two  carriages  were  soon 
heard  to  enter  the  courtyard.  One  was 
the  notary's ;  the  other,  that  of  Franz 
and  his  friends.  In  a  moment  the  whole 
party  was  assembled.  Valentine  Avas  so 
pale,  one  might  trace  the  blue  veins  from 
hei'  temples,  i^ound  her  eyes  and  down 
her  cheeks.  Franz  was  deeply  affected. 
Chateau-Renaud  and  Albert  looked  at 
each  other  with  amazement ;  the  cere- 
monj'^  which  was  just  concluded  had  not 
appeared  more  sorrowful  than  did  that 
which  was  commencing.  Madame  de 
Villefort  had  placed  herself  in  the  shade 
behind  a  velvet  curtain ;  and  as  she  con- 
stantlj'  bent  over  her  child,  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  read  the  expression  of  her  face. 
M.  de  Villefort  was,  as  usual,  unmoved. 

The  notary,  after  having,  according  to 
the  customary  method,  arranged  the 
papers  on  the  table,  taken  his  place  in  an 
armchair,  and  raised  his  spectacles,  turned 
toward  Franz  :  '*  Are  you  M.  Franz  Ques- 
nel,  baron  d'Epinay  ?"  asked  he,  although 
he  kn(>w  it  perfectly. 

••Yes,  sir,"  replied  Franz.  The  notary 
bowed.  "I  have,  then,  to  inform  you, 
sir,  at  the  request  of  M.  de  Vill(>fort,  tliat 
your  projected  marriage  with  Mademoi- 
selle do  Villefort  has  changed  the  feel- 
ing of  M.  Noirtier  toward  his  i;-randehiUl  : 


and  that  he  disinherits  her  entirely  of  the 
fortune  he  would  have  left  her.  Let  me 
hasten  to  add,"  continued  he,  ''that  the 
testator,  having  only  the  right  to  alienate 
a  part  of  his  fortune,  and  having  alienated 
it  all,  the  will  will  not  bear  scrutiny,  and 
is  declared  null  and  void." — '-Yes,"  said 
Villefort ;  "  but  I  warn  M.  d'Epinay  that 
during  my  lifetime  my  father's  will  shall 
never  be  scrutinized,  my  position  forbid- 
ding any  doubt  to  be  entertained." 

'•  Sir,"  said  Franz,  "  I  regret  much  such 
a  question  has  been  raised  in  the  presence 
of  Mademoiselle  Valentine  ;  I  have  never 
inquired  the  amount  of  her  fortune,  which, 
however  limited  it  maA^  be,  exceeds  mine. 
My  family  has  sought  consideration  in  this 
alliance  with  M.  de  Villefort ;  all  I  seek 
is  happiness."  Valentine  imperceptibly 
thanked  him,  while  two  silent  tears  rolled 
dowm  her  cheeks.  "  Besides,  sir,"  said 
Villefort,  addressing  himself  to  his  future 
son-in-law,  ''  excepting  the  loss  of  a  por- 
tion of  3'our  hopes,  this  unexpected  will 
need  not  personally  wound  you  :  M.  Noir- 
tier's  weakness  of  mind  sufficiently  ex- 
plains it.  It  is  not  because  Mademoiselle 
Valentine  is  going  to  marry  vow.  that 
he  is  angry,  but  because  she  will  mar- 
ry :  a  union  with  any  other  would  have 
caused  him  the  same  sorrow.  Old  age 
is  selfish,  sir,  and  Mademoiselle  cie  Ville- 
fort has  been  a  faithful  companion  to 
M.  Noirtier,  which  she  cannot  be  when 
Madame  la  Baronne  d'Epinay.  My  father's 
melancholy  state  prevents  our  speaking 
to  him  on  many  subjects,  which  the  weak- 
ness of  his  mind  would  incapacitate  him 
from  understanding,  and  I  am  perfectly 
convinced  that  at  the  present  time,  al- 
though he  knows  his  granddaughter  is 
going  to  be  mai-ried,  M.  Noirtier  lias  even 
forgotten  the  name  of  his  ijitended  grand- 
son." M.  de  Villefort  had  scarcely  said 
this,  when  the  door  opened,  and  l^niois 
appeared. 

'•  (xentlemen,"  said  he.  in  a  tone  strange- 
ly tirm  for  a  servant  speaking  to  his  mas- 
ters under  such  solemn  ciivumstanccs— 
'•gentlemen,  :^[.  Noirtier  i\c  Villefort 
wishes  to  speak  immediately  to  ^f.  Fran/, 
de  Quesnel,  baron  d'Epinay:"*  he,  as  well 
as  the  notarv,  that  there  might  be  no  mis- 
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take  in  the  person,  gave  all  his  titles  to 
the  bridegroom  elect. 

Villefort  started,  Madame  de  Villefort 
let  her  son  slip  from  her  knees,  Valentine 
rose,  pale  and  dumb  as  a  statue.  Albert 
and  Chateau-Renaud  exchanged  a  second 
look,  more  full  of  amazement  than  the 
first.  The  notary  looked  at  Villefort.  ''It 
is  impossible,"  said  the  procureur  du  roi. 
"  M.  d'Epinay  cannot  leave  the  drawing- 
room  at  present." — "It  is  at  this  mo- 
ment," replied  Barrois,  witli  the  same 
firmness,  "that  M.  Noirtier,  m}'  master, 
wishes  to  speak  on  important  subjects  to 
M.  Franz  d'Epinay." 

'•'  Grandpapa  Noirtier  can  speak  now, 
then,"  said  Edward,  with  his  habitual 
quickness.  However,  his  remark  did  not 
make  Madame  de  Villefort  even  smile, 
so  much  was  every  mind  engaged,  and  so 
solemn  was  the  situation.  Astonishment 
was  at  its  height.  A  kind  of  smile  was 
perceptible  on  Madame  de  Villefort's  coun- 
tenance. Valentine  instinctively  raised 
her  eyes,  as  if  to  thank  Heaven. 

"  Pray  go,  Valentine,"  said  M.  de  Ville- 
fort, "  and  see  what  this  new  fancy  of  your 
grandfather's  is."  Valentine  rose  quickly, 
and  was  hastening  joyfullj'  toward  the 
door,  when  M.  de  Villefort  altered  his  in- 
tention. 

*'  Stop  !  "  said  he  ;  "I  will  go  with  you." 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  Franz,  "since  M. 
Noirtier  sent  for  me,  I  am  ready  to  attend 
to  Ills  wish  ;  besides,  I  shall  be  happy  to 
pa}'  my  respects  to  him,  not  having  yet 
liad  the  honor  of  doing  so." 

"  Praj',  sir,"  said  Villefort,  with  marked 
uneasiness,  "  do  not  disturb  yourself." 

"  Forgive  me,  sir,"  said  Franz,  in  a 
re.solute  tone.  "  I  would  not  lose  the  op- 
portunity of  proving  to  M.  Noirtier  how 
wrong  it  would  be  of  him  to  encourage 
feelings  of  dislike  1o  nic,  wliich  I  am  de- 
termined to  conquer,  whatever  they  ma}' 
be,  by  my  devotedness."  And  witliout 
listening  to  Villefort  he  rose  ;ind  followed 
Valentine,  who  was  running  downslnii-s 
with  the  joy  of  a  shipwrecked  mariner  who 
finds  a  rock  to  cling  to.  M.  de  Villefort 
followed  them.  Cliateau-Renaud  and  Mor- 
cerf  exchanged  a  third  look  of  .still  in- 
creasing wonder. 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

PROCES-VEKBAL. 

Noirtier  was  prepared  to  receive  them, 
dressed  in  black,  and  installed  in  his  arm- 
chair. When  the  three  persons  he  ex- 
pected had  entered,  he  looked  at  the  door, 
which  his  valet  immediately  closed. 

"Listen,"  whispered  Villefort  to  Val- 
entine, who  could  not  conceal  her  joy  ; 
"  if  M.  Noirtier  wishes  to  communicate 
anything  whicli  would  delay  your  mar- 
riage, I  forbid  you  to  understand  him." 
Valentine  blushed,  but  did  not  answer. 
Villefort,  approaching  Noirtier — "  Here 
is  M.  Franz  d'Epina}',"  said  he;  "  you  re- 
quested to  see  him.  We  have  all  washed 
for  this  interview,  and  I  trust  it  will  con- 
vince you  how  ill-formed  are  your  objec- 
tions to  Valentine's  marriage." 

Noirtier  answered  only  by  a  look  which 
made  Villefort's  blood  run  cold.  He  mo- 
tioned to  Valentine  to  approach.  In  a 
moment,  thanks  to  her  habit  of  convers- 
ing with  her  grandfather,  she  understood 
he  asked  for  a  key.  Then  his  eye  was  fixed 
on  the  drawer  of  a  small  chest  between 
the  windows.  She  opened  the  drawer  and 
found  a  key ;  and,  understanding  that 
was  what  he  wanted,  again  watched  his 
eyes,  which  turned  toward  an  old  secre- 
taire, long  since  foi"gotten,  and  supposed 
to  contain  none  but  useless  documents. 
"Shall  I  open  the  secretaire  ?  '"  asked 
Valentine. — "Yes,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  And  the  drawers  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"  Those  at  the  side  ?  "— "  No." 

"  The  middle  one  ?  "— "  Yes."  Valen- 
tine opened  it  and  drew  out  a  bundle  of 
papers.  "Is  that  what  you  wish  for?" 
asked  she. — "  No." 

She  took  successively  all  the  other 
papers  out  till  the  drawer  was  empty. 
"  But  there  are  no  more,"  said  she.  Noir- 
tier's  eye  was  fixed  on  the  dictionary. 
"Yes,  I  understand,  grandfather.''  said 
the  young  girl. 

Sh«r  pointed  to  each  let tei-  of  tlie  alpha- 
bet. At,  the  letter  S  the  old  man  stopped 
her.  She  opened,  and  found  the  word 
"  secret ." 

"Ah  I  is  there  a  .secret  spring?"  said 
Valentine. — "Yes,"  said  Noirtier. 

"  And  who  knows  it  ?  "     Noirtier  looked 
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at  the  door  where  the  servant  had  g-one 
out.     '•  Barrois  ?  "  said  she.—"  Yes." 

-Shall  I  call  him?  "-"Yes." 

Valentine  went  to  the  door  and  called 
Barrois.  Villefort's  impatience  during- 
this  scene  made  the  perspiration  roll  from 
his  forehead,  and  Franz  was  stupefied. 
The  old  servant  came.  "  Barrois,"  said 
Valentine,  "  my  grandfather  has  told  me 
to  open  that  drawer  in  the  secretaire, 
but  there  is  a  secret  spring  in  it,  which 
you  know — will  you  open  it  ?  " 

Barrois  looked  at  the  old  man.  "  Obey," 
said  Noirtier's  intelligent  eye.  Barrois 
touched  a  spring,  the  false  bottom  came 
out,  and  they  saw  a  bundle  of  papers  tied 
with  a  black  string. 

"  Is  that  what  you  wish  for  ?  "  said  Bar- 
rois.—"'Yes." 

"'  Shall  I  give  these  papers  to  M.  de 
Villefort?"— "No." 

"To  Mademoiselle  Valentine  ?  "—"No." 

"To  M.  Franz  d'Epinay  ?  "— "  Yes." 

Franz,  astonished,  advanced  a  step. 
"  To  me,  sir  ?  "  said  he.—"  Yes."  Franz 
took  them  from  Barrois,  and,  casting  his 
e3'e  on  the  cover,  read  : — 

"  ^  To  be  given,  after  my  death,  to  Gen- 
eral Durand,  who  shall  bequeath  the 
packet  to  his  son,  with  an  injunction  to 
preserve  it  as  containing  an  important 
document.' 

"'  Well,  sir,"  said  Franz,  "  what  do  j'-ou 
wish  me  to  do  with  this  paper  ?  " 

"  To  preserve  it,  sealed  up  as  it  is, 
doubtless,"  said  the  procureur  du  roi. 

"No,"  replied  Noii'tier,  eagerly. 

"  Do  3'ou  wish  him  to  read  it?"  said 
Valentine. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  old  man. — "You 
understand,  baron,  my  grandfather 
wishes  you  to  read  the  paper,"  said 
Valentine. 

"Then  let  us  sit  down,"  said  Ville- 
fort,  impatientl}',  "for  it  will  take  some 
time." 

"Sit  down,"  said  the  old  man.  Ville- 
fort  took  a  chair,  but  Valentine  remained 
standing  by  her  father's  sido^  and  Franz 
before  him,  holding  the  mysterious  paper 
in  his  hand.  "Road,"  said  the  old  man. 
Franz  untied  it,  and,  in  the  midst  of  the 
most  profound  silence,  read: — 


"  'Extract  of  the  Pi^oce s-verbal  of  a 
meeting  of  the  Bonapartist  club  in  the 
Rue  Saint- Jacques,  held  February  oth, 
1815.'" 

Franz  stopped.  "  February  5th,  1815  !  " 
said  he  ;  "  it  is  the  da}'  m}'  father  was  mur- 
dered." Valen^ne  and  Villefort  were 
dumb;  the  eye  of  the  old  man  alone 
seemed  to  say  clearlj^  "  Go  on." — "But 
it  was  on  leaving  this  club,"  said  he, 
"my  father  disappeared."  Noirtier's 
eye  continued  to  say,  "Read."  He  re- 
sumed : — 

"  '  The  undersigned  Louis  Jacques  Beau- 
repaire,  lieutenant-colonel  of  artillery, 
Etienne  Duchampy,  general  of  brigade, 
and  Claude  Lecharpal,  keeper  of  woods 
and  forests,  declare  that  on  the  4th  oi 
February,  a  letter  arrived  from  the  Isle 
of  Elba,  recommending  to-  the  kindness 
and  the  confidence  of  the  Bonapartisi 
club,  General  Flavien  de  Quesnel,  who, 
having  served  the  emperor  from  1804  to 
1S14,  was  supposed  to  be  devoted  to  thf 
interests  of  the  Napoleon  dynasty,  not- 
withstanding the  title  of  baron,  which 
Louis  XVIII.  had  just  granted  to  him 
with  his  estate  of  Epina^'. 

"  •'  A  note  was,  in  consequence,  ad- 
dressed to  General  de  Quesnel,  begging 
him  to  be  present  at  the  meeting  next 
day,  the  5th.  The  note  indicated  neither 
the  street  nor  the  number  of  the  house 
where  the  meeting  was  to  be  held  ;  it  bore 
no  signature,  but  it  announced  to  the  gen- 
eral that  some  one  would  call  for  him,  if 
he  would  be  ready  at  nine  o'clock.  The 
meetings  were  always  held  from  that  time 
till  midnight.  At  nine  o'clock,  the  presi- 
dent of  the  club  presented  himself :  the 
general  was  ready  ;  the  president  informeti 
him  one  of  the  conditions  of  his  introduc- 
tion was,  that  he  should  be  eternally  ig- 
norant of  the  place  of  meeting,  and  that 
lu>  would  allow  his  eyes  to  be  bandaged, 
swearing  tliat  he  would  not  endeavor  to 
take  oir  the  bandage.  The  General  de 
Quesnel  accepted  the  condition,  and  prom- 
ised, on  his  honor,  not  to  seek  Ui  discover 
the  road  they  took.  The  general's  car- 
riage was  ready,  but  the  president  told 
him  it  was  impossible  he  could  use  it,  for 
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it  was  useless  to  bliiulfold  the  master  if 
the  coachman  knew  through  what  streets 
he  went.  "  What  must,  tlieu,  be  clone  ?  " 
asked  the  general. 

'•  *  "  I  have  \ny  carriag-e  here,"  said  the 
president. 

"  '  "  Have  you,  then,  so  much  confidence 
in  3^our  servant  that  yo^  can  intrust  him 
with  a  secret  you  will  not  allow  me  to 
know?" — ''Our  coachman  is  a  member 
of  the  club,"  said  the  president;  ''we 
shall  be  driven  hj  a  State-Councilor." — 
"  Then  we  run  another  risk,"  said  the 
general,  laughing,  "  that  of  being  upset." 
We  insert  this  joke  to  prove  that  the 
general  was  not  in  the  least  compelled  to 
attend  this  meeting,  but  that  he  caine 
willingly.  When  they  were  seated  in  the 
carriage,  the  president  reminded  the  gen- 
eral of  his  promise  to  allow  his  e3'es  to  be 
bandaged,  to  which  he  made  no  opposition. 
On  the  road  the  president  thought  he  saw 
the  general  make  an  attempt  to  remove 
the  handkerchief,  and  reminded  him  of  his 
oath.  *'  True,"  said  the  general.  The 
carriage  stopped  at  a  passage  leading 
to  the  Rue  Saint-Jacques.  The  general 
alighted,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  presi- 
dent, of  whose  dignitj'  he  was  not  aware, 
considering  him  simph'  as  a  member  of 
the  club ;  they  crossed  the  passage,  mount- 
ed to  the  first  story,  and  entered  the 
meeting-room. 

'"The  deliberations  had  already  com- 
menced. The  members,  apprised  of  tlio 
sort  of  presentation  wliich  was  to  be  made 
that  evening,  were  all  in  attendance. 
When  in  the  middle  of  the  room  the  gen- 
eral was  invited  to  i-eniove  his  bandage. 
He  did  so  inimediatcly,  and  was  surprised 
to  see  so  man}"^  well-known  faces  in  a  so- 
ciety of  whose  existence  he  had  lill  then 
been  ignorant.  They  questioned  liini  as 
to  his  sentiments,  but  he  contented  himself 
with  answering,  tliat'  the  letters  from 
tlie  Isle  of  Elba  ought  to  have  informed 
them—'  " 

Franz  interrupted  himself  by  saying, 
"My  father  was  a  royalist ;  they  need  not 
liavo  asked  his  sentiments,  which  were 
well  known." — "And  hence,"  said  Ville- 
fort,  "  arose  my  affection  for  your  father, 


my  dear  M.  Franz.     A  similarity  of  opin- 
ion soon  binds." 

"  Read  again,"  said  the  old  man. 
Franz  continued  : — 

"  '  The  president  then  sought  to  make 
him  speak  more  explicitly ;  but  M.  de 
Quesnel  replied,  that  he  wished  first  to 
know  what  they  wanted  with  him.  He 
was  then  informed  of  the  contents  of  the 
letter  from  the  Isle  of  Elba,  in  which  he 
was  recommended  to  the  club  as  a  man 
who  would  be  likely  to  advance  the  inter- 
ests of  their  party.  One  paragraph  al- 
luded to  the  return  of  Bonaparte,  and 
promised  another  letter,  and  further  de- 
tails, on  the  arrival  of  the  Pharaon,  be- 
longing to  the  ship-builder  Morrel,  of  Mar- 
seilles, whose  captain  was  entirely  de- 
voted to  the  emperor.  During  all  this 
time,  the  general,  on  whom  they  thought 
to  have  relied  as  on  a  brother,  manifested 
evidently  signs  of  discontent  and  repug- 
nance. When  the  reading  was  finished, 
he  remained  silent,  with  knit  brow. 

"  '  "Well,"  asked  the  president,  "  what 
do  you  say  to  this  letter,  general  ?  " 

"  '  "  I  say  that  it  is  too  soon  after  de- 
claring myself  for  Louis  XVIII.  to  break 
my  vow  in  behalf  of  the  ex-emperor." 
This  answer  was  too  clear  to  be  mistaken 
as  to  his  sentiments.  "General,"  said 
the  president,  "  we  acknowledge  no  King 
Louis  XVIIL,  nor  an  ex-eniperoi-.  but  his 
majesty  the  emperor  and  king,  driven 
from  France,  which  is  his  kingdom,  by 
violence  and  treason."  —  "Excuse  me, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  general  ;  "  3'ou  may 
not  acknowledge  Louis  XVIIL,  but  I  do, 
as  he  has  nuule  me  a  baron  and  a  field- 
marshal,  and  I  shall  never  forget  that  for 
these  two  titles  I  am  indebted  to  his  happy 
return  to  Fiance." — "  Sir,"  said  the  presi- 
dent, rising  with  gravity,  "be  careful 
what  you  say  ;  your  words  clearly  show 
us  that  they  are  deceived  concerning  you 
in  the  Isle  of  Elba,  and  have  deceived  us  I 
The  communication  has  been  made  to  you 
in  conse(|u«^ice  of  the  confidence  placed  in 
you,  and  wliich  does  you  honor.  Now  we 
discover  our  error  ;  a  title  and  promotion 
attacli  you  to  the  government  we  wish  to 
overturn.     We  will  not  constrain  you  to 
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help  us;  we  enroirno  one  ag-ainst  his  con- 
science, but  we  will  compel  you  to  act 
g-enerously,  even  if  you  are  not  disposed 
to  do  so."—''  You  would  call  acting-  g-en- 
erously, knowing-  your  conspiracy  and  not 
informing  against  you  ;  that  is  what  I 
should  call  becoming-  your  accomplice. 
You  see  I  am  more  candid  than  you."  '  " 

"  Ah,  my  father  ! "  said  Franz,  inter- 
rupting- himself.  ''I  understand  now  whj^ 
they  murdered  him."  Valentine  could 
not  help  casting-  one  g-lance  toward  the 
young-  man,  wiiose  filial  enthusiasm  it 
was  delightful  to  behold.  Villefort  walked 
to  and  fro  behind  them.  Noirtier  watched 
the  expression  of  each  one,  and  preserved 
his  dignified  and  commanding-  attitude. 
Franz  returned  to  the  manuscript,  and 
continued  : — 

'"  *''  Sir,"  said  the  president,  "  you  have 
been  invited  to  join  this  assemblj' — you 
were  not  forced  here ;  it  was  proposed  to 
you  to  come  blindfolded — 3''OU  accepted. 
When  3^ou  complied  with  this  twofold  re-, 
quest  3'^ou  well  knew  we  did  not  wish  to 
secure  the  throne  of  Louis  XVIII.,  or  w^e 
should  not  take  so  much  care  to  avoid  the 
vigilance  of  the  police.  It  would  be  con- 
ceding too  much  to  allow  you  to  put  on  a 
mask  to  aid  you  in  the  discovery  of  our 
secret,  and  then  to  remove  it  that  you 
may  ruin  those  who  have  confided  in  you. 
No,  no,  you  must  first  say  if  you  declare 
yourself  for  the  king-  of  a  day  who  now 
reig-ns,  or  for  his  majesty  the  emperor." 
— "I  am  a  royalist,"  replied  the  g-eneral ; 
"I  have  taken  the  oath  of  allegiance  to 
Louis  XVIII.,  and  I  will  adhere  to  it." 
These  words  were  followed  by  a  general 
murmur;  and  it  was  evident  several  of  the 
members  were  discussing-  the  propriety  of 
making-  the  g-eneral  repent  of  his  rashness. 
The  president  again  rose,  and  having-  im- 
posed silence,  said— "  Sir,  you  an-  too 
serious  and  too  sensible  a  man  not  to 
understand  the  consequences  of  our  pres- 
ent Situation,  and  your  candor  lias  already 
dictated  to  us  the  conditions  Avhich  remain 
for  us  to  olfer  you."  Tlie  g-eneral,  put- 
ting his  hand  on  his  sword,  e.\chiinK>d— 
"If  you  talk  of  honor,  do  not  begin  by 
disavowing:  its  laws,  and  impose  nothing 


by  violence." — ''And  you,  sir,"  continued 
the  president,  with  a  calmness  still  more 
terrible  than  the  g-eneral's  anger,  ••do  not 
touch  your  sword,  I  advise  you."  The 
g-eneral  looked  around  him  with  slig-ht  un- 
easiness ;  however,  he  did  not  A'ield,  but 
recalling  all  his  strength — "I  will  not 
swear,"  said  he.— "Then,  3'ou  must  die," 
replied  the  president,  calmly.  M.  d'Epinay 
became  very  pale;  he  looked  round  him 
a  second  time,  several  members  of  the 
club  were  whispering,  and  g-etting-  their 
arms  from  under  their  cloaks.  '•  General," 
said  the  president,  "do  not  alarm  your- 
self, you  are  among-  men  of  honor,  who 
will  use  ever^'  means  to  convince  you  be- 
fore resorting- to  the  last  extremity;  but 
as  you  have  said,  you  are  among:  conspir- 
ators, you  are  in  possession  of  our  secret, 
and  3'ou  must  restore  it  to  us."  A  sig-- 
nificant  silence  followed  these  words,  and 
as  the  g-eneral  did  not  reply — "  Close  the 
doors,"  said  the  president  to  the  door- 
keeper. The  same  deadly  silence  suc- 
ceeded these  words.  Tlien  the  g-eneral 
advanced,  and  making-  a  violent  effort  to 
control  his  feelings — "  I  have  a  son,"  said 
he,  "and  I  oug-hb  to  think  of  him,  finding- 
myself  among  assassins." — "^General," 
said  the  chief  of  the  assembly.  ••  one  man 
may  insult  fifty — it  is  the  privilege  of 
weakness.  But  he  does  wrong  to  use  his 
privilege.  Follow  my  advice,  swear,  and 
do  not  insult."  The  general,  again  daunted 
by  the  superiority  of  the  chief,  hesitated  a 
moment:  then  advancing  to  the  presi- 
dent "s  desk:   "What  is  the  form?"  said  he. 

"  *  "  It  is  this  :  •  I  swear  by  my  honor 
not  to  reveal  to  any  one  what  I  have  seen 
and  heard  on  the  5th  of  February,  1S15, 
between  nine  and  ten  o'clock  in  the  even- 
ing ;  and  I  plead  guilty  of  death  should 
I  ever  violate  tiiis  oath.'"  The  general 
appeared  to  be  affected  by  a  nervous  shud- 
der, which  prevented  Ids  answering  for 
some  moments  ;  then  overcoming  liis 
manifest  repugnance,  lie  pi'onouncod  the 
required  oath,  but  in  so  low  a  tone  as  to 
be  scarcely  audible  to  the  majority  of  the 
members,  who  insisted  on  his  repeating  it 
cle;irly  and  distinctly,  which  he  did. 

"'••Now  am  I  at  liberty  to  retire?" 
said    the    general.      Tlie   president    rose. 


456 


WORKS     OF    ALEXAXDRE    DUMAS. 


appointed  three  members  to  accoiifpany 
him,  and  g-ot  into  the  carriage  with  the 
general  .after  bandag-ing-  his  eyes.  One 
of  tliose  three  members  was  the  coach- 
man who  had  driven  them  there.  The 
other  members  silently  dispersed .  "Where 
do  3'ou  wish  to  be  taken  ?  "  asked  the 
president. — "Anywhere  out  of  3'our  pres- 
ence," replied  M.  d'Epinay.  "  Beware, 
sir,"  replied  the  president;  "you  are  no 
long-er  in  the  assembly,  and  have  onh'  to 
do  with  individuals ;  do  not  insult  them 
unless  you  wish  to  be  held  responsible." 
But  instead  of  listening-,  M.  d'Epinay 
went  on — "  You  are  still  as  brave  in  your 
carriag-e  as  in  your  assembly,  because  you 
are  still  foui-  ag-ainst  one."  The  presi- 
dent stopped  the  coach.  They  were  at 
that  part  of  the  Quai  des  Ormes  where 
the  steps  lead  down  to  the  river.  "  Wh}' 
do  3'ou  stop  here?"  asked  d'Epinay. — 
"  Because,  sir,"  said  the  president,  "  you 
have  insulted  a  man,  and  that  man  will 
not  g-o  one  step  farther  without  demand- 
ing* honorable  reparation." — "'  Another 
method  of  assassination  ?  "  said  the  g-ene- 
ral,  shrug-g-ing-  his  shoulders. — "Make  no 
noise,  sir,  unless  you  wish  me  lo  consider 
you  as  one  of  those  men  whom  you  desig- 
nated just  now  as  cowards,  who  take  their 
weakness  for  a  shield.  You  are  alone, 
one  alone  shall  answer  you  ;  you  have  a 
sword  by  your  side,  I  have  one  in  my 
cane  ;  you  have  no  witness,  one  of  these 
g-entlemen  will  serve  you.  Now,  if  you 
please,  remove  your  bandage."  The  gen- 
eral tore  the  handkerchief  from  his  eyes. 
"At  last,"  said  he,  "I  shall  know  with 
whom  I  have  to  do."  They  opened  llic 
door,  the  four  men  alighted.*  "" 

Franz  ag-ain  interrupted  himself,  and 
wiped  the  cold  drops  from  his  bi-ow  ;  tliei'e 
was  something"  awful  in  liearing"  the  son, 
trembling-  and  pale,  read  aloud  these  de- 
tails of  liis  father's  death,  wliich  liad 
hitherto  remained  unknown.  Valentine 
clasped  her  hands  as  if  in  prayer.  Noii-- 
tier  looked  at  Villefort  witli  ;in  almost 
sublime  cxpr('ssi<»n  of  contempt  and  pride. 
Franz  cont  iiuied  :  — 

"  '  It  was,  as  we  said,  the  5th  of  Feb- 
ruarv.     For  11ire(«    davs   there  had   been 


five  or  six  deg-rees  of  fro^t ;  the  steps  were 
covered  with  ice.  The  general  was  stout 
and  tall,  the  president  offered  him  the 
side  of  the  railing-  to  assist  him  in  g-etting 
down.  The  two  witnesses  followed.  It 
u  as  a  dark  night.  The  g-rouud  from  the 
steps  to  the  river  was  covered  with  snow 
and  hoarfrost,  the  water  of  the  river 
looked  black  and  deep.  One  of  the  sec- 
onds went  for  a  lantern  in  a  coal-barge 
near,  and  by  its  lig-ht  they  examined  the 
arms.  The  president's  swerd,  which  was 
simpl^',  as  he  had  said,  one  he  carried  in 
his  cane,  was  five  inches  shorter  than  the 
g-eneral's,  and  had  no  g-uard.  The  g"en- 
eral  proposed  to  cast  lots  for  the  swords, 
but  the  president  said  it  was  he  who  had 
g-iven  the  provocation,  and  when  he  had 
g-iven  it  he  had  supposed  each  would  use 
his  own  arms.  The  witnesses  endeavored 
to  insist,  but  the  president  bade  them  be 
silent.  The  lantern  was  placed  on  the 
g-round,  the  two  advei-saries  arrangfed 
themselves,  and  the  duel  commenced. 
The  light  made  the  two  swords  appear 
like  flashes  of  lightning  ;  as  for  the  men, 
they  were  scarce  perceptible,  the  darkness 
was  so  g-reat.  M.  le  General  d'Epinay 
l)assed  for  one  of  the  best  swordsmen  in 
the  army,  but  he  was  pressed  so  closely 
in  the  onset  that  he  missed  his  aim  and 
fell.  The  witnesses  thought  he  was  dead, 
but  his  adversary,  who  knew  he  had  not 
struck  him,  offered  him  the  assistance  of 
his  hand  to  rise.  The  circumstance  ir- 
I'itated  instead  of  calming-  the  general, 
and  he  rushed  on  his  adversary.  But  his 
opponent  did  not  miss  one  strilce.  Re- 
ceiving him  on  his  sword,  three  times  the 
genei-al  drew  back,  and  finding  himself 
foiled,  returned  to  the  cliarge.  At  the 
third  he  fell  again.  Tliey  thought  he 
slipped,  as  at  fii-st,  and  the  witnesses. 
seiMug-  he  did  not  move,  approached  and 
endeavored  to  raise  him,  but  the  one  who 
passed  his  arm  around  the  body  found  it 
was  moistened  with  blood.  The  general, 
wlio  had  ahnost  fainted,  revived.  "  Ah  I" 
said  he,  "  the,y  h.ave  sent  some  fencing- 
maslei-  to  (ight  with  me."  The  president, 
without  answering,  approached  the  wit- 
ness who  held  tlie  lantern,  and  raising" 
his  sleeve,    sliowed    him    two  wounds    he 
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had  received  in  his  arm  ;  then  opening-  his 
coat,  and  unbuttoning-  his  waistcoat,  dis- 
phiyed  his  side,  pierced  with  a  third 
wound.  Still  he  had  not  even  uttered  a 
sigh.  The  General  d'Epinaj'  died  five 
minutes  after,'  " 

Franz  read  these  last  words  in  a  voice 
so  choked  that  they  were  hardly  audible, 
and  then  stopped,  passing-  his  hand  over 
his  eyes  as  if  to  dispel  a  cloud  ;  but  after 
a  moment's  silence  he  continued  : — 

"'The  president  went  up  the  steps, 
after  pushing  his  sword  into  his  cane  ;  a 
track  of  blood  on  the  snow  marked  his 
course.  He  had  scarce)}'  arrived  at  the 
top  when  he  heard  a  heavy  splash  in  the 
water — it  was  the  general's  body,  which 
the  witnesses  had  just  thrown  into  the 
river  after  ascertaining  he  was  dead.  The 
genei-al  fell,  then,  in  a  loyal  duel,  and  not 
in  ambush,  as  it  might  have  been  reported. 
In  proof  of  this,  we  have  signed  this  paper 
to  establish  the  truth  of  the  facts,  lest  the 
moment  should  arrive  when  either  of  the 
actors  in  this  terrible  scene  should  be  ac- 
cused of  premeditated  murder  or  of  in- 
fringement of  the  laws  of  honor, 
"  '  Signed,  Beaurepaire,  Duchampy, 

and  Lecharpal.'  " 

When  Franz  had  finished  reading  this 
account,  so  dreadful  for  a  son — when  Val- 
entine, pale  with  emotion,  had  wiped 
away  a  tear — when  Villefort,  trembling, 
and  crouched  in  a  corner,  had  endeavored 
to  lessen  the  storm  by  supplicating  glances 
at  the  implacable  old  man — 

"  Sir,"  said  d'Epinay  to  Noirtier,  "since 
you  are  well  acquainted  with  all  these  de- 
tails, which  are  attested  by  honorable  sig- 
natures— since  you  appear  to  take  some 
interest  in  me,  although  you  have  only 
manifested  it  hitherto  by  causing  me  sor- 
row, refuse  me  not  one  final  satisfaction — 
tell  me  1,he  name  of  the  president  of  the 
club,  that  I  may  at  least  know  who  kilknl 
my  father."  Villefm-t  mechanically  foil 
for  the  handle  of  tht^  door  ;  Valentine,  who 
understood  sooner  than  any  one  her  grand- 
father's answer,  and  who  had  often  seen 
two  scars  upon  his  right  arm,  drew  back 
a  few  steps.  '•Mademoiselle,"  said  Franz, 
turning  toward  Valentine,    "  unite  your 


efforts  with  mine  to  find  out  the  name  of 
the  man  who  made  me  an  orphan  at  two 
years  of  age,"  Valentine  remained  dumb 
and  motionless. 

•'  Hold,  sir  I  "  said  Villefort,  "  do  not 
prolong  this  dreadful  scene.  The  names 
have  been  purposely  concealed  ;  my  father 
himself  does  not  know  who  this  president 
was,  and. if  he  knows,  he  cannot  tell  you; 
proper  names  are  not  in  the  dictionary." 

"Oh,  misery  I  "  cried  Franz  :  "the  only 
hope  which  sustained  me  and  enabled  me 
to  read  to  the  end  was  that  of  knowing, 
at  least,  the  name  of  him  who  killed  my 
father  !  Sir  !  sir  I  "  cried  he,  turning  to 
Noirtier,  "  do  what  you  can  I — make  me 
understand  in  some  way  I  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Noirtier, 

"  Oh,  mademoiselle  I — mademoiselle  I  " 
cried  Franz,  "your  grandfather  says  he 
can  indicate  the  person.  Help  me  ! — lend 
me  3-our  assistance  I  "  Noirtier  looked  at 
the  dictionary.  Franz  took  it  with  a  ner- 
vous trembling,  and  repeated  the  letters 
of  the  alphabet  successively,  until  he  came 
to  M.  At  that  letter  the  old  man  signi- 
fied "  Yes."— "M."  repeated  Franz,  The 
young  man's  finger  glided  over  the  words, 
but  at  each  one  Noirtier  answered  by  a 
negative  sign.  Valentine  hid  her  head 
between  her  hands.  At  length,  Franz 
arrived  at  the  word  MYSELF.—"  Yes  \  " 

"You  !  "  cried  Franz,  whose  hair  stood 
on  end  :  "  j'ou,  M.  Noirtier  I — you  killed 
my  father?  " — "  Yes?  ''  replied  Noirtier. 
fixing  a  majestic  look  on  the  young  man, 
Franz  fell  powerless  on  a  chair :  Villefort 
opened  the  door  and  escaped,  for  the  idea 
had  entered  his  mind  to  stifle  the  little  re- 
maining life  in  the  old  man's  heart. 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 
progress  of  m.   cavalcanti   the 

YOUNGER, 

]\[e.\nwhile  M.  Cavalcanti  the  older 
liad  returned  to  his  service,  not  in  the 
army  of  his  majesty  the  emperor  of  Aus- 
tria, but  at  the  gaming-table  of  the  baths 
of  Lucca,  of  which  ho  was  one  of  the  most 
assiduous  courtioi-s.  He  had  spent  every 
farthing  that  had  been  allowed  for  his 
journey  as  a  reward  for  the  majestic  and 
solemn  man  nor   in  which    ho   had   main- 
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tained  his  assumed  character  of  father. 
M.  Andrea  at  his  departure  inherited  all 
the  papers  which  proved  that  he  had  in- 
deed the  honor  of  bein.^  the  son  of  the 
Marquis  Bartolomeo  and  the  Marchioness 
Oliva  Corsinari.  He  was  now  fairh^ 
launched  in  that  Parisian  society  -which 
g-iv^es  such  ready  access  to  foreig-ners,  and 
treats  them,  not  as  what  they  really-  are, 
but  as  what  they  wish  to  be  considered. 
Besides,  what  is  required  of  a  young-  man 
in  Paris  ?  To  speal^  its  languag-e  toler- 
ably, to  make  a  good  appearance,  to  be  a 
good  gamester,  and  pa^'^  in  cash.  The}'- 
are  certainl}'^  less  particular  with  a  for- 
eigner than  with  a  Frenchman.  Andrea 
had  then,  in  a  fortnight,  attained  a  very 
fair  position.  He  was  entitled  M.  le 
Comte,  he  was  said  to  possess  r)0,000  livres 
per  annum;  and  his  father's  immense 
riches,  buried  in  the  quarries  of  Saravezza, 
were  a  constant  theme.  A  learned  man, 
before  whom  the  last  circumstance  was 
mentioned  as  a  fact,  declared  he  had  seen 
the  quarries  in  question,  which  gave  great 
weight  to  assertions  hitlierto  somewhat 
doubtful,  but  which  now  assumed  the  garb 
of  reality. 

Such  was  the  state  of  society  in  Paris 
at  the  period  Ave  bring  before  our  readers, 
when  Monte-Cristo  went  one  evening  to 
pay  M.  Dang-lars  a  visit.  M.  Danglars 
was  out,  but  the  count  was  asked  to  go 
and  see  the  baroness,  and  he  accepted  the 
invitation.  It  was  never  without  a  ner- 
vous shudder,  since  the  dinner  at  Auteuil, 
and  the  events  which  followed  it,  that 
Madame  Danglars  heard  Monte-Cristo's 
nnm<^  announced.  If  Ik;  did  not  come,  the 
painful  sensation  became;  most  intense;  if, 
on  tlie  contrary,  he  appeared,  his  noble 
countcMiance,  his  brilliant  eyes,  his  amia- 
bility-, his  polite  attention  even  toward 
Madame  Danglars,  soon  dispelled  every 
impression  of  fear.  It  appeared  impos- 
sible to  the  bai'oness  that  a  man  of  such 
delightfully  pleasing  manners  sliould  en- 
tertain evil  designs  against  her  ;  besides, 
the  most  corrupt  minds  only  suspect  evil 
when  it  would  answer  some  inlt-rested  end 
— useless  injury  is  repugnant  to  every 
mind.  When  Monte-Cristo  entered  the 
boudoir,  to  which  W(>  have   ali'eady  once 


introduced  our  readers,  and  -where  the 
baroness  was  examining  some  drawings, 
which  her  daughter  passed  to  her  after 
having  looked  at  them  with  M.  Caval- 
canti,  his  presence  soon  produced  its  usual 
effect ;  and  it  was  with  smiles  that  the 
baroness  received  the  count,  although  she 
had  been  a  little  disconcerted  at  the  an- 
nouncement of  his  name.  The  latter  em- 
braced the  whole  scene  at  a  glance. 

The  baroness  was  partially  reclining  on 
a  causeuse,  Eugenie  sat  near  her,  and 
Cavalcanti  was  standing*.  Cavalcanti, 
dressed  in  black,  like  one  of  Goethe's 
heroes,  with  japanned  shoes  and  open 
white  silk  stockings,  passed  a  white  and 
tolerabl}'-  nice-looking-  hand  through  his 
light  hair,  in  the  midst  of  which  sparkled 
a  diamoifd,  which,  in  spite  of  Monte- 
Cristo's  advice,  the  vain  j'oung-  man  had 
been  unable  to  resist  putting-  on  his  little 
fmg-er.  This  movement  was  accompanied 
by  killing  glances  at  Mademoiselle  Dan- 
glars, and  sighs  addressed  to  the  same 
party.  Mademoiselle  Danglars  was  still 
the  same — cold,  beautiful,  and  satirical. 
Not  one  of  these  g-lances,  nor  one  sigh, 
was  lost  on  her ;  they  might  have  been 
said  to  fall  on  the  shield  of  Minerva,  which 
some  philosophers  assert  protected  some- 
times the  breast  of  Sappho.  Eug-enie 
bowed  coldly  to  the  count,  and  availed 
herself  of  the  first  moment  when  the  con- 
versation became  earnest  to  escape  to  her 
stud}',  whence  ver^'  soon  two  cheerful  and 
noisy  voices  being  heard,  in  connection 
with  some  notes  of  the  piano,  assured 
Monte-Cristo  that  Mademoiselle  Danglars 
jireferrcd  to  his  society  and  to  that  of  M. 
Cavalcanti  the  company  of  Matlemoiselle 
Louis<'  d'Armilly,  her  singing  governess. 

It  was  then,  especially  while  conversing- 
with  Madame  Danglars,  and  appai-enlly 
absorbed  by  the  charm  of  tlie  convei-sa- 
tion,  the  count  renin rked  M.  Andrea  Cav- 
alcanti's  solicitude,  his  manner  of  listen- 
ing to  the  music  at  the  door  he  dared  not 
pass,  and  of  manifesting  his  admiration. 
The  banker  soon  returned.  His  llrst  look 
was  certainly  directed  toward  Monte- 
Cristo,  but  the  second  was  for  Andrea. 
As  for  his  wife,  he  bowed  to  her,  as  some 
husbands   do    to   their    wives,  but   which 
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bachelors  will  never  comprehend,  until  a 
very  extensive  code  is  published  on  conju- 

g-al  life. 

"  Have  ,not  the  ladies  invited  .you  to 
join  them  at  the  piano?  '"  said  Dang-lars 
to  Andrea.  "Alas  I  no,  sir,"  replied  An- 
drea, with  a  si,g-h,  still  more  remarkable 
than  the  former  ones.  Dang-lars  imme- 
diately advanced  toward  the  door  and 
opened  it. 

The  two  young  ladies  were  seen  seated 
on  the  same  chair,  at  the  piano,  accom- 
panying themselves,  each  with  one  hand, 
a  fancy  to  which  they  had  accustomed 
themselves,  and  performed  admirably. 
Mademoiselle  d'Armilly,  whom  they  then 
perceived  through  the  open  doorway, 
formed  with  Eugenie  one  of  those  living- 
pictures  of  which  the  Germans  are  so 
fond.  She  was  somewhat  beautiful,  and 
exquisitely  genteel — a  little  fairy-like  fig- 
ure, with  large  curls  falling  on  her  neck, 
which  was  rather  too  long,  as  Perug-ino 
sometimes  makes  his  Virgins,  and  her 
ej'^es  dull  from  fatigue.  She  was  said  to 
have  a  weak  chest,  and  like  Antonio  of 
the  "  Violin  de  Cremone,"  she  would  die 
one  da}''  while  singing.  Monte-Cristo  cast 
one  rapid  and  curious  g-lance  round  this 
sanctum  ;  it  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  seen  Mademoiselle  d'Armill.y,  of 
whom  he  had  heard  much.  "Well!" 
said  the  banker  to  his  daughter, ''  are  we, 
then,  all  to  be  excluded?"  He  then  led 
the  young  man  into  the  study,  and,  either 
by  chance  or  maneuver,  the  door  was  par- 
tially closed  after  Andrea,  so  that  from 
the  place  where  they  sat  neither  the  count 
nor  the  baroness  could  see  anything ;  but 
as  the  banker  had  accompanied  Andrea, 
Madame  Danglars  appeared  to  take  no 
notice  of  it. 

The  count  soon  heard  Andrea's  voice, 
singing  a  Corsicun  song,  accompanied  by 
the  piano.  While  the  count  smiled  at 
hearing  this  song,  which  made  him  lose 
sight  of  Andrea  in  the  recollection  of 
Benedetto,  Madame  Danglars  was  boast- 
ing to  Monte-Cristo  of  her  husband's 
strength  of  mind,  who  that  veiy  morning 
had  lost  three  or  four  hundred  thousand 
francs  by  a  failure  at  :Milan.  The  praise 
was  well  deserved,  for  had  not  the  count 


h6ard  it  from  the  baroness,  or  by  one  of 
those  means  by  which  he  knew  every- 
thing, the  baron's  countenance  would  not 
have  led  him  to  suspect  it.  "■  Hem  !  " 
thoug-iit  Monte-Cristo,  "  he  begins  to  con- 
ceal his  losses ;  a  month  since  he  boasted 
of  them."  Then  aloud — "Oh  I  madame, 
M.  Danglars  is  so  skillful,  he  will  soon 
regain  at  tlie  Bourse  what  he  loses  else- 
Avhere." 

"  I  see  30U  are  maintaining  an  erroneous 
idea,  as  well  as  many  more,"  said  Mad- 
ame Danglars. 

"What  is  it?"  said  Monte  Cristo. 

"  That  M.  Danglars  gambles,  whereas 
he  never  plays." 

"■  Trul}',  madame,  I  recollect  M.  Debray 
told  me  —  apropos,  what  is  become  of 
him  ?  I  have  seen  nothing  of  him  the 
last  three  or  four  days." 

"Nor  I,"  said  Madame  Danglars  ;  "but 
3^ou  began  a  sentence,  sir,  and  did  not 
finish."— "  Which  ?  " 

"M.  Debray  had  told  you—" 

"Trul}'-,  he  told  me  it  was  you  who  sac- 
rificed to  the  demon  of  the  card-table." 

"I  was  once  ver\'  fond  of  it,  but  I  do 
not  play  now.'' 

"Then  you  are  wrong,  madame.  Fort- 
une is  precarious :  and  if  I  were  a  woman, 
and  fate  had  made  me  a  banker's  viilQ, 
whatever  might  be  my  confidence  in  my 
husband's  good  fortune,  still,  in  specula- 
tion, you  know,  there  is  gi'eat  risk.  Well  I 
I  would  secure  for  mj'self  a  fortune  in- 
dependent of  him,  even  if  I  acquired  it  by 
placing  my  interest  in  hands  unknown  to 
him."  Madame  Danglai-s  blushed,  in 
spite  of  all  her  efforts.  "Stay,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  as  though  he  had  not  ob- 
served her  confusion,  "I  have  heard  of  a 
luck\'  hit  that  was  made  yesterday  on  the 
Neapolitan  bonds." — "I  have  none — nor 
have  I  ever  possessed  any  :  but  really  we 
have  talked  long  enough  of  money,  count, 
we  are  like  two  stockbrokers  ;  have  you 
heard  how  fate  is  )x>rsecuting-  the  i>oor 
Villeforts?" 

"  What  has  happened  ?  "said  the  count, 
apparently  ignorant  of  all. 

"  You  know  the  Marquis  of  Saint-Mcran 
died  a  few  days  after  lie  had  s»'t  out  on 
his  journey  to  Paris,  and  th.'  uiarchioness 
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a  few  daj-s  after  her  arrival  ?  " — ''Yes;" 
said  Monte-Cristo,  "1  have  heard  that; 
but,  as  Claudius  said  to  Hamlet,  'it  is  a 
law  of  nature  :  their  fathers  died  before 
them,  and  they  mourned  their  loss ;  they 
will  die  before  their  child len,  who  will,  in 
their  turn,  g-rieve  for  them.'  '' 

"  But  that  is  not  all."—"  Not  all ! " 

"No  :  the\^  were  going-  to  marry  their 
daughter — " 

'••  To  M.  Franz  d'Epinay.  Is  it  broken 
off?  '"' — "Yesterday  morning,  it  appears, 
Franz  declined  the  honor."    . 

"  Indeed  !     And  is  the  reason  known  ?  " 

"No." 

"  How  extraordinary-  I  And  how  does 
M.  de  Villefort  bear  it  ?  " 

"  As  usual.  Like  a  philosopher."  Dan- 
g^lars  returned  at  this  moment  alone. 
"  Well  I  "  said  the  baroness,  "  do  you 
leave  M.  Cavalcanti  with  your  daughter  ?" 
''  And  Mademoiselle  d'Armilly,"  said  the 
banker  ;  "  do  you  consider  her  no  one  ?  " 
Then,  turning  to  Monte-Cristo,  he  said, 
"  Prince  Cavalcanti  is  a  charming  young- 
man,  is  he  not  ?  But  is  he  really  a  prince  ?  " 

"'  I  will  not  answer  for  it,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo.  "  His  father  was  introduced  to 
me  as  a  marquis,  so  he  ought  to  be  a 
count :  but  I  do  not  think  he  has  much 
claim  to  that  title." 

"Why?"  said  the  banker.  "If  he  is 
a  prince,  he  is  wrong  not  to  maintaiu  his 
rank  ;  I  do  not  like  any  one  to  deny  his 
origin." — "  Oh  !  you  are  a  pure  democrat," 
said  Monte-Cristo,  smiling. 

"  But  do  you  see  to  what  you  are  ex- 
posing- yourself?  If,  perchance,  M.  de 
Morcerf  came,  he  would  find  M.  Cavalcanti 
in  that  room,  where  he,  tlie  betroMied  of 
Eugenie,  has  never  been  admitted." 

"You  may  well  say,  perchance,"  re- 
plied the  banker  ;  "  for  he  comes  so  seldom 
it  would  seem  only  chance  that  brings 
him." 

"But  should  he  comic,  :ui(i  liiid  that 
y6ung  man  with  your  daughl,or,  he  might 
be  displeased." 

"He!  you  are  mistaken:  .AI.  Albert 
woiild  not  do  us  the  lionor  to  be  Jealous: 
he  does  not  like  Eugenie  sullicicntly.  Bo- 
sides,  I  care  not  for  his  displeasure." — 
"Still,  situated  as  we   ai-e — " — •'  Yes,  do 


you  know  how  we  are  situated  ?  At  his 
mother's  ball  he  danced  once  with  Euge- 
nie, and  M.  Cavalcanti  three  times,  and 
he  took  no  notice  of  it."  The  valet  an- 
nounced M.  le  Vicomte  Albert  de  Morcerf. 
The  baroness  rose  hastily,  and  was  going 
into  the  study,  when  Danglars  stopped 
her.  "  Staj'^  I  "  said  he.  She  looked  at  him 
in  amazement.  Monte-Cristo  appeared 
to  be  unconscious  of  what  passed.  Albert 
entered,  looking  very  handsome  and  in 
high  spirits.  He  bowed  politely  to  the 
baroness,  familiarly  to  Danglars,  and 
affectionately'  to  Monte-Cristo.  Then  turn- 
ing to  the  baroness  :  "  Ma^^  I  ask  how 
Mademoiselle  Danglars  is  ?  "  said  he. 

"She  is  quite  well,"  replied  Danglars, 
quickly  ;  "  she  is  at  the  piano  with  M. 
Cavalcanti."  Albert  preserved  his  calm 
and  indifferent  manner ;  he  might  feel 
perhaps  anno^'ed,  but  he  knew  Monte- 
Cristo's  eye  -was  on  him.  "M.  Cavalcanti 
has  a  fine  tenor  voice,"  said  he,  "and 
Mademoiselle  Eugenie  a  splendid  soprano  : 
and  then  she  plays  on  the  piano  like  Thal- 
berg.  The  concert  must  be  a  delightful 
one." — "'  They  suit  each  other  remarkably 
well,"  said  Danglars.  Albert  appeared 
not  to  notice  this  remark,  which  was, 
however,  so  rude  that  Madame  Danglars 
blushed. 

"I,  too,"  said  the  3'oung  man,  "  am  a 
musician— at  least,  my  masters  used  to 
tell  me  so  ;  but  it  is  strange  that  \ny  voice 
never  would  suit  any  other,  and  a  soprano 
less  than  any."  Danglars  smiled,  and 
seemed  to  say.  It  is  of  no  consequence. 
Then,  hoping,  doubtless,  to  effect  his 
purpose,  he  said — "The  prince  and  my 
daughter  were  universally  admired  yes- 
terday. You  wei-e  not  of  the  party,  i\I.  ile 
Morcerf  ?  " 

"  What  prince  ?  "  asked  Albert. 

"  Prince  Cavalcanti,"  said  Danglars. 
vvlu)  persisted  in  giving  th(>  young  man 
that  tit  le. 

"  Pardon  nic,"'  said  Albert.  "I  was  not 
aware  he  was  a  prince.  And  Prince  Cav- 
alcanti .sang  with  Mademoiselle  Eugenie 
yesterday  ?  It  must,  have  been  charming, 
indeed.  1  regret  not  having  heard  them. 
But  I  was  unable  to  accept  your  invita- 
tion, having  promised  to  accompany  my 


THE     COUI^T    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


461 


mother  to  a  German  concert  given  by  the 
Countess  of  Chateau-Renaud."  This  was 
foilowed  by  rather  an  awkward  silence, 
"  May  I  also  be  allowed,"  said  Morcerf, 
"  to  pay  my  respects  to  Mademoiselle 
Dang-lars  ?  " 

''Wait  a  moment,"  said  the  banker, 
stopping  the  young-  man  ;  *•'  do  you  hear 
that  delightful  cavatina  ?  Ta,  ta,  ta,  ti, 
ta,  ti,  ta  ;  it  is  charming.  Let  them  finish 
— one  moment.  Bravo  !  bravi !  brava  !  " 
The  banker  was  enthusiastic  in  his  ap- 
plause. 

"  Indeed,"  said  Albert,  "  it  is  exquisite; 
it  is  impossible  to  understand  the  music 
of  his  country  better  than  Prince  Caval- 
canti  does.  You  said  prince,  did  you  not  ? 
But  iie  can  easily  become  one,  if  he  is  not 
already;  it  is  no  uncommon  thing  in  Italy. 
But  to  return  to  the  charming  musicians — 
you  should  give  us  a  treat,  Danglars,  with- 
out telling  them  there  is  a  stranger.  Ask 
them  to  sing  one  more  song ;  it  is  so  de- 
lightful to  hear  music  in  the  distance, 
when  the  musicians  are  unrestrained  by 
observation."  Danglars  was  quite  an- 
noyed by  the  young  man's  indifference. 
He  took  Monte-Cristo  aside.  "What  do 
you  think  of  our  lover?  "  said  he. 

"  He  appears  cool  !  But  then,  your 
word  is  given." — "  Yes,  doubtless,  I  have 
promised  to  give  my  daughter  to  a  man 
who  loves  her,  but  not  to  one  who  does 
not.  Even  if  Albert  had  Cavalcanti's 
fortune,  he  is  so  proud,  I  would  not  care 
to  see  him  marry  her." 

"Oh!"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  my  fond- 
ness may  blind  me,  but,  I  assure  you,  I 
consider  Morcerf  far  preferable  ;  and  his 
father's  position  is  good." 
"Hem  !  "  said  Danglars. 
"Why  do  you  doubt  ?  " 
"The  past— that  obscurity  on  the  past." 
"But  that  does  not  affect  the  son.     A 
montli  since  you  thought  w^ell  of  him  ;  and 
I  know  nothing  of  young  Cavalcanti,  al- 
though you  met  him  at  mv  house." 
"But  I  do." 

"  Have  you  made  inquiry  ?  " 
"Yes;  and  I  know  him  to  be  ricli." 
"What  do  you  suppose  him  worth?" 
**  Fifty  thousand  per  annum  ;  and  he  is 
well  educated." 


"  Hem  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo  in  his  turn. 

"He  is  a  musician." 

"  So  are  all  Italians." 

"  Come,  count,  you  do  not  do  that  young 
man  justice." — ''Well,  I  acknowledge  it 
anno^-s  me,  knowing  3'our  connection  with 
the  Morcerf  family,  to  see  him  throw  him- 
self in  the  way."  Danglars  burst  out 
laughing.  "  What  a  Puritan  you  are  !  " 
said  he  ;  "  that  happens  ever}^  day." 

"But  you  cannot  break  it  off  thus;  the 
Morcerfs  are  depending  on  this  union." 

"Indeed?" 

"Positively."—'-  Then  let  them  explain 
themselves ;  you  should  give  the  father  a 
hint,  3^ou  are  so  intimate  with  the  famih'." 

"I? — where  the  devil  did  you  find  out 
that  ?  " — "  At  their  ball ;  it  was  apparent 
enough.  Wh}^  did  not  the  countess,  the 
proud  Mercedes,  the  disdainful  Catalan, 
wiio  will  scarcely  open  her  lips  to  her  old- 
est acquaintances,  take  j^our  arm,  lead 
3'ou  into  the  garden,  into  the  private 
walks,  and  remain  there  for  half  an  hour  ? 
But  wnll  3'ou  undertake  to  speak  to  the 
father?"— "WiUingly,  if  you  wish  it."— 
"  But  let  it  be  done  explicitly  and  posi- 
tively. If  he  demands  m}-  daughter,  let 
him  fix  the  day — declare  his  conditions : 
in  short,  let  us  either  understand  each 
other,  or  quarrel.  You  understand — no 
more  delay." — "Yes,  sir,  I  will  give  my 
attention  to  the  subject." — "I  do  not  say 
I  expect  him  with  pleasure,  but  I  do  ex- 
pect him.  A  banker  must,  you  know,  be 
a  slave  to  his  promise."  And  Danglars 
sighed  as  M.  Cavalcanli  had  done  half  an 
hour  before.  "Bravo!"  cried  Morcerf. 
as  the  scene  closed.  Danglars  began  to 
look  suspiciously  at  Morcerf,  when  some 
one  came  and  whispered  a  few  woixls  to 
him.  "I  shall  soon  return,"  said  the 
banker  to  Monte-Cristo:  "wait  for  me. 
I  shall,  perhaps,  have  something  to  say  to 
you." 

The  baroness  took  advantage  of  her 
Inisband's  absence  to  push  open  t lie  door 
of  her  daughter's  study,  and  M.  Andiva, 
who  was  sitting  before  the  piano  with 
]\Iadenioiselle  Eugenie,  started  up  like  a 
spring.  Albert  bowed  lo  Mademoiselle 
Danglars  with  a  smile,  who,  not  appear- 
ing in   the  leas!    disturbed,   returned  liis 
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bow  with  her  usual  coolness.  Cavalcan- 
ti  was  evidently-  embarrassed ;  he  bowed 
to  Morcerf,  wl)o  replied  with  the  most 
impertinent  look  possible.  Then  Albert 
launched  out  in  praise  of  Mademoiselle 
Dang-lars'  voice,  and  on  his  reg-ret,  after 
what  he  had  just  heard,  he  had  been  un- 
able to  be  present  the  previous  evening-. 

Cavalcanti  being  left  alone,  turned  to 
Monte-Cristo. 

"  Come,"  said  Madame  Danglars, 
"leave  music  and  compliments,  and  let 
us  go  and  take  tea." — "Come,  Louise," 
said  Mademoiselle  Danglars  to  her  friend. 
They  passed  into  the  next  drawing-room, 
where  tea  was  prepared.  Just  as  they 
were  beginning,  in  the  English 'fashion, 
to  leave  the  spoons  in  their  cups,  the  door 
again  opened,  and  Danglars  entered,  visi- 
bly agitated.  Monte-Cristo  observed  it 
particularly,  and,  by  a  look,  asked  the 
banker  for  an  explanation.  "  I  have  just 
received  my  courier  from  Greece,"  said 
Danglars. 

"Ah  I  ah  !  "  said  the  count ;  "  that  was 
the  reason  of  your  running  awa^^  from  us." 

"Yes." 

''  How  is  King  Otho  ?  "  asked  Albert,  in 
the  most  sprightly  tone. 

Dang-lars  cast  another  suspicious  look 
toward  him  without  answering,  and 
Monte-Cristo  turned  awaj'^  to  conceal  the 
expression  of  pity  which  passed  over  his 
features,  but  which  was  gone  in  a  mo- 
ment. 

"  We  shall  go  together,  shall  we  not?  " 
said  Albert  to  the  count. 

"If  you  like,"  rophod  the  latter. 

Albert  could  not  understand  thi'  l)ank- 
er's  look,  and  turning  to  Monte-Cristo, 
who  understood  it  perfectly — "  Did  you 
see,"  said  he,  "  how  he  looked  at  me  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  count;  "but  did  you 
think  there  was  anytliing  particular  in  his 
look?" 

"  Inde«d,  1  did  ;  antl  what  (Iocs  lie  mean 
bj'  his  news  from  Greece  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  toll  you  ?  " 

"  Becau.se  1  imagine  you  hav«;  corro 
spondents  in  that  country." 

Monte-Cristo  smiled  significantly. 

"  Htop,"  said  Allwrt,  "here  he  comes. 
1  shall  compliment    Mademoiselle    Dan- 


glars on  her  cameo,  while  the  father  talks 
to  3'OU." 

"  If  you  compliment  her  at  all,  let  it  be 
on  her  voice,  at  least,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  No,  ever}^  one  would  do  that." 

"  'My  dear  viscount,  3'ou  are  dreadfully 
impertinent."  Albert  advanced  toward 
Eugenie,  smiling.  Meanwhile,  Danglars, 
stooping  to  Monte-Cristo's  ear,  "Your 
advice  was  excellent,"  said  he  ;  "  there  is 
a  whole  history  connected  with  the  names 
Fernand  and  Janina." 

"  Indeed  1  "  said  Monte-Cristo.  "  Yes, 
I  Avill  tell  30U  all ;  but  take  away  the 
3'oung  man  ;  1  cannot  endure  his  pres- 
ence."— "He  is  g-oing  with  me.  Shall  I 
send  the  father  to  you  ?  " 

"Immediately."— "Very  well."  The 
count  made  a  sign  to  Albert ;  they  bowed 
to  the  ladies,  and  took  their  leave ;  Albert 
perfectly  indifferent  to  Mademoiselle  Dan- 
glars' contempt,  Monte-Cristo  reiterating 
his  advice  to  Madame  Dang-lars  on  the 
prudence  a  banker's  wife  should  exercise 
in  providing  for  the  future.  M.  Caval- 
canti remained  master  of  the  field. 


CHAPTER  LXXVII. 

HAYDEE. 

Scarcely  had  the  count's  horses  cleared 
the  angle  of  the  boulevard,  than  Albert, 
turning  toward  the  count,  burst  into  a 
loud  fit  of  laughter — much  too  loud,  in 
fact,  not  to  give  the  idea  of  its  being 
rather  forced  and  unnatural.  "Weill" 
said  he,  "I  will  ask  you  the  same  ques- 
tion which  Charles  IX.  put  to  Catlierine 
de  Medicis,  after  the  massacre  of  Sainl 
Bartholomew.  '  How  have  I  played  my 
little  part  ?'"  —  *'  To  what  do  you  al- 
lude ?  "  asked  Monte-Cristo. 

"  To  the  installation  of  my  rival  at  M. 
Danglars'  !  " 

"What  rival?" 

"  Mai  foi  !  what  rival  ?  why,  your  j)n)- 
tege,   M.   Andrea  Cavalcanti  !  " 

"  Ah  !  no  joking,  viscount ,  if  you  please  ; 
I  do  not  patronize  M.  Andrea. — at  least, 
not  as  concerns  M.  Danglars." 

"  And  you  would  be  to  blame  for  not 
assisting  him,  if  the  young  man  really 
needed  your  help  in  that  quarter;  but, 
happily  for  me,  he  can  dispense  with  it." 
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*'  What !  do  you  think  he  is  paying-  his 
addresses  ?  " 

"  I  am  certain  of  it ;  his  languishing- 
looks  and  modulated  tones  when  address- 
ing- Mademoiselle  Danglars  fully  proclaim 
his  intentions.  He  aspires  to  the  hand  of 
the  proud  Eugenie."— '' What  does  that 
signify,  so  long  as  they  favor  your  suit  ?  '" 

"  But  it  is  not  the  case,  my  dear  count ; 
on  the  contrary,  I  am  repulsed  on  all 
sides."— ''What!" 

"  It  is  so  indeed  ;  Mademoiselle  Eugenie 
scarcely  answers  me,  and  Mademoiselle 
d'Armilly,  her  confidant,  does  not  speak 
to  me  at  all." — "  But  the  father  has  the 
greatest  regard  possible  for  you,"  said 
Monte-Cristo. 

"  He  ?  oh,  no  !  he  has  plunged  a  thou- 
sand daggers  into  my  heart ;  tragedy- 
weapons,  I  own,  which,  instead  of  wound- 
ing, sheath  their  points  in  their  own 
handles,  but  daggers  which  he  neverthe- 
less believed  to  be  real  and  deadly." 
'   "Jealousy  indicates  affection." 

"  True  ;  but  I  am  not  jealous." 

''  He  is."—"'  Of  whom  ?— of  Debray  ?  " 

"No,  of  you." 

"  Of  me  ?  I  wall  engage  to  say  that 
before  a  week  is  past  the  door  will  be 
closed  against  me." 

*■'  You  are  mistaken,  my  dear  viscount." 

'•'  Prove  it  to  me." 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to  do  so  ?  " — "  Yes." 

"  Well !  I  am  charged  with  the  commis- 
sion of  endeavoring  to  induce  M.  le  Comte 
de  Morcerf  to  make  some  definite  arrange- 
ment with  the  baron." 

'*  By  whom  are  yoM  charged  ?  " 

"By  the  baron  himself."—"  Oh  !"  said 
Albert,  with  all  the  cajoler}'  of  which  he 
was  capable.  "  You  surely  will  not  do 
that,  my  dear  count  ?  " 

"Certainly  I  shall,  Albert,  as  I  have 
promised  to  do  it." — "Well!"  said  Al- 
bert, with  a  sigh,  "  it  seems  you  are  de- 
termined to  marry  me." 

"  I  am  determined  to  try  and  be  on 
good  terms  with  everybody,  at  all  events," 
said  Monte-Cristo.  "  But  apropos  of  De- 
bray, how  is  it  that  I  have  not  seen  him 
lately  at  the  baron's  house  ?  " 

"  There  has  been  a  misunderstanding." 

"What,  with  the  baroness?  " 


■"  No,  with  the  baron." 

"  Has  he  perceived  anything  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  that  is  a  good  joke  !" 

"Do  you  think  he  suspects?"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  with  a  charming  naivete. 

"  Where  have  j'ou  come  from,  my  dear 
count  ?  "  said  Albert. 

-'  From  Congo,  if  3'ou  will." 

"  It  must  be  further  o/T  than  even  that." 

"'  But  what  do  I  know  of  your  Parisian 
husbands  ?  " — "Oh  !  my  dear  count,  hus- 
bands are  pretty  much  the  same  everj'- 
where :  an  individual  husband  of  an^^ 
country  is  a  pretty  fair  specimen  of  the 
whole  race." 

"  But  then,  what  can  have  led  to  the 
quarrel  between  Danglars  and  Debray  ? 
they  seemed  to  understand  each  other  so 
well  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  with  renewed 
energy. — "Ah!  now  yow  are  trying  to 
penetrate  into  the  mysteries  of  Isis,  in 
which  I  am  not  initiated.  When  ]\I.  An- 
drea Cavalcanti  has  become  one  of  the 
family',  you  can  ask  him  that  question." 
The  carriage  stopped.  '•  Here  we  are," 
said  Monte-Cristo;  "it  is  onl}'  half-past 
ten  o'clock;  come  in." 

"  Certainly,  I  will." 

"M^^  carriage  shall  take  you  back." 

"No,  thank  you  :  I  gave  orders  for  my 
coupe  to  follow  me." 

"There  it  is,  then,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 
as  he  stepped  out  of  the  carriage.  They 
both  went  into  the  house  :  the  drawing- 
room  was  lighted  up  Lhey  entered  it. 
"You  will  make  tea  for  us,  Baptistin." 
said  the  count.  Baptistin  left  the  room 
without  waiting  to  answer,  and  in  two 
seconds  reappeared,  bringing  on  a  waiter 
all  that  his  master  had  ordered,  ready 
prepared,  and  appearing  to  have  sprung 
from  the  ground,  like  the  repasts  wliich 
we  read  of  in  fairy  tales.  "  Really,  my 
dear  count."  said  Morcerf.  "what  I  ad- 
mii-o  in  you  is,  not  so  much  your  riches, 
for  perhaps  there  are  people  even  wealth- 
ier than  yoursrlf.  nor  is  it  only  your  wit, 
for  Beaumarchais  might  have  possessed 
as  much — but  it  is  your  manner  of  being 
served,  without  any  questions,  in  a  mo- 
ment, in  a  second  :  it  is  as  if  they  guess«xi 
what  you  wanted  by  your  manner  of  ring- 
ing, and  made  a  point  of  keeping  every- 
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thing-  you  [can  possibly'  desire  in  constant 
readiness." — '•  What  3-ou  say  is  perhaps 
true :  the3^  know  my  habits.  For  in- 
stance, you  shall  see  ;  how  do  3'ou  ^vish 
to  occupy-  yourself  during-  tea-time  ?  " 

"  Ma  foi!  I  should  like  to  smoke." 
Monte-Cristo  took  the  g-ong-  and  struck  it 
once.  In  about  the  space  of  a  second  a 
private  door  opened,  and  Ali  appeared, 
bringing-  two  chibouques  filled  with  excel- 
lent latakia.  '•'  It  is  quite  wonderful !  " 
said  Albert. — ''Oh  no,  it  is  as  simple  as 
possible,"  replied  Monte-Cristo.  "Ali 
knows  I  g-enerally  smoke  while  I  am  tak- 
ing- m}'  tea  or  coffee ;  he  has  heard  that  I 
ordered  tea,  and  he  also  knows  that  I 
brought  you  home  with  me  ;  when  I  sum- 
moned him  he  naturalh'  g-uessed  the 
reason  of  my  doing  so,  and  as  he  comes 
from  a  countr}^  were  hospitalit}'  is  espe- 
cially manifested  through  the  medium  of 
smoking,  he  naturally  concludes  that  we 
shall  smoke  in  company,  and  therefore 
brings  two  chibouques  instead  of  one — and 
now  the  mystery  is  solved." — ''  Certainly 
3'^ou  give  a  most  commonplace  air  to  your 
explanation,  but  it  is  not  the  less  true 
that  3^ou — Ah  !  but  what  do  I  hear  I  " 
and  Morcerf  inclined  his  head  toward  the 
door,  through  which  sounds  seemed  to 
issue  resembling  those  of  a  guitar. 

"  Ma  foi  !  m}'  dear  viscount,  you  are 
fated  to  hear  music  this  evening  ;  you 
have  only  escaped  from  the  piano  of 
Mademoiselle  Danglai-s  to  be  attacked  by 
the  guzla  of  Haydee." — '•  Haydee  I  what 
an  adorable  name  !  Are  there,  then, 
really  women  who  bear  the  name  of  Hay- 
dee anj'where  but  in  Byron's  poems?  " 

"  Certainly  there  are.  *  Haydee  is  a 
very  uncommon  name  in  France,  but  it  is 
common  enough  in  Albania  and  Epirus  ; 
it  is  as  if  you  said,  for  example,  Chastity, 
Modesty,  Innocence — it  is  a  kind  of  bivp- 
tismal  name,  as  you  Parisians  call  it." 

"Oh,  that  is  charming  I  "  said  Albert : 
"how  I  should  like  to  hear  my  country- 
women called  Mademoiselle  Goodness, 
Mademoiselle  Silence.  ^Mademoiselle  Chris- 
tian Charity  !  Only  think,  itwu,  if  Made- 
.moisclle  Danglars,  instead  of  being  called 
Claire-Ma rr\'-Kugeni<*.  liad  been  named 
Mademoiselle  Chastitv-Modesty-Innocence 


Danglars  ;  what  a  fine  effect  that  would 
have  produced  on  the  announcement  of  her 
marriage  I  " 

"Silence!"'  said  the  count,  "do  not 
joke  in  so  loud  a  tone  ;  Haydee  may  hear 
you,  perhaps." 

"  And  3'ou  think  she  would  be  angry  ?  " 

"No,  certainly  not,"  said  the  count, 
with  a  haught}-  expression. 

"'  She  is  very  amiable,  then,  is  she 
not  ?  "  said  Albert. 

"It  is  not  to  be  called  amiability,  it  is 
her  duty :  a  slave  does  not  dictate  to  a 
master." — "  Come  ;  you  are  joking  your- 
self now  ;  are  there  any  more  slaves  to  be 
had  who  bear  this  beautiful  name  ?  " 

"Undoubtedly." — "Really,  count,  you 
do  nothing,  and  have  nothing  like  other 
people.  The  slave  of  M.  le  Comte  de 
Monte-Cristo  I  vfhy,  it  is  a  rank  of  itself 
in  France  :  and  from  the  way  in  which 
you  lavish  money,  it  is  a  place  that  must 
be  worth  a  hundred  thousand  francs  a 
year."  —  "A  hundred  thousand  francs! 
the  poor  girl  originallj'  possessed  much 
more  than  that ;  she  was  born  to  treas- 
ures, in  comparison  with  which  those  re- 
corded in  the  '  Thousand  and  One  Nights  ' 
would  seem  but  povert3\" 

"  She  must  be  a  princess,  then  ?  " 

"'  You  are  right ;  and  she  is  one  of  the 
greatest  in  her  country,  too  !  " 

"  I  thought  so.  But  how  did  it  hap- 
pen that  such  a  great  princess  became  a 
slave  ?  " 

*'  How  was  it  that  Dionysius  the  Tyrant 
became  a  schoolmaster  ?  The  fortune  of 
war,  my  dear  viscount — the  caprice  of 
fortune ;  that  is  the  way  in  which  these 
things  are  to  be  accounted  for." 

"And  is  her  name  a  secret?" — "As 
i-t'gards  the  generalit}'  of  mankind  it  is  : 
but  not  for  you,  my  dear  viscount,  who 
are  one  of  ray  most  intimate  friends,  and 
on  whose  silence  I  feel  I  may  rely,  if  I 
consider  it  necessary  to  enjoin  it :  may  1 
not  do  so?  " 

"Certainly  I  on  my  word  of  honor." 

"  You  know  the  hist.oi-\'  of  tlie  pasha  of 
Yanina,  do  you  not .-'  " 

"Of  Ali  T.'belen  1  oh  !  yes!  it  was  in 
his  service  that  my  father  made  his  fort- 
une."— "  True,  I  had  forgotten  that." 
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''Well!  what  is  Hay  dee  to  Ali  Tebc- 
len?  " — "Merely  his  daughter. " 

"  What  ?  the  daughter  of  Ali  Pasha  ?  " 
"  Of  Ali  Pasha  and  the  beautiful  Va- 
siliki." 

"  And  your  slave  ?  "— "  Ma  foi !  yes." 
'•  But  how  did  she  become  so  ?  " 
"Why,  simply  from  the  circumstance 
of  my  having  bought  her  one  day,    as  I 
was  passing  through  the  market  at  Con- 
stantinople." 

"  Wonderful  I  really,  ni}^  dear  count, 
you  seem  to  throw  a  sort  of  magic  in- 
fluence over  all  in  which  you  are  con- 
cerned ;  when  listening  to  you,  existence 
no  longer  seems  reality,  but  a  waking 
dream.  Now,  I  am  perhaps  going  to 
make  an  imprudent  and  thoughtless  re- 
quest, but — " 

"Say  on." — "But,  since  you  go  out 
with  Haj'dee,  and  sometimes  even  take 
her  to  the  Opera— "—"Well  ?"— "I  think 
I  may  venture  to  ask  you  this  favor." 

"You  may  venture  to  ask  me  anj^- 
thing." — "Well,  then,  my  dear  count, 
present  me  to  your  princess." 

"  I  will  do  so  ;  but  on  two  conditions." 
"I  accept  them  at  once." — "' The  first 
is,  that  you  will  never  tell  any  one  that  I 
have  granted  the  interview." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Albert,  extending 
his  hand  ;  "  I  swear  I  will  not." 

"The  second  is,  that  you  will  not  tell 

that  ^'^our  father  ever  served  hers." 
"  I  give  you  ni}--  oath  that  I  will  not." 
"  Enough,  viscount ;  you  will  remember 
those  two  vows,  will  you  not  ?  But  I 
know  you  to  be  a  man  of  lionor,"  The 
count  again  struck  the  gong.  Ali  re- 
appeared. "  Tell  Haydee,"  said  he,  "  that 
I  will  take  coffee  with  her,  and  give  her 
to  understand  that  1  desire  permission  to 
present  one  of  my  friends  to  her."  Ali 
bowed  and  left  the  room.  "Now,  under- 
stand me,"  said  the  count,  "  no  direct 
questions,  my  dear  Morcerf ;  if  you  wish 
to  know  anything,  tell  me,  and  I  will  ask 
her."— "Agreed."  Ali  reappeared  for 
the  third  time,  and  drew  back  the  tapes- 
tried hanging  which  concealed  the  door. 
to  signify  to  his  master  and  Albert  that 
they  were  at  liberty  to  pass  on.  "  Let  us 
go  in,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 


Albert  passed  his  hand  through  his  hair 
and  curled  his  mustache,  then,  having 
satisfied  himself  as  to  his  personal  ap- 
pearance, followed  the  count  into  the 
room,  the  latter  having  previously-  re- 
sumed his  hat  and  gloves.  Ali  was  sta- 
tioned as  a  kind  of  advanced  guard,  and 
the  door  was  kept  by  the  three  French 
femmes-de-chainbre,  commanded  b3'Myr- 
tho.  Haydee  was  awaiting  her  visitors 
in  the  first  room  of  her  suite  of  apart- 
ments, which  was  the  drawing-room. 
Her  large  eyes  were  dilated  with  surprise 
and  expectation,  for  it  was  the  first  time 
that  an}'  man,  except  Monte-Cristo,  had 
been  accorded  an  entrance  into  her  pres- 
ence. She  was  sitting  on  a  sofa  placed  in 
an  angle  of  the  room,  with  her  legs  crossed 
under  her  in  the  Eastern  fashion,  and 
seemed  to  have  made  for  herself  a  kind 
of  nest  in  the  rich  Indian  silks  which  en- 
veloped her.  Near  her  was  the  instru- 
ment on  which  she  had  just  been  playing  : 
it  was  eleganth'  fashioned,  and  worthy  of 
its  mistress.  On  perceiving  Monte-Cristo. 
she  rose  and  welcomed  him  with  a  kind  of 
smile  peculiar  to  herself,  expressive  at 
once  of  the  most  implicit  obedience  and 
also  of  the  deepest  love.  Monte-Cristo 
advanced  toward  her  and  extended  his 
hand,  which  she,  as  usual,  raised  to  her 
lips. 

Albert  had  proceeded  no  farther  than 
the  door,  where  he  remained  rooted  to 
the  spot,  being  completely  fascinated  by 
the  sight  of  such  surpassing  beauty,  be- 
held, as  it  was,  for  the  first  time,  and  of 
which  an  inhabitant  of  more  northern 
climes  could  form  no  adequate  idea. 

"Whom  do  you  bring?"  asked  the 
young  girl,  in  Romaic,  of  Monte-Cristo  : 
"  is  it  a  friend,  a  brother,  a  simple  ac- 
quaintance, or  an  enemy  ?  " 

"A  friend,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  in  the 
same  language. 

"What  is  his  name  ?"—"  Count  Al- 
bert ;  it  is  the  same  man  whom  T  rescuo<l 
from  the  hands  of  the  banditti  nt  Rome." 

"In  what  language  would  you  like  mo 
to  converse  with  him  ?  " 

Monte-Cristo  turned  to  Albert.  "  Do 
you  know  modern  Greek  ?  "  asked  he. 

"Alas:  no,"   said  Albert:  "nor  even 
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ancient  Greek,  my  dear  count;  never  had 
Homer  or  Plato  a  more  unworth}'^  scholar 
than  mj'self." — "Then,"  said  Haydee, 
proving-  b}-  her  remark  that  she  had  quite 
understood  Monte-Cristo's  question  and 
Albert's  answer,  'Hhen  I  will  speak  either 
in  French  or  Italian,  if  my  lord  so  -wills 
it."  Monte-Cristo  reflected  one  instant. 
"■  You  will  speak  in  Italian,"  said  he. 
Then,  turning-  toward  Albert — '^It  is  a 
pity  you  do  not  understand  either  ancient 
or  modern' Greek,  both  of  which  Haydee 
speaks  so  fluentl}^ ;  the  poor  child  will 
be  obliged  to  talk  to  you  in  Italian,  which 
will  g-ive  you  but  a  very  false  idea  of  her 
powers  of  conversation."  The  count  made 
a  sign  to  Ha^'dee  to  address  his  visitor. 
''Sir,"  said  she  to  Morcerf,  "you  are 
most  welcome  as  the  friend  of  my  lord  and 
master."  This  was  said  in  excellent  Tus- 
can, and  with  that  soft  Roman  accent 
which  makes  the  lang-uag-e  of  Dante  as 
sonorous  as  that  of  Homer.  Then,  turn- 
ing to  Ali,  she  directed  him  to  bring-  coffee 
and  pipes  ;  and  when  he  had  left  the  room 
to  execute  the  orders  of  his  young-  mis- 
tress, she  beckoned  Albert  to  approach 
nearer  to  her.  Monte-Cristo  and  Morcerf 
drew  their  seats  toward  a  small  table, 
on  which  were  arrang-cd  nausic,  drawings, 
and  vases  of  flowers.  Ali  then  entered, 
bring-ing-  coffee  and  chibouques  ;  as  to  M. 
Baptist  in,  this  portion  of  the  building-  was 
interdicted  to  him.  Albert  refused  the 
pipe  which  the  Nubian  offered  him.  "  Oh, 
take  it — take  it,"  said  the  count ;  "  Haj'- 
dee  is  almost  as  civilized  as  a  Parisian  : 
the  smell  of  a  Havana  is  disag-reeable  to 
her,  but  the  tobacco  of  tlie  East  is  a  most 
delicious  p(?rfnme,  you  know." 

Ali  left  the  room.  The  cups  of  cofTee 
were  .  all  prepared,  with  the  addition  of 
a  sng-ar-glass.  which  had  been  broug-ht 
for  Albert.  Monte-Cristo  and  Haydee 
took  the  li(inor  in  the  orig-inal  Arabian 
manner,  that  is  to  say,  without  sng-ar. 
Haydee  took  the  porcelain  cup  in  her  little 
slender  fing-ers,  and  conveyed  it  to  her 
mouth  with  all  the  innocent  naivete  of  a 
child  when  eating  or  drinking  something- 
which  it  likes.  At  this  moment  two  wo- 
men entered,  bringing  salvers  filled  with 
ices  and  sherbet,  which   they   placed  on 


two  small  tables  appropriated  to  that  pur- 
pose. "  My  dear  host,  and  3^ou,  sig-nora," 
said  Albert,  in  Italian,  "excuse  my  ap- 
parent stupidity.  I  am  quite  bewildered, 
and  it  is  natural  that  it  should  be  so. 
Here  I  am  in  the  heart  of  Paris :  but  a 
moment  ago  I  heard  the  rumbling  of  the 
omnibuses  and  the  tinkling-  of  the  bells 
of  the  lemonade-sellers,  and  now  I  feel 
as  if  I  were  suddenl^^  transported  to  the 
East ;  not  such  as  I  have  seen  it,  but  such 
as  my  dreams  have  painted  it.  Oh  !  sig-- 
nora,  if  I  could  but  speak  Greek,  j^our  con- 
versation, added  to  the  fairy-scene  which 
surrounds  me,  would  furnish  an  evening- 
of  such  delight  as  it  would  be  impossible 
for  me  ever  to  forget." 

"  I  speak  sufficient  Italian  to  enable  me 
to  converse  with  3'OU,  sir,"  said  Haydee, 
quietly  ;  "  and  if  3'ou  like  what  is  Eastern, 
I  will  do  my  best  to  secure  the  g-ratifica- 
tion  of  3'^our  tastes  while  3'ou  are  here." 

'•'  On  what  subject  shall  I  converse  with 
her  ?  "  said  Albert,  in  a  low  tone  to  Monte- 
Cristo. — '•  Just  what  you  please;  you  may 
speak  of  her  country  and  of  her  youthful 
reminiscences ;  or,  if  you  like  it  better, 
3^ou  can  talk  of  Rome,  Naples,  or  Flor- 
ence." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Albert,  "  it  is  of  no  use  to 
be  in  the  company  of  a  Greek  if  one  con- 
verses just  in  the  same  stjie  as  with  a 
Parisian ;  let  me  speak  to  her  of  the 
East." — "Do  so,  then,  for  of  all  themes 
which  you  could  choose,  that  will  be  the 
most  agreeable  to  her  taste."  Albert 
turned  toward  Haydee.  "At  what  ag-e 
did  you  leave  Greece,  sig-nora?"  asked 
he. — "  I  left  it  when  I  was  but  five  j'ears 
old,"  replied  Haydee. 

"  And  have  you  any  recollection  of  your 
country  ?  " — "When  I  shut  my  eyes  and 
think,  1  seem  to  .see  it  all  ag-ain.  The 
mind  has  its  org-an  of  vision  as  well  as  the 
body,  with  this  additional  perfection,  tliai 
the  objects  i>resented  to  its  view  arc  in- 
delibly i  n I  pressed . ' ' 

"  And  how  far  back  into  the  i)ast  do 
your  recollections  extend  ?  " 

"  I  could  scarcely  walk  when  my  mother, 
who  was  culled  VasiliUi,  which  means 
royal,"  said  tlie  young  girl,  tossing  her 
head  proudly,  "  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
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after  putting-  in  our  purse  all  the  money 
we  possessed,  we  went  out,  both  covered 
with  veils,  to  solicit  alms  for  the  prison- 
ers, saying-,  '  He  who  giveth  to  the  poor 
lendeth  to  the  Lord.'  Then,  when  our 
purse  was  full,  we  returned  to  the  palace, 
a  nd  without  saying-  a  word  to  my  father, 
we  sent  it  to  the  convent,  where  it  was 
divided  among  the  prisoners." 

"  And  how  old  were  you  at  that  time  ?  " 

"I  was  three  years  old,"  said  Haydee. 

''Then  you  remember  all  which  was 
passing  around  j'ou  when  you  were  but 
three  years  old?"  said  Albert.— "  All." 

"Count,"  said  Albert,  in  a  low  tone  to 
Monte-Cristo,  "do  allow  the  signora  to 
loll  me  something  of  her  history.  You 
])rohibited  my  mentioning  my  father's 
name  to  her,  but  perhaps  she  will  allude 
to  him  of  her  own  accord  in  the  course  of 
1  he  recital,  and  you  have  no  idea  how  de- 
lighted I  should  be  to  hear  our  name  pro- 
nounced by  such  beautiful  lips."  Monte- 
Cristo  turned  to  Ha^^dee,  and  with  an 
expi'ession  of  countenance  which  com- 
manded her  to  pay  the  most  implicit  at- 
tention to  his  words,  he  said  in  Greek — 
"Tell  us  the  fate  of  your  father;  but 
neither  the  name  of  the  traitor  nor  the 
treason."  Haydee  sighed  deeply,  and  a 
shade  of  sadness  clouded  her  beautiful 
l)ro\v. 

'•  What  are  you  saying  to  her?"  said 
Morcerf,  in  an  undertone. 

"  I  again  reminded  her  that  you  were  a 
friend,  and  that  she  need  not  conceal  any- 
thing from  3'ou." 

"Then,"  said  Albert,  "  this  pious  pil- 
grimage in  behalf  of  the  prisoners  was 
your  first  remembrance  ;  what  is  the 
next?  " — "  Oh  !  then  I  remember  as  if  it 
wore  but  yesterday  sitting  under  the  shade 
of  some  sycamore  trees,  on  the  borders  of 
a  lake,  in  the  waters  of  which  the  trem- 
bling foliage  was  I'etlected  as  in  a  mirror. 
Under  the  oldest  and  thickest  of  thos(^ 
trees,  reclining  on  cushions,  sat  my  father; 
my  mot,her  was  at  his  feet,  and  I,  childlike, 
anuised  myself  by  playing  with  his  long 
white  beard,  which  descended  to  his  gir- 
dle, or  with  the  diamond  hilt  of  the 
scimitar  attached  to  his  girdle.  Then 
from  time  to  time  there  came  to  hiiu  an 


Albanian,  who  said  something,  to  which  I 
paid   no  attention,  but  which   he  always 
answered  in  the  same  tone  of  voice,  either' 
'  Kill,'  or  '  Pardon.'  " 

"  It  is  very  strange,"  said  Albert,  "to 
hear  such  words  proceed  from  the  mouth 
of  any  one  but  an  actress  on  the  stage ; 
and  one  needs  constantly  to  be  saying  to 
one's  self,  'This  is  no  fiction,  it  is  all 
reality,'  in  order  to  l^elieve  it.  And  how 
does  France  appear  in  3'our  eyes,  accus- 
tomed as  they  have  been  to  gaze  on  such 
enchanted  scenes  ?  " — "  I  think  it  is  a  fine 
countr3%"  said  Haydee,  "  but  I  see  France 
as  it  really  is,  because  I  lock  on  it  with 
the  eyes  of  a  woman ;  whereas  my  own 
country,  which  I  can  only  judge  of  from 
the  impression  produced  on  my  childish 
mind,  alwa^'s  seems  enveloped  in  a  doubt- 
ful atmosphere,  which  is  luminous  or 
otherwise,  according  as  my  remembrances 
of  it  are  sad  or  joyous." 

"  So  young,"  said  Albert,  forgetting  at 
the  moment  the  count's  command  that  he 
should  ask  no  questions  of  the  slave  her- 
self, "is  it  possible  that  you  can  have 
known  what  suffering  is  except  b}-- 
name?  " 

Haydee  turned  her  eyes  toward  Monte- 
Cristo,  who,  making  at  the  same  time 
some  imperceptible  sign,  murmured — "  Go 
on." 

"  Nothing  is  ever  so  firml^"^  impressed  on 
the  mind  as  the  memory  of  our  early 
childhood,  and,  with  the  exception  of  the 
two  scenes  I  have  just  described  to  you, 
all  ni}'  earliest  reminiscences  are  fraught 
with  deepest  sadness." — "Speak,  speak, 
signora,"  said  Albert,  "  I  am  listening 
with  the  most  intense  delight  and  interest 
to  all  you  say.'' 

Haydee  answered  his  remark  with  a 
melancholy  smile.  "  You  wish  me,  tlien, 
to  relate  the  history  of  my  past  sorrows?" 
said  she. 

"  I  beg  you  to  do  so,"  replied  Albert. 

"  Well  !  I  was  but  four  years  old.  when 
one  night  I  was  suddenly  awoke  by  niy 
mother.  We  were  in  the  palace  of  Yani- 
na  :  she  snatched  me  from  the  cushions 
on  which  I  was  sleeping,  and  on  opening 
my  eyes  I  saw  hers  were  filled  with  t^ars. 
She    took    me    awav    without    speaking. 
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When  I  saw  her  weeping  I  began  to  crj' 
too.  '  Silence,  child  ! '  said  she.  At  other 
times,  in  spite  of  maternal  endearments 
or  threats,  I  had,  with  a  child's  caprice, 
been  accustomed  to  indulge  m^^  feelings  of 
sorrow  or  anger  b3'  crying  as  much  as  I 
felt  inclined  ;  but  on  this  occasion  there 
was  an  intonation  of  such  extreme  terror 
in  my  mother's  voice  when  she  enjoined 
me  to  silence,  that  I  ^eased  crying  as  soon 
as  her  command  was  given.  She  bore  me 
rapidl3"  away.  I  saw  then  that  we  were 
descending  a  large  staircase ;  around  us 
were  all  m}'  mother's  servants  carrying 
trunks,  bags,  ornaments,  jewels,  purses 
of  gold,  etc.,  etc.,  with  which  they  were 
hurrying  away  in  the  greatest  distraction. 
Behind  the  women  came  a  guard  of  twenty 
men,  armed  with  long  guns  and  pistols, 
and  dressed  in  the  costume  which  the 
Greeks  have  assumed  since  they  have 
again  become  a  nation.  You  may  imagine 
there  was  something  startling  and  omi- 
nous," said  Haydee,  shaking  her  head, 
and  turning  pale  at  the  mere  remem- 
brance of  the  scene,  ''in  this  long  file  of 
slaves  and  women  only  half-aroused  from 
sleep,  or  at  least,  so  they  appeared  to  me, 
who  was  myself  scarcely'  awake.  Here 
and  there,  on  the  walls  of  the  staircase, 
were  reflected  gigantic  shadows,  which 
trembled  in  the  flickering  light  of  the 
pine-torches,  till  they  seemed  to  reach  to 
the  vaulted  roof  above. 

"  '  Quick  !  '  said  a  voice  at  the  end  of 
the  gallery.  This  voice  made  every  one 
bow  before  it,  resembling  in  its  effect  the 
wind  passing  over  a  field  of  corn,  by  its 
superior  strength  foi;cing  every  ear  to 
yield  obeisance.  As  for  me,  it  made  me 
tremble.  This  voice  was  that  of  my  fa- 
ther. He  marched  the  last,,  clothed  in  his 
splendid  robes,  and  holding  in  his  hand 
the  carabine  with  which  your  emperor 
presented  him.  He  was  leaning  on  the 
shoulder  of  his  favorite  Seliin,  and  he 
drove  us  all  before  him,  as  a  shepherd 
would  his  straggling  flock.  My  father," 
said  Haydee,  raising  licr  head,  "  was  that 
illustrious  man  known  in  Europe  under 
the  name  of  Ali  Tebolen,  pasha  of  Yanina, 
and  before  wliom  Tiirke}'  treMil)l('(i." 

Albert,  without  knowing  wliy,  started 


on  hearing  these  words  pronounced  with 
such  a  haughty  and  dignified  accent ;  it 
appeared  to  him  as  if  there  was  something 
supernaturally  gloomy  and  terrible  in  the 
expression  which  gleamed  from  the  bril- 
liant eyes  of  Haydee  at  this  moment ;  she 
appeared  like  a  Pythoness  evoking  a  spec- 
ter, as  she  recalled  to  his  mind  the  re- 
membrance of  the  fearful  death  of  this 
man,  to  the  news  of  which  all  Europe  had 
listened  with  horror.  "■  Soon,"  said  Hay- 
dee, '•  we  halted  on  our  march,  and  found 
ourselves  on  the  borders  of  a  lake.  My 
mother  pressed  me  to  her  throbbing  heart, 
and,  at  the  distance  of  a  few  paces,  I  saw 
m}'  father,  Avho  was  glancing  anxiously 
around.  Four  mai'ble  steps  led  down  to 
the  water's  edge,  and  below  them  was  a 
boat  floating  on  the  tide.  From  where  we 
stood  I  could  see,  in  the  middle  of  the 
lake,  a  large  black  mass ;  it  was  the  kiosk 
to  which  we  were  going.  This  kiosk  ap- 
peared to  me  to  be  at  a  coiisiderable  dis- 
tance, perhaps  on  account  of  the  darkness 
of  the  night,  which  prevented  an}'  object 
from  being  more  than  partially  discerned. 
We  stepped  into  the  boat.  I  remember 
well  that  the  oars  made  no  noise  whatever 
in  striking  the  water,  and  when  I  leaned 
over  to  ascertain  the  cause,  I  saw  the.y 
were  muffled  with  the  sashes  of  our  Pali- 
cares.  Besides  the  rowers,  the  boat  con- 
tained onh'  the  women,  m.y  father,  mother, 
Selim,  and  myself.  The  Palicares  had  re- 
mained on  the  shore  of  the  lake,  ready  to 
cover  our  retreat ;  they  were  kneeling  on 
the  lowest  of  the  marble  steps,  and  in 
that  manlier  intended  making  a  rampart 
of  the  three  others,  in  case  of  pursuit. 
Our  bark  flew  before  the  wind.  'Wh^^ 
does  the  boat  go  so  fast ?  '  asked  I  of  ni}- 
mother. 

*'  *  Silence,  child  !  Hush  !  we  are  fl^'ing.* 
I  did  not  understand.  Why  should  my 
father  fly  ? — he,  the  all-powerfnl — he,  be- 
fore whom  others  were  accustomed  to  fly 
— he,  who  had  taken  for  his  device — 

' THEY  HATE  ME,  THEN  THEY  FEAR  ME  !  ' 

"It  was,  indeed,  a  flight  which  my  fa- 
ther was  trying  to  efl'ect.  1  have  been 
told  since,  that  the  garrison  of  the  castle 
of  Yanina,  fatiguinl  with  long  service — " 
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Here  Haydee  cast  a  significant  glance 
at  Monte-Cristo,  whose  eyes  had  been  riv- 
eted on  her  countenance  during-  the  whole 
course  of  her  narrative.  The  young  girl 
then  continued,  speaking  slowly,  Uke  a 
person  who  is  either  inventing  or  sup- 
pressing some  feature  of  the  history  which 
he  is  relating.  ''You  were  saying,  sig- 
nora,"  said  Albert,  who  was  paying  the 
most  implicit  attention  to  the  recital, 
"  that  the  garrison  of  Yanina,  fatigued 
with  long  service — " 

"  Had  treated  with  the  Seraskier  Kour- 
chid,  who  had  been  sent  by  the  sultan  to 
gain  possession  of  the  person  of  my  father  ; 
it  was  then  that  Ali  Tebelen  took  the 
resolution  of  retiring,  after  having  sent 
to  the  sultan  a  French  officer  in  whom  he 
reposed  great  confidence,  to  the  asylum 
wiiich  he  had  long  before  prepared  for 
himself,  and  which  he  called  kataphygion, 
or  the  refuge." — "And  this  officer,"  asked 
Albert,  *'  do  you  remember  his  name,  sig- 
nora  ?  "  Monte-Cristo  exchanged,  a  rapid 
glance  with  the  j'^oung  girl,  which  w'as" 
quite  unperceived  by  Albert.  " No,"  said 
she,  "  I  do  not  remember  it  just  at  this 
moment ;  but  if  it  should  occur  to  me  pres- 
ently, I  will  tell  you."  Albert  was  on  the 
point  of  pronouncing  his  father's  name, 
when  Monte-Cristo  gently  held  up  liis  fin- 
ger in  token  of  reproach  ;  the  young  man 
recollected  his  vow,  and  was  silent. 

"  It  was  toward  this  kiosk  that  we  were 
rowing.  A  ground  floor,  ornamented  with 
arabesques,"  bathing  its  terraces  in  the 
water,  and  another  floor,  looking  on  the 
lake,  was  all  which  was  visible  to  the  eye. 
But  beneath  the  ground  floor,  stretching 
out  into  the  island,  was  a  large  subter- 
raneous cavern,  to  which  my  mother,  my- 
self, and  the  women  were  conducted.  In 
this  place  were  together  60,000  purses  and 
200  barrels  ;  the  purses  contained  25,000,- 
000  of  money  in  gold,  and  the  barrels  wore 
lilled  with  30,0,00  pounds  of  gunpowder. 

"  Near  these  barrels  stood  Selim,  my 
father's  favorite,  whom  I  mentioned  to 
you  just  now.  It  was  his  duty  to  watcli 
day  and  night  a  lance,  at  the  end  of  which 
was  a  lighted  match,  and  he  had  orders  to 
blow  up  all— kiosk,  guards,  women,  goUi. 
and  Ali  Tebelen  himself,  at  i  he  first  signal 


given  by  my  father.  I  remember  well 
that  the  slaves,  convinced  of  the  precari- 
ous tenure  on  which  they  held  their  lives, 
passed  whole  days  and  nights  in  praying, 
crying,  and  groaning.  As  for  me,  I  can 
never  forget  the  pale  complexion  and  black 
eye  of  the  young  soldier ;  and  whenever 
the  angel  of  death  summons  me  to  another 
world,  I  am  quite  sure  I  shall  recognize 
Selim.  I  cannot  tell  you  how^  long  we  re- 
mained in  this  state  ;  at  that  period  I  did 
not  even  know  what  time  meant ;  some- 
times, but  very  rarely,  mj'  father  sum- 
moned me  and  m^'  mother  to  the  terrace 
of  the  palace  \  these  were  my  hours  of 
recreation  ;  I,  who  never  saw  anything  in 
the  dismal  cavern  but  the  gloomy  coun- 
tenances of  the  slaves  and  the  fiery  lance 
of  Selim.  My  father  was  endeavoring  to 
pierce  with  his  eager  looks  the  remotest 
verge  of  the  horizon,  examining  atten- 
tivelj'  ever^'  black  speck  which  appeared 
on  the  lake,  wiiile  my  mother,  reclining  by 
his  side,  rested  her  head  on  his  shoulder, 
and  I  played  at  his  feet,  admiring  every- 
thing I  saw  w^tli  that  unsophisticated 
innocence  of  childhood  which  throws  a 
charm  round  objects  insignificant  in  them- 
selves, but  which  in  its  eyes  are  invested 
with  the  greatest  importance.  The  heights 
of  Pindus  towered  above  us  ;  the  castle  of 
Yanina  rose  wiiite  and  angular  from  the 
blue  waters  of  the  lake,  and  the  immense 
masses  of  black  vegetation  which,  viewed 
in  the  distance,  gave  the  idea  of  lichens 
clinging  to  the  rocks,  were,  in  reality, 
gigantic  fir-trees  and  myrtles. 

"  One  mornmg  my  father  sent  for  us  : 
my  mother  had  been  crying  all  the  night, 
and  was  very  wa-etched  ;  we  found  the 
pasha  calm,  but  paler  than  usual.  ''Take 
courage,  Vasiliki,'  s;iid  he  ;  *  to-day  ar- 
rives the  firman  of  tlie  master,  and  my 
fate  will  be  decided.  If  my  pardon  bo 
complete,  we  shall  return  triumphant  to 
Yaniiui;  if  the  news  be  inauspicious,  we 
must  fly  this  night.'—'  But  supposing  onr 
enemy  should  not  allow  us  to  do  so  ?'  said 
my  mother.  '  Oil  !  make  yourself  easy  on 
thathead,' said  Ali  smiling:  'Selim  and  his 
flaming  lance  will  sett  let  hat  matter.  They 
would  be  glad  to  see  me  dead,  but  they 
would  not  like  themselves  to  die  with  mo.' 
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*'My  mother  only  answered  hy  sighs  to 
these  consolations,  which  she  knew  did 
not  come  from  my  father's  heart.  She 
prepared  the  iced  water  which  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  constantly  drinking-,  for, 
since  his  sojourn  at  the  kiosk,  he  had 
been  parched  by  the  most  violent  fever, 
after  which  she  anointed  his  white  beard 
with  perfumed  oil,  and  lighted  his  chi- 
bouque, which  he  sometimes  smoked  for 
hours  together,  quietly'-  watching  the 
w^reaths  of  vapor,  which,  ascending  in 
spiral  clouds,  gradually  mixed  itself  with 
the  surrounding  atmosphere.  Present W 
he  made  such  a  sudden  movement  that  I 
was  paralyzed  with  fear.  Then,  without 
taking  his  eyes  from  the  object  which  had 
first  attracted  his  attention,  he  asked  for 
his  telescope.  My  mother  gave  it  him ; 
and  as  she  did  so,  looked  whiter  than  the 
marble  against  which  she  leaned.  I  saw 
my  father's  hand  tremble.  '  A  boat ! — 
two  ! — three  ! '  murmured  ni}^  father  : — 
*  four  ! '  He  then  rose,  seizing  his  arms 
and  priming  his  pistols.  'Vasiliki,'  said 
he  to  my  mother,  trembling  perceptiblj', 
'  the  instant  approaches  which  will  decide 
ever^'thing.  In  the  space  of  half-an-hour 
we  shall  know  the  emperor's  answer.  Go 
into  the  cavern  with  Haydee.' — 'I  will 
not  quit  you,'  said  Vasiliki ;  'if  you  die, 
m}'-  lord,  I  will  die  with  j'ou.'— •  Go  to 
Selim  ! '  cried  my  father.  '  Adieu  !  my 
lord,'  murmured  my  mother,  dclerininin<^ 
quietly'  to  await  the  approach  of  death. 
'  Take  away  Vasiliki  I '  said  my  father  to 
his  Palicares. 

"  As  for  me,  I  had  been  forgotten  in  the 
general  confusion  ;  I  ran  toward  Ali  Tebe- 
len  ;  he  saw  me  hold  out  my  arms  to  him, 
and  he  stooped  down  a  nd  pressed  my  fore- 
head with  his  lips.  Oh!  how  distinctly  I 
remember  that  ki.ss  !  it  was  the  hist  he 
over  gave  me,  and  I  feel  as  if  it  were  still 
warm  on  my  forcihead.  On  descending, 
we  distinguished  throuprh  tlie  lattice-work 
several  boats  which  were  gradually  be- 
coming more  distinct  to  our  view.  At 
first  they  appeai-cd  like  black  specks,  and 
now  they  looked  like  birds  skimming  the 
surface  of  the  waves.  Durini::  this  time, 
in  th(!  kiosk,  at  the  feet  of  my  father, 
were  seated  twenty  Palicares,  concealed 


from  view  by  an  angle  of  the  wall,  and 
watching  with  eager  eyes  the  arrival  of 
the  boats ;  they  were  armed  with  their 
long  guns  inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl  and 
silver,  and  cartouches,  in  great  numbers, 
were  h'ing  scattered  on  the  floor ;  my 
father  looked  at  his  watch,  and  paced  up 
and  down  with  a  countenance  expressive 
of  the  greatest  anguish.  This  was  the 
scene  which  presented  itself  to  my  view 
when  I  quitted  my  father  after  that  last 
kiss.  My  mother  and  I  traversed  the 
gloomy  passage  leading  to  the  cavern. 
Selim  was  still  at  his  post,  and  smiled 
sadly  on  us  as  we  entered.  We  fetched 
our  cushions  from  the  other  end  of  the 
cavern,  and  sat  down  hy  Selim.  In  great 
dangers  the  devoted  ones  cling  to  each 
other ;  and,  young  as  I  was,  I  quite  un- 
derstood that  some  imminent  danger  w^as 
hanging  over  our  heads." 

Albert  had  often  heard,  not  from  his 
father,  for  he  never  spoke  on  the  subject, 
but  from  strangers,  the  description  of 
the  last  moments  of  the  vizier  of  Yanina  ; 
he  had  read  different  accounts  of  his 
death,  but  this  history  seemed  to  borrow 
new  life  from  the  voice  and  expression  of 
the  young  girl  :  the  living  accent  and  the 
melancholy  expression  of  countenance  at 
once  charmed  and  horrified  him.  As  to 
Haydee,  these  terrible  reminiscences 
seemed  to  have  overpowered  her  for  the 
moment,  for  she  ceased  speaking,  her 
head  leaning  on  hei*  hand  like  a  beautiful 
flower  bowing  beneath  the  violence  of  the 
storm,  and  her  eyes,  gazing  on  vacancy, 
indicated  that  she  was  mentally  contem- 
plating the  green  summit  of  the  Pindus 
and  the  blue  waters  of  the  lake  of  Yanina, 
which,  like  a  magic  mirror,  seemed  to 
reflect  the  somber  picture  which  she 
sketched.  Montc-Cristo  looked  at  her 
with  an  indescribable  expression  of  in- 
terest and  pity. 

"Go  on,"  said  the  count,  in  the  Ro- 
maic language. 

Haydee  looked  up  abruptly,  as  if  the 
sonorous  tones  of  Montc-C'risto's  voice 
had  awakeneil  her  from  a  dream,  and  she 
resumed  her  narrative.  **  It,  was  about 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  ;  and  al- 
though the  day  was  brilliant  out  of  doors, 
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we  were  enveloped  in  the  gloomy  dark- 
ness of  the  cavern.  One  single  solitar}^ 
light  was  burning  there,  and  it  appeared 
like  a  star  set  in  a  heaven  of  blackness ; 
it  was  Selim's  flaming  lance.  My  mother 
was  a  Christian,  and  she  prayed.  Selim 
repeated  from  time  to  time  these  sacred 
words— 'God  is  great ! '  However,  my  mo- 
ther had  still  some  hope.  As  she  was  com- 
ing down,  she  thought  she  recognized  the 
French  officer  who  had  been  sent  to  Con- 
stantinople, and  in  whom  my  father  placed 
so  much  confidence,  for  he  knew  that  all 
the  soldiers  of  the  French  emperor  were 
naturally  noble  and  generous.  She  ad- 
vanced some  steps  toward  the  staircase, 
and  listened.  '  They  are  approaching,' 
said  she ;  '  perhaps  they  bring  us  peace 
and  liberty  !  ' — '  What  do  you  fear,  Vasi- 
liki  ?  '  said  Selim,  in  a  voice  at  once  so 
gentle  and  yet  so  proud ;  'if  they  do  not 
bring  us  peace  we  will  give  them  war  ;  if 
they  do  not  bring  life  vye  will  give  them 
death.'  And  he  renewed  the  flame  of  his 
lance  with  an  alacrity  which  reminded  one 
of  the  Dion3'sian  festivals  among  the  an- 
cient Cretans.  But  I,  who  was  only  a 
little  child,  was  terrified  b}'  this  undaunted 
courage,  which  appeared  to  me  both  fero- 
cious and  senseless,  and  I  recoiled  with 
horror  from  the  idea  of  the  frightful  death 
amid  fire  and  flame  which  probably  await- 
ed us. 

"  M}'^  mother  experienced  the  same  sen- 
sations, for  I  felt  her  tremble.     '  Mamma, 
mamma,'    said   I,    'are    we  really  to  be 
killed  ?  '     And  at  the  sound  of  m,y  voice 
the    slaves    redoubled    their    cries,    and 
prayers,   and   lamentations.     'My  child,' 
said  Vasiliki,  'may  God  preserve  you  from 
ever  wishing  for  that  deatli  which  to-day 
you  so  much  dread  !  '     Then,  whispering 
to   Selim,  she  asked  what  were  his  mas- 
ter's oixiers.     '  If  he  send  me  his  poniard, 
it  will  signify  that  the   emperor's  inten- 
tions are  not  favorable,  and  I  am  to  set 
fire   to  the  powder  ;  if,  on  the  contrary, 
he  send  me  his  ring,  it  will  be  a  sign  that 
the  emperor  pardons  him.  and  I  will  ox- 
tinquish  the  match  and  leave  the  maga- 
zine  untouched.'— 'My  friend,'    said  my 
mother,  '  when   your  master's  order  ar- 
rives, if  it  is  the  poniard  which  he  sends, 


instead  of  dispatching  us  b3^  that  horrible 
death  which  we  both  so  much  dread,  you 
will  mercifullj'  kill  us  with  this  same  pon- 
iard, will  you  not  ?  ' — '  Yes,  Vasiliki,'  re- 
plied Selim,  tranquilly. 

"  Suddenly'  we  heard  loud  cries  ;  we  list- 
ened :  they  were  cries  of  joy;  the  name 
of  the  French  oflicer  who  had  been  sent 
to  Constantinople  resounded  on  all  sides 
among  our  Palicares  ;  it  was  evident  that 
he  brought  the  answer  of  the  emperor, 
and  that  it  was  favorable." 

"  And  do  you  not  remember  the  French- 
man's name  ?  "  said  Morcerf,  quite  read}^ 
to  aid  the  memory  of  the  narrator. 
Monte-Cristo  made  a  sign  to  him  to  be 
silent. 

•'•'  I  do  not  recollect  it,"  said  Haydee.* 

"  The  noise  increased,  steps  were  heard 
approaching  nearer  and  nearer  :  they  were 
descending  the  steps  leading  to  the  cavern. 
Selim  made  read}'-  his  lance.  Soon  a 
figure  appeared  in  the  gray  twilight  at 
the  entrance  of  the  cave,  formed  by  the 
reflection  of  the  few  rays  of  daylight 
which  had  found  their  way  into  this 
gloonij'  retreat.  '  Who  are  you  ?  '  cried 
Selim.  'But  whoever  you  may  be,  I 
charge  you  not  to  advance  another  step.' 
— '  Long  live  the  emperor  I'  said  the  figure. 
'He  grants  a  full  pardon  to  the  Vizier 
All ;  and  not  only  gives  him  his  life,  but 
restores  to  him  his  fortune  and  his  posses- 
sions.' Mj^  mother  uttered  a  cry  of  joy. 
and  clasped  me  to  her  bosom.  '  Stop  I  ' 
said  Selim,  seeing  that  &he  was  about  to 
go  out ;  '  you  see  I  have  not  yet  received 
the  ring.' — ' True,'  said  my  mother.  And 
she  fell  on  her  knees,  at  the  same  time 
holding  me  up  toward  heaven,  as  if  she 
desired,  while  praying  to  God  in  my  be- 
half, to  raise  me  actually  to  his  presence.*' 

And  for  the  second  time  Haydeo  stopmnl. 
overcome  by  such  violent  emotion  that  ihe 
perspiration  stood  upon  her  pale  brow, 
and  her  stifled  voice  seeme<i  hardly  able 
to  find  utterance,  so  parched  and  tiry  wei-e 
her  throat  and  lips.  Monte-Cristo  pouivd 
a.  little  iced  water  into  a  glass,  and  pre- 
sented it  to  her,  saying,  with  a  mildness 
in  which  was  also  a  shade  of  command — 
"  Courage."  Haydee  dried  her  eyes  and 
continued  :— "By  this  time  oar  eyes,  ha- 
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bituated  to  the  darkness,  had  recog-nized 
the  messeng-er  of  the  pasha  —  it  was  a 
friend.  Sehm  had  also  recognized  him; 
but  the  brave  young-  man  o\\\\  acknowl- 
edge one  duty,  which  was  to  obey,  'In 
whose  name  do  you  come  ?  '  said  he  to 
him.  '  I  come  in  the  name  of  our  master, 
Ali  Tebelen.* — "  If  you  come  from  Ali  him- 
self," said  Selim,  'you  know  what  you 
were  charged  to  remit  to  me?" — '^Yes,' 
said  the  messenger,  '  and  I  bring  you  this 
ring.'  At  these  words  he  raised  his  hand 
above  his  head  to  show  the  token,  but  it 
was  too  far  off,  and  there  was  not  light 
enough  to  enable  Selim,  where  he  was 
standing,  to  distinguish  and  recognize  the 
object  presented  to  his  view.  '  I  do  not 
se«  what  you  have  in  your  hand,'  said 
Selim.  'Approach,  then,'  said  the  mes- 
senger, '  or  I  will  come  nearer  to  you,  if 
you  prefer  it.' — 'I  will  agree  to  neither 
one  nor  the  other,'  replied  the  young  sol- 
dier; 'place  the  object  which  I  desire  to 
see  in  the  rsuj  of  lig-ht  which  shines  there, 
and  retire  while  I  examine  it.' — 'Be  it  so,' 
said  the  envoy  ;  and  he  retired,  after  hav- 
ing first  deposited  the  token  agreed  on  in 
the  place  pointed  out  to  him  by  Selim. 

"  Oh  !  how  our  hearts  palpitat^l ;  for  it 
did,  indeed,  seem  to  be  a  ring  which  was 
placed  there.  But  was  it  mj'  father's 
ring  ?  that  was  the  question.  Selim,  still 
holding  in  his  hand  the  lighted  match, 
walked  toward  the  opening  in  the  cavei'n, 
and  aided  by  the  faint  liglit  which 
streamed  in  through  the  mouth  of  the 
cave,  picked  up  the  token. 

"  '  It  is  well  I  /'  said  lie,  kissing  it ;  'it  is 
m}'  master's  ring  ! '  And  throwing  the 
match  on  tlio  ground,  lie  trampled  on  it 
and  extinguislicd  it.  Th«!  messenger  ut- 
tered a  cry  of  joy  and  clapped  his  hands. 
At  this  signal  four  soldiers  of  \\w  Scra.s- 
kier  Konrchid  suddtMily  appeared,  and  Se- 
lim fell  pierced  by  five  blows.  Each  man 
had  stabbed  liim  separately' ;  and,  intoxi- 
cated by  their  crime,  though  still  pale 
with  fear,  they  sought,  all  ovei-  the  cavern 
to  discover  if  there  was  any  fear  of  fire, 
after  which  they  anuised  them.selves  by 
rolling  on  the  bags  of  gold.  At  this  mo- 
ment my  mother  seized  iii(>  in  her  arms, 
and    bounding    lightlv    along    mimerous 


turnings  and  windings,  known  only  to  our- 
selves, she  arrived  at  a  private  staircase 
of  the  kiosk,  where  was  a  scene  of  fright- 
ful tumult  and  confusion.  The  lower 
rooms  were  entirely  filled  with  the  tcho- 
doars  of  Kourchid,  that  is  to  say,  with 
our  enemies.  Just  as  my  mother  was  on 
the  point  of  pushing  open  a  small  door, 
we  heard  the  voice  of  the  pasha  sounding 
in  a  loud  and  threatening  tone.  My 
mother  applied  her  eye  to  the  crack  be- 
tween the  boards  ;  I  luckily  found  a  small 
opening,  which  afforded  me  a  view  of  the 
apartment  and  what  was  passing  within. 
'What  do  you  want?  '  said  my  father  to 
some  people  who  were  holding  a  paper  in- 
scribed with  characters  of  gold.  'What 
we  want,'  replied  one  of  them,  'is  to  com- 
municate to  you  the  will  of  his  highness. 
Do  you  see  this  firman  ?  ' — '  I  do,'  said  my 
father. — '  Well,  read  it ;  he  demands  your 
head,' 

"  My  father  answered  with  a  loud 
laugh,  which  was  more  frightful  than  even 
threats  would  have  been,  and  he  had  not 
ceased  when  two  reports  of  a  pistol  were 
heard  ;  he  had  fired  them  himself,  and  had 
killed  two  men.  The  Palicares,  who  were 
prostrated  at  my  father's  feet,  now  sprang 
up  and  fired  ;  and  the  room  was  filled  with 
fire  and  smoke.  At  the  same  instant  the 
firing  began  on  the  other  side,  and  the 
balls  penetrated  the  boards  all  round  us. 
Oh  !  how  noble  did  the  grand  vizier,  my 
father,  look  at  that  moment,  in  the  midst 
of  the  balls,  his  scimitar  in  his  hand,  and 
his  face  blackened  with  the  powder  of  his 
enemies  !  and  how  he  t.eri'ilied  them,  even 
then,  and  made  them  lly  befon^  him  I 
'Selim!  Selim!'  cried  he,  "guardian  of 
the  fire,  do  your  duty  ! ' — '  Selim  is  dead  ! ' 
repli|'d  a  voice  which  seemed  to  come  from 
the  cU'pthsof  the  earth,  'and  3-ou  are  lost, 
Ali  ! '  At  the  same  moment  an  explosion 
was  h(>ard,  and  the  llooring  of  the  room  in 
which  my  father  was  sitting  was  suddenly 
torn  up  and  shivered  to  atoms  ;  the  tcho- 
doars  were  firing  underneath:  three  or 
four  Palicares  fell  with  their  bodies  liter- 
ally plowed  with  wounds. 

'*  Afy  fathiM'  howled  aloud,  he  plunged 
his  lingers  into  the  holes  which  the  tialls 
had  madcj  and  i(jie  up  one  of  the  planks 
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entire.     But    immediately    through    this 
opening   twent}^  more  shots    were    fired, 
and  the  flame,  rushing-  up  like  fire  from 
the  crater  of  a  volcano,  soon  gained  the 
tapestry,  which  it  quickly  devoured.     In 
the  midst  of  all  this  frightful  tumult  and 
these  terrific  cries,  two  reports,  fearfully 
distinct,  followed    hy  two    shrieks    more 
heartrending    than    all,    froze    me    with 
terror;   these    two    shots    had    mortally 
wounded  my  father,  and  it  was  he  who 
had  given  utterance  to  these  frightful  cries. 
However,  he  remained  standing,  clinging 
to  a  window.     My  mother  tried  to  force 
the  door,  that  she  might  go  and  die  with 
him,  but   it  was   fastened    on   the   inside. 
All  around  him  were  l^'ing  the  Palicares, 
writhing  in  convulsive  agonies  ;  while  two 
or  three,  who  were  only  slightly  wounded, 
were  tr^-ing  to  escape  by  springing  from 
the   windows.     At   this   crisis   the  whole 
flooring  suddenly  gave  way ;  ni}'  father 
fell  on   one   knee,  and  at  the  same  mo- 
ment  twenty   hands   were   thrust   forth, 
armed  with  sabers,  pistols,  and  poniards. 
— twenty  blows  were  instantaneouslj^  di- 
rected against  one  man,  and  my  father 
disappeared   in   a  whirlwind   of   fire   and 
smoke  kindled  by  these  demons,  and  which 
seemed  like  hell  itself  opening  beneath  his 
feet.     I  felt  m^yself  fall  to  the  ground  ;  it 
was  my  mother  who  had  fainted." 

Haydee's  arms  fell  by  her  side,  and  she 
utte^ed  a  deep  groan,  at  the  same  time 
looking  toward  the  count,  as  if  to  ask  if 
he  were  satisfied  with  her  obedience  to  his 
commands.  Monte-Cristo  i-ose  and  ap- 
proached her  ;  he  took  her  hand,  and  said 
to  her  in  Romaic,  "Calm  yourself,  my 
dear  child,  and  take  courage  in  remember- 
ing that  there  is  a  God  who  will  punish 
traitors.'" 

'•It  is  a  frightful  story,  count,"  said 
Albert,  terrified  at  the  paleness  of  Hay- 
dee's  countenance,  "and  I  reproach  my- 
self now,  for  having  been  so  cruel  and 
thoughtless  in  my  request."— ••  Oh.  it  is 
nothing  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo.  Tiien,  pat- 
ting the  young  girl  on  t,he  head,  he  con- 
tinued—"  Haydee  is  wry  courageous: 
and  she  sometimes  even  finds  consolation 
in  tlie  recital  of  her  misfortunes."—''  Be- 
cause,  my  lord,"  said   Haydee,   eagerly. 


"  my  miseries  recall  to  me  the  remem- 
brance of  your  goodness." 

Albert  looked  at  her  with  curiosity,  for 
she  had  not  yet  related  what  he  most  de- 
sired to  know,  namelj-,  how  she  had  be- 
come the  slave  of  the  connt.  Hardee  saw 
at  a  glance  the  same  expression  pervading 
the  countenances  of  her  two  auditors :  she 
exclaimed — "  When  ni}-  mother  recovered 
her  senses  we  were  before  the  seraskier. 
'  Kill  me,'  said  she,  '  but  spare  the  honor 
of  the  widow  of  Ali." — 'It  is  not  me  to 
whom  you  must  address  j'ourself,'  said 
Kourchid. — •  To  whom  then  ?  ' 

'•'  '  To  your  new  master.' 

'•  •'  Who  and  where  is  he  ?  ' — '  He  is  here.' 

'•And  Kourchid  pointed  out  one  who 
had  more  than  any  contributed  to  the 
death  of  my  father,"  said  Haydee,  in  a 
tone  of  chastened  anger.  '"Then,"  said 
Albert,  "  you  became  the  property  of  this 
man  ?  " — '•  No,"  replied  Haydee,  "  he  did 
not  dare  to  keep  us,  so  we  were  sold  to 
some  slave-merchants  who  were  going  to 
Constantinople.  We  traversed  Greece, 
and  arrived,  half  dead,  at  the  imperial 
gates.  Thej^  were  surrounded  by  a  crowd 
of  people,  Avho  opened  a  way  for  us  to  pass, 
when,  suddenh',  my  mother,  having  di- 
rected lier  e\'e  to  the  object  which  was 
attracting  their  attention,  uttered  a  pierc- 
ing- cvy  and  fell  to  the  ground,  pointing, 
as  she  did  so,  to  a  head  which  was  placed 
over  the  gates,  and  beneath  which  were 
inscribed  these  words — 

'  This  is  the  head  of  Ai>i  Tebelen, 
Pasha  of  Yanina.' 

"  I  cri(Hl  bitterly,  and  tried  to  raise  my 
mother  from  the  earth,  but  she  was  dead  ! 
I  was  taken  to  the  slave-marker,  and  was 
purchased  by  a  rich  Armenian.  He  caused 
me  to  bo  instructed,  gave  me  masters,  and 
when  I  was  thirteen  years  of  age  he  sold 
me  to  the  Sultan  Mahmoud." 

"  Of  whom  I  bought  her,"  said  Monto- 
Cristo.  "as  I  told  you.  Albert,  with  tl.c 
emerald  which  formed  a  match  to  the  one 
T  had  made  into  a  box  for  the  pur|>osc  of 
holding  my  pastilles  of  hatchis."— "  Oh  ; 
you  are  good  !  you  are  great  !  my  loni  ! 
said  Haydee,  kissing  the  count's  hand. 
"and  I  am  verv  fortunate  in  belonging  to 
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such  a  master."  Albert  remained  quite 
bewildered  with  all  that  he  had  seen  and 
heard.  ''  Come  I  finish  your  cup  of  cof- 
fee," said  Monte-Cristo ;  '^the  history  is 
ended," 


CHAPTER  LXXVIII. 

YANINA. 

If  Valentine  could  have  seen  the  trem- 
bling step  and  agitated  Tsountenance  of 
Franz  when  he  quitted  the  chamber  of  M. 
Noirtier,  even  she  would  have  been  con- 
strained to  pity  him.  Yillefort  had  onl}'^ 
just  g-iven  utterance  to  a  few  incoherent 
sentences,  and  then  retired  to  his  study, 
where  he  received  about  two  hours  after- 
ward the  following  letter  : — 

"  After  all  the  disclosui'es  which  were 
made  this  morning,  M.  Noirtier  de  Ville- 
fort  must  see  the  utter  impossibility^  of  anj^ 
alliance  being  formed  between  his  family- 
and  that  of  M.  Franz  d'Epinay.  M. 
d'Epinay  must  say  that  he  is  shocked 
and  astonished  that  M.  de  Villefort,  who 
appeared  to  be  aware  of  all  the  circum- 
stances detailed  this  morning,  should  not 
have  anticipated  him  in  this  announce- 
ment." 

No  one  who  had  seen  the  magistrate  at 
this  moment,  so  thoroughly  unnerved  by 
the  recent  inauspicious  combination  of 
circumstances,  would  have  supposed  for 
an  instant  that  he  had  anticipated  the 
aimoyancc  ;  although  it  certainly  never 
had  occurred  to  him  that  his  father  would 
carry  candor,  or  rather  rudeness,  so  far 
as  to  relate  such  a  history-.  And  in  jus- 
tice to  Villefort,  it  must  be  understood 
that  M.  Noirtier,  who  never  cared  for  the 
opinion  of  his  son  on  any  subject,  had 
always  omitted  to  explain  the  affair  to 
Villefort,  so  that  he  had  all  his  life  en- 
tertained the  belief  that  the  General  de 
Quesnel,  or  the  Baron  d'Epinay,  as  he 
was  alternately  styled,  according  as  the 
speaker  wished  to  identify  him  b.y  his 
own  family  name  or  by  the  title  which 
had  been  conferred  on  him,  fell  the  victim 
of  assassination,  and  not  that  he  was 
killed  fairly  in  a  duel.  Tliis  harsh  letter, 
coming  as  it  did  from  a  man  generally  so 
polite  and  respectful,  si  ruck  a  mortal  blow 


at  the  pride  of  Villefort.  Hardlj^  had  he 
read  the  letter,  when  his  wife  entered. 
The  sudden  departure  of  Franz,  after 
being  summoned  by  M,  Noirtier,  had  so 
much  astonished  every  one,  that  the  posi- 
tion of  Madame  de  Villefort,  left  alone 
Avith  the  notarj'  and  the  witnesses,  became 
every  moment  more  embarrassing.  De- 
termined to  bear  it  no  longer,  she  rose 
and  left  the  room,  saying  she  would  go 
and  make  some  inquiries  into  the  cause  of 
his  sudden  disappearance. 

M.  de  Villefort's  communications  on  the 
subject  were  very  limited  and  concise  ;  he 
told  her,  in  fact,  that  an  explanation 
had  taken  place  between  M.  Noirtier,  M. 
d'Epinay,  and  himself,  and  that  the  mar- 
riage of  Valentine  and  Franz  would  con- 
sequently be  broken  off.  This  was  an 
awkward  and  unpleasant  thing  to  have  to 
I'eport  to  those  who  Avere  awaiting  her 
return  in  the  chamber  of  her  father-in- 
law.  She  therefore  contented  herself  with 
saying  that  M.  Noirtier  having,  at  the 
commencement  of  the  discussion,  been  at- 
tacked by  a  sort  of  apoplectic  fit,  the  affair 
would  necessarily  be  deferred  for  some 
days  longer.  This  news,  false  as  it  was, 
following  so  singularly  in  the  train  of  the 
two  similar  misfortunes  which  had  so  re- 
cently occurred,  evidently'  astonished  the 
auditors,  and  the.y  retired  without  a  re- 
mark. During  this  time,  Valentine,  at 
once  terrified  and  happy,  after  having 
embraced  and  thanked  the  feeble  old  man 
for  thus  breaking,  with  a  single  blow,  the 
chain  wliich  she  had  been  accustomed  to 
consider  as  indissoluble,  asked  leave  to 
retire  to  her  own  room,  in  order  to  recover 
her  composure.  Noii'tier  looked  the  per- 
mission which  she  solicited.  But  instead 
of  going  to  hei"  own  room,  Valentine, 
having  once  gained  her  liberty,  entered 
the  gallery,  and  opening  a  small  door  at 
the  end  of  it,  found  herself  at  once  in  the 
garden.  In  the  midst  of  all  the  strange 
events  whicli  had  crowded  one  on  the 
other,  an  indefinable  sentiment  of  dread 
had  taken  possession  of  Valentine's  mind. 
She  expected  every  mou)ent  that  she 
should  see  ^T(u-rel  apjii^ar.  pale  and  trem- 
bling, to  forbid  the  signing  of  the  contract, 
like   the   Laird    of  Ravenswood   in  "The 
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Bride  of  Lammermoor."  It  was  high 
time  for  her  to  make  her  appearance  at 
the  gate,  for  Maximilian  had  long  awaited 
her  coming.  He  had  half  guessed  what 
was  going  on  when  he  saw  Franz  quit  the 
cemetery  with  M.  de  Villefort.  He  fol- 
lowed M.  d'Epinay,  saw  him  enter,  after- 
ward go  out,  and  then  re-enter  with  Albert 
and  Chateau-Renaud.  He  had  no  longer 
any  doubts  as  to  the  nature  of  the  confer- 
ence :  lie  therefore  quickly  resumed  his 
original  position,  prepared  to  hear  the 
result  of  the  proceedings,  and  very  certain 
that  Valentine  would  hasten  to  him  the 
first  moment  she  should  be  set  at  libert3\ 
He  was  not  mistaken ;  his  eye,  which  was 
peering  through  the  crevices  of  the  wooden 
partition,  soon  discovered  the  3'^oung  girl, 
who,  throwing  aside  all  her  usual  precau- 
tions, walked  at  once  to  the  gate.  The 
first  glance  which  Maximilian  directed 
toward  her  entirely  reassured  him,  and 
the  first  words  she  pronounced  made  his 
heart  bound  with  delight. 

''We  are  saved!"  said  Valentine. 
"Saved!"  repeated  Morrel,  not  being- 
able  to  conceive  such  intense  happiness ; 
"  by  whom  ?  " — "  By  my  grandfather. 
Oh,  Morrel !  pray  love  him  for  all  his 
goodness  to  us  !  "  Morrel  swore  to  love 
him  with  all  his  soul ;  and  at  that  moment 
he  could  safely  promise  to  do  so,  for  he 
felt  as  though  it  were  not  enough  to  love 
him  merely  as  a  friend  or  even  as  a  fa- 
ther. "  But  tell  me,  Valentine,  how  has 
it  all  been  effected  ?  what  strange  means 
has  he  used  to  compass  this  blessed  end?" 

Valentine  was  on  the  point  of  relating 
all  that  had  passed,  but  she  suddenly  re- 
membered that  in  doing  so  she  must 
reveal  a  terrible  secret  which  concerned 
others  as  well  as  her  grandfatlier,  and  she 
said — "  At  some  future  time  I  will  tell 
j'ou  all  about  it." 

*' But  when  will  that  be?"— "When  I 
am  your  wife." 

The  conversation  had  now  turned  upon 
a  topic  so  pleasing  to  Morrel,  that  he  was 
ready  to  accede  to  anything  that  Valen- 
tine thought  fit  to  propose :  and  he  like- 
wise felt  that  a  piece  of  intelligence  such 
as  he  just  heard  ought  to  be  more  than 
sufficient   to   content    him    for   one   da  v. 


However,  he  would  not  leave  without  the 
promise  of  seeing  Valentine  again  the 
next  night.  Valentine  promised  all  that 
Morrel  required  of  her,  and  certainly  it 
was  less  difficult  now  for  her  to  beldeve 
that  she  should  marry  Maximilian  than  it 
was  an  hour  ago  to  assure  herself  that 
she  should  not  marry  Franz.  During  the 
time  occupied  by  the  interview^  we  have 
just  detailed,  Madame  de  Villefort  had 
gone  to  visit  M.  Noirtier.  The  old  man 
looked  at  her  with  that  stern  and  forbid- 
ding expression  with  which  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  receive  her. 

"Sir,"  said  she,  •'•'it  is  superfluous  for 
me  to  tell  you  that  Valentine's  marriage 
is  broken  off,  since  it  was  here  that  the 
affair  was  concluded."  Noirtier 's  coun- 
tenance remained  immovable.  "  But  one 
thing  I  can  tell  you,  of  which  I  do  not 
think  you  are  aware ;  that  is,  that  I  have 
alwaj^s  been  opposed  to  this  raari'iage, 
and  that  the  contract  was  entered  into 
entirely  without  my  consent  or  approba- 
tion." Noirtier  regarded  his  daughter- 
in-law  with  the  look  of  a  man  desiring  an 
explanation.  "Now  that  this  marriage, 
which  I  know  you  so  much  disliked,  is 
done  away  with,  I  come  to  3'ou  on  an 
errand  which  neither  M.  de  Villefort  nor 
Valentine  could  consistently  undertake." 
Noirtier's  eyes  demanded  the  nature  of 
her  mission.  "I  come  to  entreat  you, 
sir,"  continued  Madame  de  Villefort,  '•  as 
the  onl^'^  one  who  has  the  right  of  doing 
so,  inasmuch  as  I  am  the  only  one  who 
will  receive  no  personal  benefit  from  the 
transaction  —  I  come  to  entreat  you  to  re- 
store, not  your  love,  for  that  she  has 
always  possessed,  but  to  restore  your 
fortune  to  your  granddaughter." 

There  was  a  doubtful  expression  in  Noir- 
tier's eyes  :  he  was  evidently  trying  to 
discover  the  motive  of  this  proceeding, 
and  he  could  not  succeed  in  doing  so. 
"  ]\[ay  I  hope,  sir."  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort, "that  your  intentions  accord  with 
my  request  ?  "  Noirtier  made  a  sign  that 
they  did.  "  In  that  case,  sir."  i-ojoined 
Madame  de  Villefort,  "I  will  leave  you 
overwhelmed  with  gratitude  and  happi- 
ness at  your  prompt  acquiescence  to  my 
wishe«."     She  then  bowed  to  M.  Noirtier 
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and  retired.  The  next  da}-  M.  Noirtier 
sent  for  the  notary;  the  first  will  was 
torn  up  and  a  second  made,  in  which  he 
left  the  whole  of  Tiis  fortune  to  Valentine, 
on  condition  that  she  should  never  be  sep- 
arated from  him.  It  was  then  g-enerally 
reported  that  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort, 
the  heiress  of  the  Marquis  and  Marchion- 
ess de  Saint-Meran,  had  i-egained  the  good 
graces  of  her  grandfather,  and  that  she 
would  ultimately  be  in  possession  of  an 
income  of  300,000  livres.  While  all  the 
proceedings  relative  to  the  dissolution  of 
the  marriage  contract  were  being  carried 
on  at  the  house  of  M.  de  Villefort,  Monte- 
Cristo  had  paid  his  visit  to  the  Count  de 
Morcerf,  who,  in  order  to  lose  no  time  in 
responding  to  M.  Danglars'  wishes,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  pay  all  due  deference 
to  his  position  in  society,  donned  his  uni- 
form of  lieutenant-general,  wliich  he  orna- 
mented with  all  his  crosses,  and,  thus  at- 
tired, ordered  his  finest  horses  and  drove 
to  the  Rue  de  la  Chaussee  d'Antin.  Dan- 
glars  was  balancing  his  monthly  accounts, 
and  it  was,  perhaps,  not  the  most  favor- 
able moment  for  finding  him  in  his  best 
humor.  At  the  first  sight  of  his  old  friend, 
Danglars  assumed  his  majestic  air  and 
settled  himself  in  his  easy  chair.  Mor- 
cerf,  usually  so  stiff  and  formal,  accosted 
the  banker  in  an  affable  and  smiling  man- 
ner, and  feeling  sure  that  the  overture  he 
was  about  to  make  would  be  well  received, 
he  did  not  consider  it  necessary  to  adopt 
any  maneuvers  in  order  to  gain  his  end, 
but  went  at  once  straight  to  the  point. 

"Well,  baron,"  said  he,  "here  I  am  at 
last;  some  time  has  elapsed  .since  our 
plans  were  formed,  and  they  are  not  yet 
executed."  Morcerf  paused  at  these 
words,  quietly  waiting  till  the  cloud 
should  have  dispersed  which  had  galli- 
ered  on  the  brow  of  Danglars,  and  whicli 
he  attribut<'d  to  his  silence :  but,  on  the 
contrary,  to  his  great  surpi-ise,  it  grew 
darker  and  darker.  "To  what  do  you 
allude,  M.  le  Comte  ?  "  snid  Danglars  ;  as 
if  he  was  trying  in  vain  to  guess  at  the 
possible  meaning  of  tln^  general's  words. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Morcerf ;  "  I  see  you  are  a 
stickler  for  forms,  my  dear  sir,  and  you 
would   remind   me    that   the    cerewionial 


rites  should  not  be  omitted.  Ma  foi !  I 
beg  3-our  pardon,  but  as  1  have  but  one 
son,  and  it  is  the  fiist  time  I  have  ever 
thought  of  marrying  him,  I  am  still  serv- 
ing my  appi^enticeship,  you  know  ;  come, 
I  will  reform.*'  And  Morcerf,  with  a 
forced  smile,  rose,  and,  making  a  low  bow 
to  M.  Danglais,  said  :  "M.  le  Baron,  I 
have  the  honor  of  asking  of  you  the  hand 
of  Mademoiselle  Eugenie  Danglars  for  my 
son,  Viscount  Albert  de  Morcerf." 

But  Danglars,  instead  of  receiving  this 
address  in  the  favorable  manner  which 
Morcerf  had  expected,  knit  his  brow,  and 
without  inviting  the  count,  who  was  still 
standing,  to  take  a  seat,  he  said  :  "  M.  le 
Comte,  it  will  be  necessary  to  reflect  be- 
fore I  give  you  an  answer." 

"To  reflect  I  "  said  M.  Morcerf,  more 
and  more  astonished  :  "  have  j-ou  not  had 
enough  time  for  reflection  during  the 
eight  years  which  have  elapsed  since  this 
marriage  Avasfirst  discussed  between  us  ?" 

"M.  le  Comte,"  said  the  banker, 
"things  are  constantly  occurring  in  the 
world  to  induce  us  to  lay  aside  our  most 
established  opinions,  or,  at  all  events,  to 
cause  us  to  remodel  them  according  to  the 
change  of  circumstances,  which  ma\'  have 
placed  affairs  in  a  totally  different  light 
to  that  in  which  we  at  first  viewed  them." 

"'  I  do  not  understand  you,  M.  le  Baron," 
said  Morcerf. 

"  What  I  mean  to  say  is  this,  sir  :  that 
during  the  last  fortnight  unforeseen  cir- 
cumstances have  occurred — " 

"Excuse  me,"  said  Morcerf;  "but  is 
it  a  play  we  are  acting  ?  " 

"  A  play  ?  " — "  Yes,  for  it  is  like  one  ; 
pray  let  us  come  more  to  the  point,  and 
endeavor  Ihoroughl}'  to  understand  each 
other." — "  That  is  quite  my  desire." 

"You  have  seen  M.  de  Monle-Cristo, 
liave  you  not  ?  " — •*  I  see  him  very  often," 
.said  Danglars,  drawing  himself  up:  "he 
is  a  particular  fiiend  of  mine." 

"AVcll,  in  one  of  your  late  convei'sa- 
tions  with  liim,  you  said  that  I  appeared 
to  be  forgetful  and  irresolute  concerning 
this  mari-iage  :   did  you  not?  " 

"  I  did  say  so." 

"  Well,  liere  I  am.  pioving  at  once  that 
I  am  really  neit  lier  the  one  nor  the  other. 
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by  entreating  you  to  keep  your  promise 
on  that  score." 

Danglars  did  not  answer. 

'•'  Have  you  so  soon  changed  your 
mind,"  added  Morcerf,  ''or  have  you 
only  provoked  my  request  that  you  may 
have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  me  humbled?" 

Danglars,  seeing  that  if  he  continued 
the  conversation  in  the  same  lone  in  which 
he  had  begun  it,  the  whole  thing  might 
turn  out  to  his  own  disadvantage,  turned 
to  Morcerf,  and  said  : 

'•'M.  le  Comte,  you  must  doubtless  be 
surprised  at  ray  reserve,  and  I  assure  you 
it  costs  me  much  to  act  in  such  a  manner 
toward  you  ;  but,  beJieve  me  when  I  say 
that  imperative  necessity  has  imposed 
the  painful  task  upon  me." 

''  These  are  all  so  many  empty  words, 
my  dear  sir,"  said  Morcerf ;  "  thej'  might 
satisfy  a  new  acquaintance,  but  the  Count 
de  Morcerf  does  not  rank  in  that  list ;  and 
when  a  man  like  him  comes  to  another, 
recalls  to  him  his  plighted  word,  and  this 
man  fails  to  redeem  the  pledge,  he  has,- 
at  least,  a  right  to  exact  from  him  a 
good  reason  for  so  doing." 

Danglars  was  a  coward,  but  did  not 
wish  to  appear  so  ;  he  was  piqued  at  the 
tone  which  Morcerf  had  just  assumed. 

'•'I  am  not  without  a  good  reason  for 
my  conduct,"  replied  the  banker. 

"  What  do  3'ou  mean  to  say  ?  " 

"  I  mean  to  say,  that  I  have  a  good 
reason,  but  that  it  is  difficult  to  explain." 

''You  must  be  aware,  at  all  events, 
that  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  understand 
motives  before  they  are  explained  to  me: 
but  one  thing  at  least  is  clear,  which  is, 
that  you  decline  allying  yourself  with  my 
family."— "  No,  sir,"  said  Danglars;  ''I 
merely  suspend  my  decision,  that  is  all." 

'•  And  do  you  really  flatter  yourself 
that  I  shall  yield  to  all  your  caprices,  and 
quietly  and  humbly  await  the  time  of 
again  being  received  into  your  good 
graces  ?"—"  Then,  M.  le  Comte,  if  you 
will  not  wait,  we  must  look  upon  these 
projects  as  if  they  had  never  been  enter- 
tained." The  count  bit  liis  lips  till  the 
blood  almost  started,  to  prevent  the  ebul- 
lition of  anger  which  his  proud  and  irri- 
table temper  scarcely  allowed  him  to  re- 


strain ;  understanding,  however,  that  in 
the  present  state  of  things  the  laugh 
would  decidedly  be  against  him,  he  turned 
from  the  door,  toward  which  he  had  been 
directing  his  steps,  and  again  confronted 
the  banker.  A  cloud  settled  on  his  brow, 
evincing  decided  anxiety  and  uneasiness, 
instead  of  the  expression  of  offended  piide 
which  had  lately  reigned  there.  "My 
dear  Danglars,"  said  Morcerf,  "  we  have 
been  acquainted  for  many  3'ears,  and  con- 
sequentl}^  we  ought  to  make  some  allow- 
ance for  each  other's  faiUngs.  You  owe 
me  an  explanation,  and  reall}'  it  is  but 
fair  that  I  should  know  what  circumstance 
has  occurred  to  deprive  my  son  of  your 
favor." 

•'•It  is  from  no  personal  ill-feeling  to- 
ward the  viscount,  that  is  all  I  can  say, 
sir,"  replied  Danglars,  who  resumed  his 
insolent  manner  as  soon  as  he  perceived 
that  Morcerf  was  a  little  softened  and 
calmed  down.  ''And  toward  whom  do 
you  bear  this  personal  ill-feeling,  then  ?  " 
said  Morcerf,  turning  pale  with  anger. 
The  expression  of  the  covnit's  face  had  not 
remained  unperceived  by  the  banker;  he 
fixed  on  him  a  look  of  greater  assurance 
than  before,  and  said  :  '•  You  may,  per- 
haps, be  better  satisfied  that  I  should  not 
go  farther  into  particulars." 

A  trembling,  caused  by  suppressed  rage, 
shook  the  whole  frame  of  the  count,  and 
making  a  violent  effort  over  himself,  he 
said  :  "  I  have  a  right  to  insist  on  your 
giving  me  an  explanation.  Is  it  ]\Iadame 
de  Morcerf  who  has  displeased  yon  ?  is  it 
my  fortune  which  you  find  insufficient  ? 
is  it  because  my  opinions  differ  from 
yours  ?  " 

"Nothing  of  the  kind,  sir."  replied 
Danglars  :  "if  such  had  been  the  case.  T 
only  should  have  been  to  blame,  inasnnioh 
as  I  was  aware  of  all  these  things  when 
I  made  the  engagement.  No.  do  not  seek 
any  longer  to  discover  t  he  reason.  I  ivally 
am  quite  ashamed  to  have  been  the  cause 
of  your  undergoing  such  severe  self-ex- 
amination ;  let  us  drop  the  subject,  and 
adopt  the  middle  course,  namely,  delay, 
which  implies  neither  a  rupture  nor  an 
engagement.  Ma  foi  !  there  is  no  hurry. 
Mv  daughter  is  onlv  seventeen  years  old, 
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and  your  son  twenty-one.  While  we  wait, 
time  will  be  progressing-,  events  will  suc- 
ceed each  other ;  thing-s  which  in  the 
evening-  look  dark  and  obscure,  appear 
but  too  clearly  in  the  light  of  morning, 
and  sometimes  the  utterance  of  one  word, 
or  the  lapse  of  a  single  day,  will  reveal 
the  most  cruel  calumnies." 

"  Calumnies,  did  ^-ou  say,  sir  ?"  cried' 
Morcerf,  turning-  livid  with  rage.  "  Does 
an}'  one  dare  to  slander  me?" — "  M.  le 
Comte,  I  told  3'ou  that  I  considered  it 
best  to  avoid  all  explanation." 

'•  Then,  sir,  I  am  patiently  to  submit 
to  your  refusal?" 

''Yes,  sir,  although  I  assure  3'ou  the 
refusal  is  as  painful  for  me  to  give  as  it 
is  for  you  to  receive,  for  I  had  reckoned 
on  the  honor  of  your  alliance,  and  the 
breaking  off  of  a  marriage-contract  al- 
■ways  injures  the  lady  more  than  the 
gentleman." — '"'Enough,  sir,"  said  Mor- 
cerf, "  we  Avill  speak  no  more  on  the 
subject."  And  clenching  his  g-loves  with 
passion  be  left  the  apartment.  Danglars 
remarked  that  during  the  whole  conver- 
sation Morcerf  had  never  once  dared 
to  ask  if  it  was  on  his  own  account  that 
Danglars  recalled  his  word.  That  even- 
ing there  was  a  long-  conference  between 
several  friends,  and  M.  Cayalcanti,  who 
had  remained  in  the  drawing-room  with 
the  ladies,  was  the  last  to  leave  the  house 
of  the  banker. 

The  next  morning,  directly  he  awoke, 
Danglars  asked  for  the  newspapers  ;  Ihey 
were  brought  to  him  ;  he  laid  aside  three 
or  four,  and  at  last  fixed  on  "  I'lin- 
partial":  it  was  the  paper  of  wliich 
Bcauchamp  was  the  chief  edilor.  He 
hastily  tore  ofT  the  covf-r,  opened  Ihe 
journal  wilh  nervous  precipitation,  pas.scd 
contetjiptuously  over  Ic  jtvcmier  Pdiis, 
and  arriving- at  the  miscellanoous  inlnlli- 
genco,  stDppAl,  with  a  malicious  smile,  at 
a  paragrapli  lieaded  "  Yamna."  "  Very 
good  !  "  observed  Danglars,  after  having 
read  the  paragraph;  "here  is  a  litt.le 
article  on  Colonel  F<'rnand,  which,  if  I 
am  not  mi.staken,  would  n^ndcr  the  ex- 
planation which  the  Count,  de  Morcerf  re- 
quired of  me  perfectly  unnecessary." 

At  the  same  moment,  that  is,  at  nine 


o'clock  in  the  morning,  Albert  de  Morcerf, 
dressed  in  a  black  coat  buttoned  up  to  his 
chin,  might  have  been  seen  walking  with 
a  quick  ^jind  agitated  step  in  the  direction 
of  Monte-Cristo's  housef  in  the  Champs 
Elysees.  "When  he  presented  himself  at 
the  gate  the  porter  mformed  him  that  the 
count  had  gone  out  about  half  an  hour 
previously.  "  Did  he  take  Baptistin  Avith 
him  ?" 

"  No,  M.  le  Vicomte." 

"  Call  him,  then  ;  I  wish  to  speak  to 
him."  The  concierge  went  to  seek  the 
valet-de-chambre,  and  returned  with  him 
in  an  instant. 

"My  good  friend,"  said  Albert,  "I  beg- 
pardon  for  my  intrusion;  but  I  was  anxious 
to  know  from  your  own  mouth  if  your  mas- 
ter was  really  out  or  not." — "He  is  really 
out,  sir,"  replied  Baptistin. 

"Out,  even  to  me?" — "I  know  how 
happy  m}'  master  always  is  to  receive 
M.  le  Vicomte,"  said  Baptistin  ;  "  and  I 
should  therefore  never  think  of  including- 
him  in  any  general  order." 

"You  ai-e  right ;  and  now  I  wish  to  see 
him  on  an  affair  of  g-reat  importance  ;  do 
3'ou  think  it  will  be  long  before  he  comes 
in  ?  " — "  No,  I  think  not ;  for  he  ordered 
his  breakfast  at  ten  o'clock." 

"Well,  I  will  g-o  and  take  a  turn  in  the 
Champs  Elysees,  and  at  ten  o'clock  I  will 
return  here;  meanwhile,  if  M.  le  Comte 
should  come  in,  will  3'ou  beg-  him  not  to 
go  out  again  without  seeing-  me  ?  " 

"  You  may  depend  on  my  doing  so,  sir," 
said  Baptistin. 

Albert  left  the  fiacre  in  whicli  he  had 
come  standing  at  the  door  of  the  count, 
intending  to  take  a  turn  on  foot.  As  he 
was  passing  the  Allee  des  Veuves,  he 
thought  he  saw  the  count's  horses  stand- 
ing at.  (losset  I. 's  shooting-gallery  ;  he  aji- 
proached,  and  soon  recog-nized  the  coach- 
man. "  Is  M.  le  Comte  shooting-  in  the 
gallery  ?  "  snid  Alorccrf. 

"  Yes,  sii-,"  replied  the  coachman. 

While  he  was  speaking,  Albert  had 
heard  the  report  of  two  or  three  pistol- 
shots.  He  entered,  and  on  his  way  met 
the  waiter.  "  Excuse  me.M.  le  Vicomte,  ' 
said  the  lad  :  "but  will  you  have  the  kind- 
ness to  wait  a  moment  ?  " 
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"  What  for,  Philip  ?  "  asked  Albert, 
who  beino"  a  constant  visitor  there,  did 
not  understand  this  opposition  to  his 
entrance. 

"Because  the  person  who  is  now  in  the 
g-allery  prefers  being-  alone,  and  never 
practices  in  the  presence  of  any  one.'' 

' '  Not  even  before  3^ou,  Philip  ?     Then 
who  loads  his  pistol?  " 
•  "His  servant."— '-'A  Nubian  !"—"  A 
Neg-ro."— '•  It  is  he,  then." 

"  Do  you  know  this  gentleman  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  I  am  come  to  look  for  him  ; 
he  is  a  friend  of  mine." 

"  Oh  !  that  is  quite  another  thing-,  then. 
I  will  go  immediately^  and  inform  him  of 
your  arrival."  And  Philip,  urg-ed  b}'  liis 
own  curiosity,  entered  the  g-allery  ;  a  sec- 
ond afterward,  Monte-Cristo  appeared  on 
ihe  threshold.  "I  ask  your  pardon,  my 
dear  count,"  said  Albert,  "for  following 
you  here ;  and  I  must  first  tell  3'ou  that  it 
was  not  the  fault  of  your  servants  that  I 
did  so ;  I  alone  am  to  blame  for  the  in- 
discretion, I  went  to  your  house,  and 
thej'^  told  me  you  were  out,  but  that  they" 
expected  you  home  at  ten  o'clock  to  break- 
fast. I  was  walking  about  in  order  to  pass 
aw'ay  the  time  till  ten  o'clock,  when  I 
caught  sight  of  your  carriage  and  horses." 

"  What  you  have  just  said  induces  me 
to  hope  that  you  intend  breakfasting  with 
me." 

"  No,  thank  you,  I  am  thinking  of  other 
things  besides  breakfast,  just  now ;  per- 
haps we  may  take  that  meal  at  a  later 
hour  and  in   worse  company." 

"  What  on  earth  are  you  talking-  of  ?  " 

"  I  am  to  fight  to-day."—"  What  for  ?  *' 

'*  I  am  going  to  fight — " 

"  Yes,  I  understand  that,  but  what  is 
the  quarrel  ?  People  fight  for  all  sorts  of 
reasons,  j^ou  know." 

"  1  fight  in  the  cause  of  honor." 

"  Ah  !  that  is  something  serious.'' 

"  So  serious,  that  I  come  to  beg  you  to 
render  me  a  service." 

"  What  is  it?  "—"To  be  my  second." 

"  That  is  a  serious  matter,  and  we  will 
not  discuss  it  here  ;  let  us  speak  of  noth- 
ing till  we  get  home.  Ali.  bring  me  some 
water."  The  count  turned  up  his  sleeves, 
and  passed  into  the  little  vestibule  where 


the  gentlemen  were  accustomed  to  wash 
their  hands  after  shooting.  "'  Come  in 
M.  le  Vicomte,"  said  Philip  in  a  low  tone, 
"and  I  will  show  you  something  droll." 
Morcerf  entered,  and  instead  of  the  usual 
mark,  he  perceived  some  playing-cards 
fixed  against  the  wall.  At  a  distance 
Albert  thought  it  was  a  complete  suit, 
for  he  counted  from  the  ace  to  the  ten. 
"  Ah  !  ah  !  "  said  Albert,  "  I  see  you 
were  preparing  for  a  game  of  cards." 

"No,"  said  the  count,  "  I  was  making 
a  suit  of  cards." — "  How?  "  said  Albert. 

"  Those  are  really  aces  and  twos  which 
you  see,  but  m\'  balls  have  turned  them 
into  threes,  fiv^es,  sevens,  eights,  nines, 
and  tens."  Albert  approached.  In  fact, 
the  balls  had  actualh'  pierced  the  cards 
in  the  exact  places  which  the  painted 
signs  would  otherwise  have  occupied,  the 
lines  and  distances  being  as  I'egularly 
kept  as  if  they  had  been  ruled  with  pencil. 

"  Diahle  /"  said  Morcerf. 

"  What  would  you  have,  my  dear  vis- 
count ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  wiping  his 
hands  on  the  towel  which  Ali  had  brought 
him  :  "  I  must  occupj'^  my  leisure  moments 
in  some  way  or  other.  But  come,  I  am 
waiting  for  3'OU."  Both  then  entered 
Monte-Cristo's  chariot,  which  in  the 
course  of  a  few  minutes  deposited  them 
safeh'  at  No.  30.  Monte-Cristo  took  Al- 
bert into  his  study,  and  pointing  to  a  seat, 
placed  another  for  himself.  "Now  let  us 
talk  the  matter  over  quietly.''  said  the 
count. — "  You  see  I  am  perfectly  com- 
posed," said  Albert. 

*'  With  whom  are  you  going  to  fight  ?  "' 

"  With  Beauchamp.'' 

"  Is  he  one  of  your  friends  ?  " 

"  Of  course ;  it  is  always  with  friends 
that  one  fights?" 

"  I  suppose  you  have  some  cause  of 
quarrel  ?  '' — "  I  liave  I  '' 

"  What  has  he  done  to  you  ?  " — **  There 
appeared  in  his  journal  last  night — but 
wait,  and  read  for  yourself."  And  Albert 
handed  over  the  paper  to  the  count,  who 
read  as  follows  : — 

"  'A  correspondent  at  Yanina  informs 
us  of  a  fact  of  which  until  now  we  had  nh- 
mained  in  ignorance.  The  castle  which 
formed    the   protection  of   the    town  was 
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given  up  to  the  Turks  b}'  a  French  officer 
named  Fernand,  in  whom  the  Grand 
Vizier,  AU  Tebelen,  had  reposed  the  great- 
est confidence.'  " 

"  Well  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  ''  what  do 
you  see  in  that  to  annoy  3^ou  ?  " 

"  What  do  I  see  in  it  ?  "— "  Yes  ;  what 
does  it  signify  to  you  if  the  castle  of  Ya- 
nina  was  given  up  by  a  French  officer  ?  " 

"  It  signifies  to  my  father,  the  Count  of 
Morcerf,  whose  Christian  name  is  Fer- 
nand !  " 

"  Did  your  father  serve  AU  Pasha  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  to  say,  he  fought  for  the 
independence  of  the  Greeks,  and  hence 
arises  the  calumny'." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  viscount,  do  talk  reason!" 

"  I  do  not  desire  to  do  otherwise." 

''  Now,  just  tell  me  who  the  devil  should 
know  in  France  that  the  officei-  Fernand 
and  the  Count  de  Morcerf  are  one  and  the 
same  person  ?  and  who  cares  now  about 
Yanina,  which  was  taken  as  long  ago  as 
the  year  1822  or  1823  ?  " 

"  That  just  proves  the  blackness  of  the 
perfid}'  :  they  have  allowed  all  this  time 
to  elapse,  and  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  rake 
up  events  which  have  been  forgotten,  to 
furnish  materials  for  scandal,  in  order  to 
tarnish  the  luster  of  our  high  position.  I 
inherit  my  father's  name,  and  I  do  not 
choose  that  the  shadow  of  disgrace  should 
darken  it.-  I  am  going  to  Boauchamp, 
in  whose  journal  this  paragraph  appears, 
and  I  shall  insist  on  his  retracting  the 
assertion  before  two  witnesses." 

"  Beauchamp  will  never  rel-ract." 

"  Then  he  must  fight." 

"  No  he  will  not,  for  he  will  tell  3'ou, 
what  is  very  true,  that  perhaps  there  were 
fifty  officers  in  the  Greek  army  bearing 
the  same  name." 

"We  will  light,  nevertheless.  -I  will 
efface  that  blot  on  my  father's  character. 
My  father,  who  was  sucli  a  brave  soldier, 
whose  career  was  so  brilliant — " 

"Oh,  well,  he  will  add,  'We  are  war- 
ranted in  believing  that  this  Fernand  is 
not  the  illustrious  Count  de  Morcerf,  who 
also  bears  the  same  Christian  name.'  " 

'•lam  determined  not  to  be  content 
with  anything  short  of  an  entire  retracta- 
tion." 


"  And  30U  intend  to  make  him  do  it  in 
the  presence  of  two  witnesses,  do  j'ou  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"You  do  wrong."" — "  Which  means,  I 
suppose,  that  you  refuse  the  service  which 
I  asked  of  3'OU?  "' 

"  You  know  my  theory  regarding  duels; 
I  told  you  ni}^  opinion  on  that  subject,  if 
you  remember,  when  we  were  at  Rome." 

"  Nevertheless,  my  dear  count,  I  found- 
you  this  morning  engaged  in  an  occupa- 
tion but  little  consistent  with  the  notions 
you  profess  to  entertain." 

"  Because,  my  dear  fellow,  you  under- 
stand one  must  never  be  eccentric.  If 
one's  lot  is  cast  among  fools,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  stud}-  folh'.  I  shall,  perhaps,  find 
myself  one  day  called  out  by  some  hare- 
brained scamp,  who  has  no  more  real 
cause  of  quarrel  with  me  than  j^ou  have 
with  Beauchamp ;  he  may  take  me  to 
task  for  some  foolish  trifle  or  other,  he 
will  bring  his  witnesses,  or  w;ill  insult  me 
in  some  public  place,  and  I  suppose  I  am 
expected  to  kill  him  for  all  that." — "  You 
admit  that  you  would  fight,  then  ?  Well, 
if  so,  wh}^  do  3'OU  object  to  my  doing  so?" — 
"  I  do  not  say  that  you  ought  hot  to  fight, 
I  onl3'  say  that  a  duel  is  a  serious  thing, 
and  ought  not  to  be  undertaken  without 
due  reflection." — "Did  he  reflect  before 
he  insulted  my  father  ?  " 

"  If  he  spoke  hastil}',  and  owns  that  he 
did  so,  you  ought  to  be  satisfied." — "  Ah, 
ni}'  dear  count,  you  are  far  too  indulgent." 

"And  you  far  too  exacting.  Suppos- 
ing, for  instance,  and  do  not  be  angry  at 
what  I  am  going  to  sa^' — " 

"Weill" — "Supposing  the  assertion 
to  be  really  true  ?  " 

*•  A  sou  ought  not  to  submit  to  such  a 
stain  on  his  father's  honor." 

"  M(i  foi !  we  live  in  times  when  there 
is  much  to  which  we  must,  submit." 

"That  is  precisely  the  fault  of  the  age." 

"  And  do  you  undertake  to  reform  it  ?  '" 

"Yes,  as  far  as  I  am  jx'rsonall}'  con- 
cerned."* 

"  Ma  foi !  you  are  indeed  rigid,  my 
dear  f('IU)W  !  "—"Well,  I  own  it." 

"  Are  you  quite  impei-vious  to  good  ad- 
vice? " 

"  Not  when  it  comes  from  a  friend." 
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"  And  do  you  accord  me. that  title  ?  " 

''Certainly,  Tdo.*' 

"  Well,  then,  before  going-  to  Beau- 
champ  witli  your  witnesses,  seek  further 
information  on  the  subject." 

-'From  whom  ?  " 

•'From  Haydee.*' — '-Why,  what  can 
be  the  use  of  mixing  a  woman  up  in  the 
affair  ? — what  cau  she  do  in  it  ?  " 

'-'  She  can  declare  to  you,  for  example, 
that  3'our  father  had  no  hand  wiiatever  in 
the  defeat  and  death  of  the  vizier ;  or  if 
by  chance  he  had,  indeed,  the  misfortune 
to — " — "I  have  alread3^  told  3'ou,  my  dear 
count,  that  I  would  not  for  one  moment 
admit  of  such  a  supposition." 

"  You  reject  this  means  of  information, 
then?  "— "  I  do— most  decidedly." 

"Then  let  me  offer  one  more  word  of 
advice." 

"  Do  so,  then,  but  let  it  be  the  last." 

"  You  do  not  wish  to  hear  it,  perhaps  ?" 

"On  the  contrary-,  I  request  it." — "•  Do 
not  take  any  witnesses  with  3'ou  when  you 
go  to  Beauchamp — visit  him  alone." 

"  That  would  be  contrary  to  all  cus- 
tom." 

"  Your  case  is  not  an  ordinary  one." 

•'•'And  what  is  your  reason  for  advising 
me  to  go  alone  ?  " 

"Because  then  the  affair  will  rest  be- 
tween you  and  Beauchamp." 

"Explain  3'ourself." — "'  I  will  do  so.  If 
Beauchamp  be  disposed  to  retract,  you 
ought  at  least  to  give  him  the  opportunity 
of  doing-  it  of  his  own  free  will ;  the  satis- 
faction to  3'ou  will  be  the  same;  if,  on  the 
contrary,  he  refuses  to  do  so,  it  will  then 
be  quite  time  enough  to  admit  two 
strangers  into  your  secret." 

"Thej'^  will  not  be  strangers,  they  will 
be  friends." 

'*  Ah,  but  the  friends  of  to-day  are  the 
enemies  of  to-morrow ;  Beauchamp,  for 
instance." — "  So  3'^ou  rocommoud — " 

"  I  recommend  you  to  be  prudent." 

*'  Then  you  advise  me  to  go  alone  to 
Beauchamp  !  " — "  I  do,  and  I  will  tell  you 
why.  When  you  wish  to  obtain  some 
concession  from  a  man's  self-lov^e,  3'ou 
must  avoid  even  the  appearance  of  wish- 
ing to  wound  it." — "I  believe  you  are 
right."—"  I  am  glad  of  il ." 
in 


"Then  I  will  go  alone." 

"  Go  ;  but  you  would  do  better  still  by 
not  going  at  all." — "That  is  impossible." 

"  Do  so,  then  ;  it  will  be  a  wiser  plan 
than  the  first  which  you  proposed." 

"But  if,  in  spite  of  all  m}-  precautions, 
I  am  at  last  obliged  to  fight,  will  3'ou  not 
be  m}^  second?" — "  M^^  dear  viscount," 
said  Monte-Cristo,  gravely,  "you  must 
have  seen  before  to-day  that  at  all  times 
and  in  all  places  I  have  been  at  your  dis- 
posal, but  the  service  which  you  have  just 
demanded  of  me  is  one  which  it  is  out  of 
my  power  to  render  you."' 

"Why?" — "Perhaps  you  may  know 
at  some  future  period,  and,  in  the  mean- 
time, I  request  you  to  excuse  xnx  declining 
to  put  3'^ou  in  possession  of  my  reasons." 

"  Well,  I  will  have  Franz  and  Chateau- 
Renaud  ;  they  will  be  the  very  men  for 
it."— "Do  so,  then." 

"But  if  I  do  fight,  you  will  surely  not 
object  to  giving  me  a  lesson  or  two  in 
shooting  and  fencing?  " 
.  "That,  too,  is  impossible." 

"  What  a  singular  being  3'ou  are  I — you 
will  not  interfere  in  anything." 

"You  are  right — that  is  the  principle 
on  which  I  wish  to  act." 

"We  will  say  no  more  about  it,  then. 
Good-b}^  count."  Morcerf  took  his  hat 
and  left  the  room.  He  found  his  chariot 
at  the  door,  and  doing  his  utmost  to  re- 
strain his  anger,  he  drove  at  once  to  Beau- 
champ's  house.  Beauchamp  was  in  liis 
office.  It  was  one  of  those  gloomy,  dusty- 
looking  apartments,  such  as  journalists' 
offices  have  always  been  from  time  imme- 
morial. The  servant  announced  M.  Albert 
de  Morcerf.  Beauchamp  repeated  the 
name  to  himself,  as  though  he  could 
scarcely  believe  that  he  had  heard  right, 
and  then  gave  orders  for  him  to  bo  admit- 
ted. Albert  entered.  Beauchamp  utteiH?d 
an  exclamation  of  surprise  on  seeing  liis 
friend  leap  over  and  trample  under  foot  all 
the  newspapers  wliich  were  strewed  al>out. 
the  room.  **  Herel  hero  I  my  dear  Albert!'* 
said  he,  holding  out  his  liand  to  the  young 
man.  **  Are  you  out  of  your  souses,  or 
do  you  conu»  peaceably  to  take  bi"oakfast 
with  mo?  Try  and  find  a  seat— theiv  is 
on«>  by  that    goranium,  which  i-<  the  only 
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thing-  in  the  room  to  remind  me  that  there 
are  other  leaves  in  the  world  besides 
leaves  of  jjaper,'"  —  "Beauchamp,"  said 
Albert,  ''it  is  of  3-our  journal  that  I  come 
to  speak.'*' 

"  Indeed !  what  do  you  wish  to  say 
about  it  ?  " — "  I  desire  that  a  statement 
contained  in  it  should  be  rectified." 

"To  what  do  you  allude  ?  But  pray  sit 
down." — "  Thank  you,"  said  Albert,  with 
a  cold  and  foi'mal  bow, 

••'  Will  3'ou  now  have  the  kindness  to 
explain  the  nature  of  the  statement  which 
has  displeased  you?" — ''An  announce- 
ment has  been  made  which  implicates  the 
honor  of  a  member  of  my  family*." 

■'  What  is  it  ?  "  said  Beauchamp,  much 
surprised;  ''surely  you  must  be  mis- 
taken." 

"  It  is  an  article  headed  '  Yanina.'  " 

"  '  Yanina  ?  '  "  —  ''  Yes  ;  really  you  ap- 
pear to  be  totally  ignorant  of  the  cause 
which  brings,  me  here." 

''Such  is  really  the  case,  I  assure  3'ou, 
upon  m}'  honor  I  Baptiste,  give  me  yes- 
terday's paper,"  ciied  Beauchamp. 

"  Here,  I  have  brought  mine  with  me," 
replied  Albert. 

Beauchamp  took  the  paper,  and  read 
the  article  to  which  Albert  pointed  in  an 
undertone.  "You  see  it  is  a  serious  an- 
noyance," said  Morcerf,  when  Beauchamp 
had  finished  the  perusal  of  the  paragraph. 

"Is  the  officer  alluded  to  a  relation  of 
yours,  then  ?  "  demanded  the  journalist. 

"Yes,"  said  Albert,  blushing. 

"Well,  what  do  you  wish  me  to  do  for 
you?"  said  Beauchamp,  mildl3\ 

"My  dear  Beauchamp,  I  wish  you  to 
contradict  this  statement."  Beauchamp 
looked  at  Albert  with  a  benevolent  ex- 
pression. 

"Come,"  said  he,  "this  matter  will 
want  a  good  deal  of  talking  over;  a  re- 
traction is  alwa^'s  a  serious  thing,  you 
know.  Sit  down,  and  I  will  read  it  again." 
Albert  resumed  his  seat,  and  Beauchan)p 
T'ead,  with  more  attention  than  at  first,  the 
lines  denounced  by  his  friend.  "  Well," 
said  Albert,  in  a  determined  tone,  "you 
see  that  your  paper  has  insulted  a  mem- 
ber of  my  family,  and  I  insist  on  a  retrac- 
tion Ivino:  iiiado." 


"  You  insist  ?  '" — "  Yes,  I  insist." 

"  Permit  me  to  remind  you  that  you  aj-e 
not  in  the  Chambre,  my  dear  viscount." 

"  Xor  do  I  wish  to  be  there,"  replied  the 
j^oung  man,  rising.  "I  repeat  that  I  am 
determined  to  have  the  announcement  of 
yesterday  contradicted.  You  have  known 
me  long  enough,"  continued  Albert,  bit- 
ing his  lips  convulsively,  for  he  saw  that 
Beauchamp's  anger  was  beginning  to  rise 
— "you  have  been  my  friend,  and  there- 
fore sufficiently  intimate  with  me  to  be 
aware  that  I  am  likely  to  maintain  my 
resolution  on  this  point." — "If  I  have 
been  xonv  friend,  Morcerf,  3' our  present 
manner  of  speaking  would  almost  lead  me 
to  forget  that  I  ever  bore  that  title.  But 
w^ait  a  moment,  do  not  let  us  get  angry, 
or  at  least  not  yet.  You  are  irritated  and 
vexed — tell  me  how  this  Fernand  is  related 
to  you  ?  " 

"He  is  merely  my  father,"  said  Albert — 
"  M.  Fernand  Mondego,  count  de  Mor- 
cerf, an  old  soldier,  who  has  fought  in 
twenty  battles,  and  whose  honorable  scars 
the^'  would  denounce  as  badges  of  dis- 
grace." 

"  Is  it  your  father  ?  "  said  Beauchamp  ; 
"that  is  quite  another  thing.  Then  I  can 
well  understand  j'our  indignation,  my  dear 
Albert.  I  will  reperuse ;  "  and  he  read 
the  paragraph  for  the  third  time,  laying 
a  stress  on  each  word  as  he  proceeded. 
"  But  the  paper  nowhere  identifies  this 
Fernand  with  your  father." 

"  No  ;  but  the  connection  will  be  seen 
by  others,  and  therefore  I  will  have  the 
article  contradicted."  At  the  words  I 
u'ill,  Beauchamp  steadil}'  raised  his  eyes 
to  Albert's  countenance,  and  then  as  grad- 
ually lowering  them,  ho  remained  thought- 
ful for  a  few  moments.  "  You  will  retract 
this  assertion,  will  you  not,  Beauchamp  ?  " 
said  Albert,  with  increased  though  stifled 
angei'. 

"Yes,"  replied  Beauchamp. 

"Immediately  ?  "  said  Albert. 

"When  I  am  convinced  that  the  state- 
ment is  false."—"  What  ?  " 

"  The  thing  is  worth  looking  into,  ami  1 
will  take  pains  to  investigate  the  matter 
thoroughly." 

"  But  wliat  is  theie  to  investigate,  sir?  " 
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said  Albert,  enraged  beyond  measure  at 
Beauchamp's  last  remark.  "If  you  do 
not  believe  that  it  is  ray  father,  say  so  im- 
mediately ;  and  if,  on  the  contrary,  you 
believe  it  to  be  him,  state  3^our  reasons  for 
doing  so."  Beauchamp  looked  at  Albert 
with  the  smile  which  was  so  peculiar  to 
him,  and  which,  in  its  numerous  modi- 
fications, served  to  express  every  varied 
feeling  of  his  mind.  "  Sir,"  replied  he, 
"\i  you  come  to  me  with  the  idea  of  de- 
manding satisfaction,  you  should  have 
gone  at  once  to  the  point,  and  not  have 
entertained  me  with  the  idle  conversation 
to  which  I  have  been  patiently  listening 
for  the  last  half  hour.  Am  I  to  put  this 
construction  on  your  visit  ?  " — *'  Yes,  if 
you  will  not  consent  to  retract  that  in- 
famous calumny." — ''^Wait  a  moment — 
no  threats,  if  3"ou  please,  M.  Fernand 
Mondego,  vicomte  de  Morcerf ;  I  never 
allow  them  from  my  enemies,  and  there- 
fore shall  not  put  up  with  them  from  my 
friends.  You  insist  on  m3^  contradicting 
the  article  relating  to  General  Fernand, 
an  article  in  which,  I  assure  you,  on  my 
word  of  honor,  I  have  not  taken  the  slight- 
est share  ?  " — "Yes,  I  insist  on  it  !  "  said 
Albert,  whose  mind  was  beginning  to  get 
bewildered  with  the  excitement  of  his  feel- 
ings. 

''  And  if  I  refuse  to  retract,  you  wish  to 
fight,  do  you  ?  "  said  Beauchamp,  in  a 
calm  tone.— "Yes  !  "  replied  Albert,  rais- 
ing his  voice. — '•  Well,"  said  Beauchamp, 
"  here  is  my  answer,  my  dear  sir.  The 
article  was  not  inserted  by  me — I  was  not 
even  aware  of  it ;  but  j-^ou  have,  by  the 
step  you  have  taken,  called  my  attention 
to  the  paragraph  in  question,  and  it  will 
remain  until  it  shall  be  either  contradicted 
or  confirmed  by  some  one  who  has  a  right 
to  do  so." 

"  Sir,"  said  Albert,  rising,  "  I  will  do 
myself  the  lionor  of  sending  my  seconds 
to  you,  and  you  will  be  kind  enough  to 
arrange  with  them  the  place  of  meeting 
and  tlie  arms  which  wo  are  to  use.  Do 
yon  understand   me  ?  " 

"Certainly,  my  dear  sir." 

"  And  this  evening,  if  you  please,  or  to- 
morrow at  the  latest,  we  will  moot."— 
"  No,  no  !  I  will  be  on  the  ground  at  the 


proper  time  :  but  in  my  opinion  (and  I 
have  a  right  to  dictate  the  preliminaries, 
as  it  is  I  who  have  received  the  provoca- 
tion)— in  my  opinion  the  time  ought  not 
to  be  yet.  I  know  you  to  be  well  skilled 
in  the  management  of  the  sword,  while 
I  am  onl}'-  moderately  so :  I  know,  too, 
that  you  are  a  good  marksman — there  we 
are  about  equal.  I  know  that  a  duel  be- 
tween us  two  would  be  a  serious  affair, 
because  you  are  brave,  and  I  am  brave 
also.  I  do  not  therefore  wish  either  to  kill 
you,  or  to  be  killed  myself,  without  a 
cause.  Now,  I  am  going  to  put  a  ques- 
tion to  you,  and  one  very  much  to  the  pur- 
pose, too.  Do  you  insist  on  this  retracta- 
tion so  far  as  to  kill  me  if  I  do  not  make 
it,  although  I  have  repeated  more  than 
once,  and  affirmed  on  my  honor,  that  I 
was  ignorant  of  the  thing  with  which  you 
charge  me,  and  although  I  still  declare 
that  it  is  impossible  for  any  one  but  you 
to  recognize  the  Count  de  Morcerf  under 
the  name  of  Fernand  ?  ". 
•    "I  maintain  m^'  original  resolution." 

''Very  well,  my  dear  sir;  then  I  con- 
sent to  cut  throats  with  you.  But  I  re- 
quire three  weeks'  preparation:  at  the 
end  of  that  time  I  shall  come  and  say  to 
you  :  '  The  assertion  is  false,  and  I  retract 
it,'  or,  'The  assertion  is  true,*  when  I 
shall  immediatel}'  draw  the  sword  from 
its  sheath,  or  the  pistols  from  the  case, 
whichever  you  please." 

"  Three  weeks  !  "  cried  Albert ;  "  they 
will  pass  as  slowly  as  three  centuries 
when  I  am  all  the  time  suffering  dis- 
honor."— "Had  you  continued  to  remain 
on  amicable  terms  with  me,  I  should  have 
said,  '  Patience,  my  friend  :  '  but  you 
have  constituted  yourself  my  enem\-, 
therefore  I  say.  *  What  does  that  signify 
tome,  sir?'" — "  W(>11,  let  it  be  three 
weeks,  then."  said  Morcerf:  "but  ro- 
monibcr,  at  the  expiration  of  that  time  no 
delay  or  subterfuge  will  justify  you  in — " 

"  M.  Albert  de  Morcerf,"  said  Beau- 
champ. rismg  in  his  turn,  "I  cannot 
throw  you  out  of  the  window  for  three 
weeks— that  is  to  say.  for  twenty-four 
days  to  come — nor  have  you  an.v  right  t-o 
split  my  skull  open  till  that  time  has 
elapsed.     To-day  is  the  '-iOth  of  August; 
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the  21st  of  September  will,  therefore,  be 
the  conclusion  of  the  term  agreed  on,  and 
till  that  time  arrives — and  it  is  the  advice 
of  a  g-entleman  which  1  am  about  to  give 
you — till  then  we  will  refrain  from  growl- 
ing" and  barking  like  two  dogs  cliained 
within  sight  of  each  other.''  When  he 
had  concluded  this  speech,  Beauchamp 
bowed  coldly  to  Albert,  turned  his  back 
upon  him,  and  retired  to  his  printing 
office.  Albert  vented  his  anger  on  a  pile 
of  newspapers,  Avhich  he  sent  flying  all 
over  the  room  hy  switching  them  violently 
with  his  stick  ;  after  which  ebullition  he 
departed — not,  however,  without  walking 
several  times  to  the  door  of  the  printing 
office,  as  if  he  had  half  a  mind  to  enter  it. 
"SVliile  Albert  was  lashing  the  front  of  his 
chainot  in  the  same  manner  that  he  had 
done  to  the  newspapers  which  were  tlie 
innocent  agents  of  his  discomfiture,  as  he 
was  crossing  the  barrier  he  perceived 
Morrel,  who  was  walking  with  a  quick 
step  and  a  bright  ej-e.  He  was  passing 
the  Chinese  Baths,  and  appeared  to  have 
come  from  the  direction  of  the  Porte 
Saint-Martin,  and  to  be  going  toward  the 
Magdalen.  "  Ah,"  said  Morcerf,  "there 
goes  a  happy  man  !  "  And  Albert  was 
not  mistaken  in  liis  opinion. 


CHAPTER    LXXIX. 

THE    LEMONADE. 

MoRREL  was,  in  fact,  very  happy.  M. 
Noirtier  had  just  sent  for  him,  and  he  was 
in  such  haste  to  know  the  reason  of  his 
doing  so  that  he  had  not  stopped  to  take 
a  fiacre,  placing  infinitely'  more  depend- 
ence on  his  own  two  legs  than  on  the  four 
legs  of  a  cab-horse.  He  had,  tlierefore, 
set  olT  at  a  furious  rate  from  the  Rue 
Meslaj',  and  was  hastening  with  rapid 
strides  in  the  direction  of  the  Fauboui-g 
Saiiit-Honore.  Morrel  advanced  with  a 
firm,  manly  tread,  and  poor  Barrois  fol- 
lowed him  as  he  best  might  :  Morrel  was 
only  thirty-one,  Barrois  was  sixty  years 
of  age  ;  Morrel  was  deeply  in  love,  and 
Barrois  was  d^ing  with  heat  and  exer- 
tion. These  two  men,  thus  opposed  in 
age  and  interests,  i-esiMnbled  two  jiarts 
of  a  triangle,  presenting  the  extremes  of 
separation,    yet   nevertheless    possessing 


their  point  of  union.  This  point  of  union 
was  Noirtier,  and  it  was  he  who  had  just 
sent  for  Morrel,  with  the  request  that  he 
would  lose  no  time  in  coming  to  him — a 
command  which  Morrel  obeyed  to  the 
letter,  to  the  great  discomfiture  of  Bar- 
rois. On  arriving  at  the  house,  Morrel 
was  not  even  out  of  breath,  for  love  lends 
wings  to  our  desires  ;  but  Barrois,  who 
had  long  forgotten  what  it  was  to  love, 
was  sorel3'  fatigued  'by  the  expedition  he 
had  been  constrained  to  use. 

The  old  servant  introduced  Morrel  by  a 
private  entrance,  closed  the  door  of  the 
study,  and  soon  the  rustling  of  a  dress 
announced  the  arrival  of  Valentine.  She 
looked  marvelously  beautiful  in  her  deep 
mourning  dress,  and  Morrel  experienced 
such  intense  delight  in  gazing  upon  her 
that  he  felt  as  if  he  could  almost  have 
dispensed  with  the  conversation  of  her 
grandfather.  But  the  easy-chair  of  the 
old  man  was  heard  rolling  along  the  floor, 
and  he  soon  made  his  appearance  in  the 
room.  Noirtier  acknowledged  hy  a  look 
of  extreme  kindness  and  benevolence  the 
thanks  which  Morrel  lavished  on  him  for 
his  timely  intervention  on  behalf  of  Val- 
entine and  himself — an  intervention  which 
had  saved  them  from  despair.  Morrel 
then  cast  on  the  invalid  an  interroga- 
tive look  as  to  the  new  favor  which  he 
designed  to  bestow  on  him.  Valentine 
was  sitting  at  a  little  distance  from  them, 
timidl}'  awaiting  the  moment  when  she 
should  be  obliged  to  speak.  Noirtier  fixed 
his  eyes  on  her.  *'  Am  I  to  say  what  3'ou 
told  me  ? "  asked  Valentine.  Noirtier 
made  a  sign  that  she  was  to  do  so. 

"  M.  Morrel,"  said  Valentine  to  the 
3'^oung  man,  who  was  regarding  her  with 
the  most  intense  interest,  "my  grand- 
father, M.  Noirtier,  had  a  thousand  things 
to  say,  which  he  told  me  three  da.ys  ago  ; 
and  now  he  has  sent  for  you,  that  I  may 
repeat  them  to  you  ;  I  will  repeat  them, 
tlien  ;  and  since  he  has  chosen  me  as  his 
interpreter,  I  will  be  faithful  to  the  trust, 
and  will  not  alter  a  word  of  his  inten- 
tions."—'' Oh,  I  am  listening  with  the 
greatest  impatience,"  replied  the  young 
m^in  ;  "  speak,  I  beg  of  you."  Valentine 
cast  down   her  e3'es ;    this  was  a    good 
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omen  for  Morrel,  for  he  knew  that  nothing- 
but  happiness  could  have  the  power  of 
thus  overcoming-  Valentine.  "  My  g-rand- 
father  intends  leaving-  this  house/'  said 
she,  "  and  Barrois  is  looking-  out  suitable 
apartments  for  him  in  another." 

"  But  you,  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort, 
you,  who  are  necessary  to  M.  Noirtier's 
happiness — " 

"  Me  ?"  interrupted  Valentine  ;  "  I  shall 
not  leave  m}'  g-rand father,  that  is  an  un- 
derstood thing  between  us.  My  apart- 
ment will  be  close  to  his.  Now,  M.  de 
Villefort  must  either  give  his  consent  to 
this  plan  or  his  refusal ;  in  the  first  case, 
I  shall  leave  directl}^ ;  and  in  the  second, 
I  shall  await  my  majoritj^,  which  will  be 
completed  in  about  ten  months.  Then  I 
shall  be  free,  I  shall  have  an  independent 
fortune,  and — " 

"  And  what  ?  "  demanded  Morrel. 

"^And  with  vay  g-randfather's  consent  I 
shall  f  idfill  the  promise  which  I  have  made 
you."  Valentine  pronounced  these  few 
last  words  in  such  a  low  tone,  that  noth- 
ing but  Morrel's  intense  interest  in  what 
she  was  saying  could  have  enabled  him  to 
hoar  them.  "  Have  I  not  explained  3'our 
wishes,  grandpapa?  "  said  Valentine,  ad- 
dressing Noirtier. — ''  Yes,"  looked  the  old 
man.  —  "Once  under  my  grandfather's 
roof,  M.  Morrel  can  visit  me  in  the  pres- 
ence of  my  good  and  worthy  protector,  if 
we  still  feel  that  the  union  we  contem- 
plated will  be  likely  to  insure  our  future 
comfort  and  happiness;  in  that  case  I 
shall  expect  M.  Morrel  to  come  and  claim 
me  at  my  own  hands.  But,  alas  !  I  have 
heard  it  said  that  hearts  inflamed  by  ob- 
stacles to  their  desire  grow  cold  in  tune  of 
security  ;  I  trust  we  shall  never  find  it  so 
in  our  experience  !  " 

"Oh!"  cried  Morrel,  almost  tempted 
to  throw  himself  on  his  knees  before  Noir- 
tier and  Valentine,  and  to  adore  them  as 
two  superior  beiiigs,  "  what  have  I  ever 
done  in  my  life  to  merit  such  unbounded 
happiness?  ' '—"Until  that  time,"  con- 
tinued tlie  young  girl,  in  a  calm  and  self- 
possessed  tone  of  voice,  "  we  will  conform 
to  cii-cumstances,  and  be  guided  by  the 
wishes  of  our  friends,  so  long  as  those 
wishes  do  not  tend  finally  to  separate  us  ; 


in  one  word,  and  I  repeat  it,  because  it  ex- 
presses all  I  wish  to  convey — we  will  wait." 

"  And  I  swear  to  make  all  the  sacri- 
fices which  this  word  imposes,  sir,"  said 
Morrel,  "  not  only  with  resignation,  but 
with  cheerfulness." — "Therefore,"  con- 
tinued Valentine,  looking  playfulh'  at 
Maximilian,  "no  more  inconsiderate  ac- 
tions— no  more  rash  projects  ;  for  j'ou 
surely  would  not  wish  to  compromise  the 
feelings  of  her  who  from  this  day  regards 
herself  as  destined,  honorably  and  hap- 
pily, to  bear  your  name  ?  "  Morrel  looked 
obedience  to  her  commands.  Noirtier  re- 
garded the  lovers  with  a  look  of  ineffable 
tenderness,  while  Barrois,  who  had  re- 
mained in  the  room  in  the  character  of  a 
man  privileged  to  know  everything  that 
passed,  smiled  on  the  3'outhful  couple  as 
he  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  bald 
forehead.  "  How  hot  you  look,  my  good 
Barrois  !  "  said  Valentine. 

"  Ah  !  I  have  been  running  very  fast, 
mademoiselle  ;  but  I  must  do  M.  Morrel 
the  justice  to  saj^  that  he  ran  still  faster." 
Noirtier  directed  their  attention  to  a 
waiter,  on  which  was  placed  a  decanter 
containing  lemonade  and  a  glass.  The 
decanter  was  nearl}'  full,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  little,  which  had  been  already 
drunk  by  M.  Noirtier. 

"  Come,  Barrois,"  said  the  3'ouug  girl, 
"  take  some  of  this  lemonade  ;  I  see  you 
are  coveting  a  good  draught  of  it." 

"The  fact  is,  mademoiselle,"  said  Bar- 
rels, "I  am  dying  with  thirst,  and  since 
you  are  so  kind  as  to  offer  it  me,  I  cannot 
say  I  should  at  all  object  to  drinking  your 
health  in  a  glass  of  it." — "Take  some, 
then,  and  come  back  immediately."  Bar- 
rois took  away  the  waiter,  and  hardly 
was  he  outside  the  door,  whicli,  in  his 
haste,  he  forgot  to  shut,  than  they  saw 
him  throw  back  his  head  and  empty  to 
the  ver3'  dregs  the  glass  which  VakMitine 
liad  filled.  Valentine  and  Morrel  wore  ex- 
changing their  adieux  in  the  presence  of 
Noirtier  wIumj  a  ring  was  heard  at  the 
door-boll.  It  was  tlie  signal  of  a  visit. 
Valentine  looked  al  lun-  watch. 

"It  is  past  noon,"  said  sho.  "and  to- 
day is  Satiii\iay  :  1  dare  say  it  is  the 
doctor,  grandpapa."     Noirtier  looked  his 
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conviction  that  she  was  right  in  lier 
supposition.  "  He  will  come  in  here,  and  M. 
Morrel  had  better  g-o  :  do  you  not  think  so, 
grandpapa?"— ''Yes,"  signed  the  old 
man. 

"  Barrois  !"  cried  Valentine,  "Barrois  !" 

"la  mcoming,  mademoiselle,"  replied 
he. — "  Barrois  will  open  the  door  forj'ou," 
said  Valentine,  addressing  Morrel.  "And 
now  remember  one  thing,  Mr.  Officer, 
that  ray  grandfather  commands  3^ou  not 
to  take  an}'  rash  or  ill-advised  step  which 
would  be  likel}'  to  compromise  our  hap- 
piness." 

"  I  promised  him  to  wait,"  replied  Mor- 
rel ;  "  and  I  will  wait." 

At  this  moment  Barrois  entered .  '  •'  Who 
rang?  "  asked  Valentine. 

"  Dr.  d'Avrign}^"  said  Barrois,  stag- 
gering as  if  he  would  fall. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Barrois  ?  "  said 
Valentine.  The  old  man  did  not  answer, 
but  looked  at  his  master  with  wild  staring 
ej'es,  while  with  his  cramped  hand  he 
grasped  a  piece,  of  furniture  to  enable  him 
to  stand  upright.  "  He  is  going  to  fall  I" 
cried  Morrel.  The  trembling  which  had 
attacked  Barrois  gradually  increased,  the 
features  of  the  face  became  quite  altered, 
and  the  convulsive  movement  of  the  mus- 
cles appeared  to  indicate  the  approach  of 
a  most  serious  nervous  disoixler.  Noirtier, 
seeing  Barrois  in  this  pitiable  condition, 
showed  by  his  looks  all  the  various  emo- 
tions of  sorrow  and  sympathy  which  can 
animate  the  heart  of  man.  Barrois  made 
some  steps  toward  his  master. 

"Ah,  sir  !  "  said  he,  "  tell  me  what  is 
the  matter  with  me.  1  am  suffering — I 
cannot  see.  A  thousand  fiery  darts  are 
piercing  my  brain.  Ah  !  don't  touch 
me,  pray  don't."  By  this  time  his  hag- 
gard eyes  had  the  appearance  of  being 
read}'  to  start  from  their  sockets ;  his 
head  fell  back,  and  the  lower  extremities 
of  tho  body  began  to  siilfen.  Valentine 
uttered  a  cry  of  horror  ;  Morrel  took  lier 
in  his  arms,  as  if  to  defend  her  from  some 
unknown  danger.  "M.  d'Avrigny  !  M. 
d'Avrigny  !  "  cried  she,  in  a  stifled  voice. 
**  Help  !  help!"  Barrois  tr.rnod  round, 
and,  with  a  great  effort,  stumbled  a  few 
steps,   then    fell    at   the  feet  of  Noirtier, 


and  resting  his  hand  on  the  knee  of  the 
invalid,  exclaimed:  "My  master!  my 
good  master  !  "  At  this  moment  M. 
de  Villeforr,  attracted  by  the  noise,  ap- 
peared on  the  threshold.  Morrel  relaxed 
his  hold  of  Valentine,  and  retreating  to 
a  distant  corner  of  the  room,  he  remained 
half  hidden  behind  a  curtain.  Pale  as 
if  he  had  been  gazing  on  a  serpent,  he 
fixed  his  terrified  eye  on  the  agonized 
sufferer. 

!Noirtier,  burning  with  impatience  and 
terror,  was  in  despair  at  his  utter  inability 
to  help  his  old  domestic,  whom  he  regarded 
more  in  the  light  of  a  friend  than  a  ser- 
vant. One  might  trace  the  terrible  con- 
flict which  was  going  on  between  the 
living  energetic  mind  and  the  inanimate 
and  helpless  body,  by  the  fearful  swelling 
of  the  veins  of  his  forehead,  and  the  con- 
traction of  the  muscles  round  the  eye. 
Barrois,  his  features  convulsed,  his  eyes 
suffused  with  blood,  and  his  head  thrown 
back,  was  lying  at  full  length,  beating  the 
floor  with  his  hands,  while  his  legs  were 
become  so  stiff  that  they  looked  as  if  they 
would  break  rather  than  bend.  A  slight 
appearance  of  foam  was  visible  round  the 
mouth,  and  he  breathed  painfull}'-,  and 
with  extreme  difficulty. 

Villefort  seemed  stupefied  with  astonish- 
ment, and  remained  gazing  intently  on  the 
scene  before  him  without  uttering  a  word. 
He  had  not  seen  Morrel.  After  a  moment 
of  dumb  contemplation,  during  which  his 
face  became  pale,  and  his  hair  seemed  to 
stand  on  end,  he  sprang  toward  the  dooi-. 
crying  out,  "Doctor!  doctor!  come  in- 
stantly ;  pra}'  come  !  " — "  Madame  I  mad- 
ame!"  cried  Valentine,  calling  her  step- 
mother, and  running  upstairs  to  meet  her  ; 
"conui  <iuick,  quick!  and  bring  your  bot- 
tle of  smelling-salts  with  you." 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Madame 
de  Villefort,  in  a  harsli  ami  constrained 
tone. — "  Oh  !  come  !  come!"—"  But  where 
is  the  doctor  ?  "  exclaimed  Villefort  ; 
"where  is  he?"  Madame  de  Villefort 
now  deliberately  descended  the  staii'case. 
In  one  hand  she  held  hei-  liandkerchief, 
with  which  she  appeared  to  be  wiping  her 
face,  and  in  the  other  a  bottle  of  English 
smelling-salts.     H»'r  first  look  on  entering 
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the  room  was  at  Noirtier,  whose  face,  in- 
dependent of  the  emotion  which  such  a 
scene  could  not  fail  of  producing-,  pro- 
claimed him  to  be  in  possession  of  his 
usual  health;  her  second  g-lance  was  at 
the  dying-  man.  She  turned  pale,  and  her 
eye  passed  quickly  from  the  servant,  and 
rested  on  the  master. 

''In  the  name  of  Heaven,  madame," 
said  Villefort,  "  where  is  the  doctor  ?  He 
was  with  you  just  now.  You  see  this  is  a 
fit  of  apoplexy,  aud  he  mig-ht  be  saved  if 
he  could  but  be  bled!"— "Has  he  eaten 
anything  lately?  "  asked  Madame  de  Vil- 
lefort, eluding  her  husband's  question. 
"Madame,"  replied  Valentine,  "he  has 
not  even  breakfasted.  He  has  been  run- 
ning- very  fast  on  an  errand  with  which 
my  g-randfather  charged  him,  and  when 
he  returned  he  took  nothing-  but  a  g-lass 
of  lemonade." — "Ah  !  "  said  Madame  de 
Villefort ;  "  why  did  he  not  take  wine  ? 
Lemonade  was  a  very  bad  thing-  for  him." 

"  Grandpapa's  bottle  of  lemonade  was 
standing  just  by  his  side;  poor  Barrois 
was  very  thirstj"-,  and  was  thankful  to 
drink  anything  he  could  find."  Madame 
de  Villefort  started.  Noirtier  looked  at 
her  with  a  glance  of  the  most  profound 
scrutiny.  "He  has  such  a  short  neck," 
said  she.  "Madame,"  said  De  Villefort, 
"  I  ask  where  is  M.  d'Avrig-ny  ?  In  God's 
name  answer  me  !  " — "  He  is  with  Edward, 
who  is  not  quite  well,"  replied  Madame  de 
Villefort,  no  long-er  being-  able  to  avoid  an- 
swering. 

Villefort  rushed  upstairs  to  fetch  him 
himself.  "Take  this,"  said  Madame  de 
Villefort,  g-iving  her  suielling'-bottle  to 
Valentine.  "They  will,  no  doubt,  bleed 
him  ;  therefore  I  will  retire,  for  I  cannot 
endure  the  siglit  of  blood;  "  and  she  fol- 
lowed her  husband  upstairs.  Morrel  now 
emerged  from  his  hiding  place,  where  he 
had  remained  quite  unperceived,  so  g-reat 
liad  been  the  general  confusion.  "Go 
away  as  quick  as  you  can,  Maxinnhan." 
said  Valentine,  "and  stay  till  I  send  for 
you.     Go." 

Morrel  looked  toward  Noirtier  for  per- 
mission to  retire.  The  old  man,  who  had 
preserved  all  his  usual  sang  froid,  made 
a  sig-n  to  him  to  do  so.     The   vounu-  man 


pressed  Valentine's  hand  to  his  lips,  and 
then  left  the  house  by  a  back  staircase. 
At  the  same  moment  that  he  quitted  the 
room,  Villefort  and  tiie  doctor  entered  by 
an  opposite  entrance.  Barrois  was  now 
showing  signs  of  returning-  consciousness ; 
the  crisis  seemed  past ;  a  low  moaning 
was  heard,  and  he  raised  himself  on  one 
knee.  D'Avrign\'  and  Villefort  laid  him 
on  a  couch.  "What  do  you  prescribe, 
doctor?"  demanded  Villefort.  "Give 
me  some  water  and  ether.  You  have 
some  in  the  house,  have  you  not  ?  " 

"Yes." — "  Send  for  some  oil  of  turpen- 
tine and  tartar  emetic," 

Villefort  immediately  dispatched  a  mes- 
senger.    "And  now  let  every  one  retire." 

"Must  I  go,  too?"  asked  Valentine, 
timidly. 

"Yes,  mademoiselle,  you  especially," 
replied  the  doctor,  abruptly. 

Valentine  looked  at  M.  d'Avrign}'  with 
astonishment,  kissed  her  grandfather  on 
the  forehead,  and  left  the  room.  The 
doctor  closed  the  door  after  her  with  a 
gloomy  air.  "Look  !  look  !  doctor,"  said 
Villefort,  "he  is  quite  coming  round 
again  ;  I  really  do  not  think,  after  all,  it  is 
anything  of  consequence."  M.  d'AvrignN' 
answered  by  a  melancholy  smile.  "How 
do  you  feel  yourself,  Barrois  ?  "  asked  he. 
"A  little  better,  sir." — "Will  3-ou  drink 
some  of  this  ether  and  water?  " — "I  will 
try  ;  but  don't  touch  me." — "  Why  not  ?  " 
— "  Because  I  feel  that  if  you  we!-e  only 
to  touch  me  with  the  tip  of  your  finger 
the  fit  would  return." — "Drink."  Bar- 
rois  took  the  glass,  and  raising  it  to  Ills 
purple  lips,  took  about  half  of  the  liquid 
olfered  him.  "  Where  do  you  sutfer  ?  '" 
asked  the  doctor. — "  Everywhere  :  I  feel 
cramp  over  my  whole  body.'' — "Do  you 
find    anv    dazzling    sensation   before   the 


eyes : 


"—"Yes. 


Anv     noise     in    the 


ears?"— "Frightful."— "When  did  you 
first  feel  that?"— "Just  now."— "Sud- 
denly ?"—"  Yes,  like  a  clap  of  thunder." 
—"Did  you  feel  nothing  of  it  yesU-i-day 
or  the  day  before?  "—"  Nothing."— "No 
drowsiness  ?  "  — "  None."  —  "  What  have 
you  eaten  to-day?"  — "I  h'-^ve  eaten 
nothing:  I  only  drank  a  glass  of  my 
master's    lemonade  —  that's    all:"    and 
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Barrois  turned  toward  Noirtier,  who, 
immovabl}'  fixed  in  his  armchair,  was 
contemplating-  this  terrible  scene  without 
allowing"  a  word  or  a  movement  to  escape 
him.  "Where  is  this  lemonade  ?  "  asked 
the  doctor,  eagerly.  —  ''Downstairs  in 
the  decanter.''  —  "Whereabouts  down- 
stairs?"—"In  the  kitchen."— "Shall  I 
go  and  fetch  it,  doctor?"  inquired  Ville- 
fort. — "No,  stay  here  and  try  to  make 
Barrois  drink  the  rest  of  this  glass  of 
ether  and  water.  I  will  go  myself  and 
fetch  the  lemonade." 

D'Avrigny  bounded  tow-ard  the  door, 
flew  down  the  back  staircase,  and  almost 
knocked  down  Madame  de  Villefort  in  his 
haste,  who  was  herself  going  down  to  the 
kitchen.  D'Avrigny  paid  no  attention  to 
her ;  possessed  with  but  one  idea,  he 
cleared  the  last  four  steps  with  a  bound, 
and  rushed  into  the  kitchen,  where  he  saw 
the  decanter  about  three  parts  empty  still 
standing  on  the  waiter,  where  it  had  been 
left.  He  darted  upon  it  as  an  eagle  would 
seize  upon  its  prey.  Panting  with  loss  of 
breath,  he  returned  to  the  room  he  had 
just  left.  Madame  de  Villefort  was  slow- 
ly ascending  the  steps  which  led  to  her 
room.  ''Is  this  the  decanter  3'ou  spoke 
of?  "  asked  D'Avrigny. 

"Yes,  doctor." — "Is  this  the  same 
lemonade  of  which  you  partook  ?" — "  I  be- 
lieve so."— "What  did  it  taste  like  ?  " 

"It  had  a  bitter  taste." 

The  doctor  poui-ed  some  drops  of  the 
lemonade  into  the  palm  of  his  hand,  put 
his  lips  to  it,  and  after  having  rinsed  his 
mouth  as  a  man  does  when  he  is  tasting 
wine,  he  spat  the  liquor  into  the  fireplace. 

"It  is  no  doubt  the  same,"  said  he: 
''did  you  drink  some,  too,  M.  Noirtier  ?  " 

"  Yes." — "  And  did  you  also  discover  a 
bitter  taste  ?  " 

"  Yes." — "  Oh,  doctoi'  I  "  cried  Barrois, 
"  the  fit  is  coming  on  again.  Oh  I  liave 
pity  on  me."  The  doctor  flew  to  his  pa- 
tient. "  That  emetic,  Villefort ;  see  if  it 
is  coming.  Villefort  spiang  into  the  pas- 
sage, exclaiming,  "  The  emetic  !  the 
emetic! — is  it  come  yet?"  No  one  an- 
swered. The  most  profound  terror 
reigned  throughout  the  house.  "If  I 
had  anything  by  means  of  which  I  could 


inflate  the  lungs,"  said  D'Avrigny,  look- 
ing around  him,  "  perhaps  I  might  pre- 
vent suffocation.  But  thei-e  is  nothing 
which  Avould  do  I — nothing  I  " — "Oh,  sir," 
cried  Barrois,  "  are  you  going  to  let  me 
die  without  help  ?  Oh  !  I  am  dying  !  Oh  I 
save  me  !  " 

"'  A  pen  !  a  pen  !  "  said  the  doctor. 
There  was  one  lying  on  the  table  ;  he  en- 
deavored to  introduce  it  into  the  mouth  of 
the  patient  :  who,  in  the  midst  of  his  con- 
vulsions, was  making  vain  attempts  to 
vomit ;  but  the  jaws  were  so  clenched 
that  the  pen  could  not  pass  them.  This 
second  attack  was  much  more  violent 
than  the  first,  and  he  had  slipped  from 
the  couch  to  the  ground,  where  he  was 
writhing  in  agony.  The  doctor  left  him 
in  this  paroxj'sm,  knowing  that  he  could 
do  nothing  to  alleviate  it,  and  going  up  to 
Noirtier,  said  abruptly' — "  How  do  you 
find  yourself  ?— well  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"Have  you  any  w^eight  on  the  chest; 
or  does  your  stomach  feel  light  and  com- 
fortable—eh ?  "— "  Yes." 

"  Then  you  feel  prett}'  much  as  you 
generally  do  after  3'ou  have  had  the  dose 
which  I  am  accustomed  to  give  you  ever\' 
Sunday  ?"—"  Yes." 

"  Did  Barrois  make  your  lemonade  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Was  it  3"ou  who  asked  him  to  drink 
some  of  it?  "—"No.'' 

"  Was  it  M.  de  Villefort  ?  "— "  No." 

"Madame?"— "No." 

"  Itw^as  your  granddaughter,  then,  was 
it  not?  "—"Yes." 

A  groan  from  Barrois,  accompanied  by 
a  yawn  wliich  seemed  to  crack  the  very 
jawbones,  attracted  the  attention  of  M. 
d'Avrigny  ;  he  left  M.  Noirtier,  and  re- 
turned to  the  sick  man. — "Barrois,"  said 
the  doctor,  "can  you  speak?" 

Barrois  muttered  a  few  unintelligible 
words.  "  Try  and  make  an  effort  to  do 
so,  my  good  man,"  said  D'Avrigny. 

Barrois  reopened  his  blood -shot  eyes. 

"  Who  made  the  lemonade  ?"_"  I  did." 

"  Did  you  bring  it  to  your  master 
directly  it  was  made?  " — "No." 

"You  left  it  soRK^vhere,  then,  in  the 
meantime  ?  " — "  Yes  ;  I  left  it  in  the  pan- 
try, because  I  was  called  awa}'." 
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"Who  broug'ht  it  into  this  room, 
then  ?  " — "  Mademoiselle  Valentine.'' 

D'Avri^ny  struck  his  forehead  with  his 
hand.  "  Gracious  Heaven  ! '"  exclaimed 
he.  "Doctor!  doctor!"  cried  Barrois. 
who  felt  another  fit  coming. 

"Will  they  never  bring-  that  emetic?  " 
asked  the  doctor. 

"  Here  is  a  glass  with  one  already-  pre- 
pared/' said  Villefort,  entering-  the  room. 

"Who  prepared  it?" — "The  chemist 
who  came  here  with  me." 

"Drink  it,"  said  the  doctor  to  Barrois. 

"  Impossible,  doctor,  it  is  too  late  ;  my 
thi-oat  is  closing-  up.  I  am  clioking- !  Oh  ! 
my  heart !  Ah  !  my  head  !  Oh  !  what 
ag-on^' !     Shall  I  suffer  like  this  long  ?  " 

"'  No,  no,  friend,"  replied  the  doctor, 
"  3'ou  will  soon  cease  to  suffer." 

"Ah!  I  understand  3'ou,"  said  the  un- 
happy man.  "  My  God,  have  mercy  upon 
me  !  "  and,  uttering  a  fearful  cry,  Bar- 
rois fell  back  ias  if  he  had  been  struck  by 
lightning.  D'Avrign3"  put  his  hand  to  his 
heart  and  placed  a  glass  before  his  lips. 

"Well!"  said  Villefort.  "Go  to  the 
kitchen,  and  get  me  some  syrup  of  vio- 
lets."    Villefort  went  immediatel3\ 

"Do  not  be  alarmed,  M.  Noirtier," 
said  D'Avrigny,  "  I  am  going  to  take  \y\j 
patient  into  the  next  room  to  bleed  him  ; 
this  sort  of  attack  is  very  frightful  to 
witness." 

And,  taking  Barrois  under  the  arms, 
he  dragged  him  into  an  adjoining  room ; 
but,  almost  immediately,  he  returned  to 
fetch  the  remainder  of  the  lemonade. 
Noirtier  closed  his  right  eye.  "You 
want  Valentine,  do  you  not  ?  I  will  te^l 
them  to  send  her  to  you."  Villefort  re- 
turned, and  D'Avrignj^  met  him  in  the 
passage.  "  Well  !  how  is  he  now  ?"  asked 
he.  "Come  in  here,"  said  D'Avrigny: 
and  he  took  him  into  the  chamber  where 
the  sick  man  lay.  "  Is  he  still  in  a  fit  ?  " 
said  the  procureur  du  roi. — "  He  is  dead." 

Villefort  drew  back  a  few  steps,  and, 
clasping  his  hands,  exclaimed,  with  real 
amazement  and  sympathy,  "  Dead  !  ami 
so  soon  too  !  "— '^  Yes,  it  is  very  soon  !  " 
said  the  doctor,  looking  at  the  corpse  be- 
fore him  ;  "  but  that  ought  not  to  aston- 
ish you  ;  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Saint- 


Meran    died   as    soon.     People    die  very 
suddenly  in  jomy  house,  M.  de  Villefort." 

"What!"  cried  the  magistrate,  with 
an  accent  of  horror  and  consternation, 
"  are  3^ou  still  harping  on  that  terrible 
idea?" — "Still,  sir;  and  I  shall  always 
do  so,"  replied  D'Avrigny,  "for  it  has 
never  for  one  instant  ceased  to  retain  pos- 
session of  vay  mind  :  and  that  3'ou  may  be 
quite  sure  I  am  not  mistaken  this  time, 
listen  well  to  what  I  am  going  to  saj',  M. 
de  Villefort."  The  magistrate  trembled 
convulsively'.  "There  is  a  poison  which 
destroj's  life  almost  without  leaving  any 
perceptible  traces.  I  know  it  well  ;  I  have 
studied  it  in  all  its  qualities  and  in  the 
effects  which  it  produces.  I  recognized 
the  presence  of  this  poison  in  the  case  of 
poor  Barrois  as  well  as  in  that  of  Madame 
de  Saint-Meran.  There  is  a  wa^-  of  de- 
tecting its  presence.  It  restores  the  blue 
color  of  litmus-paper  reddened  hy  an  acid, 
and  it  turns  sj^rup  of  violets  green.  We 
have  no  litmus-paper,  but,  hark !  here 
thej'  come  with  the  S3'rup  of  violets." 
The  doctor  was  right ;  steps  were  heard 
in  the  passage.  M.  d'Avrign3'  opened 
the  door,  and  took  from  the  hands  of  the 
femme-de-chambre  a  cup  which  contained 
two  or  three  spoonfuls  of  the  sxrup  :  he 
then  carefull3'  closed  the  door.  "  Look  !  " 
said  he  to  the  procureur  du  roi,  whose 
heart  beat  so  loudl3'^  that  it  might  almost 
be  heard;  "here  is  in  this  cup  some 
S3anip  of  violets,  and  this  decanter  con- 
tains the  remainder  of  the  lemonade  of 
which  M.  Noirtier  and  Barrois  partook. 
If  the  lemonade  be  pure  and  inoffensive 
the  S3a'up  will  color;  if,  on  the  contrary, 
the  lemonade  be  drugged  with  poison,  the 
S3'rup  will  become  green.  Look  well  at 
it  !  " 

The  doctor  then  slowly'  poured  some 
drops  of  the  lemonade  from  the  decanter 
into  the  cup,  and,  in  an  instant,  a  kind  of 
light  cloifd3'  sediment  began  to  form  at 
the  bottom  of  the  cup  ;  this  sediment  first 
took  a  blue  shade,  then  from  the  color  of 
sapphire  it  passed  to  that  of  opal,  and 
from  opal  to  emerald.  Arrived  at  this 
last  hue,  it  changed  no  more.  The  result 
of  the  experiment  left  no  doubt  wliatevor 
on  the  mind. 
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"  The  unfortunate  Barrois  has  been  poi- 
soned," said  D'Avrign3%  *'  and  I  will 
maintain  this  assertion  before  God  and 
man."  Villefort  said  nothing-,  but  he 
clasped  his  hands,  opened  his  haggard 
eyes,  and,  overcome  with  his  emotion, 
sank  into  a  cliair. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 

THE   ACCUSATION. 

M.  D'AvRiGNY  soon  restored  the  mag- 
istrate to  consciousness,  who  had  looked 
like  a  second  corpse  in  that  chamber  of 
death.  ''  Oh,  death  is  in  my  house  ! " 
"cried  Villefort. 

''Sa3%  rather,  crime  !  "  replied  the  doc- 
tor.—  "  M.  d'Avrigny,"  cried  Villefort, 
"  I  cannot  tell  you  all  I  feel  at  this  moment 
— terror,  grief,  madness." 

"  Yes,"  said  M.  d'Avrigny,  with  an  im- 
posing calmness,  "but  I  think  it  is  now 
time  to  act.  I  think  it  is  time  to  stop  this 
toi-rent  of  mortality.  I  can  no  longer 
bear  to  be  in  possession  of  these  secrets 
without  the  hope  of  seeing  the  victims  and 
societ}^  generally  revenged."  Villefort 
cast  a  gloomy  look  around  him.  "  In  my 
house  !  "  murmured  he,  "  in  my  house  !  " 

"  Come,  magistrate,"  said  M.  d'Avrig- 
ny, "show  yourself  a  man;  as  an  interper- 
ter  of  the  law,  do  honor  to  your  profession 
by  sacrificing  your  selfish  interests  to  it." 

"  You  make  me  shudder,  doctor  !  Do 
you  talk  of  a  sacrifice  ?  " — "  I  do." 

"Do  you  then  suspect  any  one  ?  " 

"I  suspect  no  one  ;  death  raps  at  your 
door — it  (;nters — it  goes,  not  blindfolded, 
but  circumspectly,  from  room  to  room. 
Well !  I  follow  its  course,  I  track  its  pas- 
sage ;  I  adopt  the  wisdom  of  the  ancients, 
and  feel  my  way,  for  my  friendship  for 
your  family  and  my  respect  for  you  areas 
a  twofold  band;>g(;  over  my  eyes;  well — " 

"  Oh  !  speak,  speak,  doctor  ;  I  shall  have 
courage." 

"  Well,  sir,  you  liave  in  your  Sstablisli- 
inent,  or  in  your-  family,  perliaps,  one  of 
those  frightful  i)lienomena  of  which  eacli 
century  produces  only  one.  Locuste  and 
Agrii)pina,  living  at  lh(^  sanity  time,  are  an 
exception,  and  proves  the  determination 
of  Providence  to  effect  the  entire  ruin  of 
the  Roman    empire,  sullied    by   so   many 


crimes.  Brunehalt  and  Fredegonde  are 
the  results  of  the  painful  struggle  of  civ- 
ilization in  its  infancy,  when  man  was 
learning  to  control  mind,  were  it  even  by 
an  emissary  from  the  realms  of  darkness. 
All  these  women  had  been,  or  were,  beau- 
tiful. The  same  flower  of  innocence  had 
flourished,  or  was  still  flourishing  on  their 
brow,  that  is  seen  on  the  brow  of  the  cul- 
prit in  your  house."  Villefort  shrieked, 
clasped  his  hands,  and  looked  at  the  doctor 
with  a  supplicating  air.  But  the  latter 
pursued  without  pitj^ 

'"Seek  whom  the  crime  will  profit,' 
says  an  axiom  of  jurisprudence." — ''Doc- 
tor," cried  Villefort,  "alas,  doctor!  how 
often  has  man's  justice  been  deceived  hy 
those  fatal  words.  I  know  not  whj^  but 
I  feel  that  this  crime — " — "  You  acknowl- 
edge, then,  the  existence  of  the  crime?  " 

"  Yes,  I  see  too  plainl^'^  that  it  does  ex- 
ist. But  it  seems  that  it  is  intended  to 
affect  me  personally.  I  fear  an  attack 
myself,  after  all  these  disasters." — "Oh, 
man  !  "  murmured  D'Avrign}^  "the  most 
selfish  of  all  animals,  the  most  personal  of 
all  creatures,  who  believes  the  earth 
turns,  the  sun  shines,  and  death  strikes 
for  him  alone — an  ant  cursing  God  from 
the  top  of  a  blade  of  grass  !  And  have 
those  who  have  lost  their  lives  lost  noth- 
ing?—  M.  de  Saint-Meran,  Madame  de 
Saint  Meran,  M.  Noirtier—  " 

"How  !  M.  Noirtier?" 

"  Yes ;  think  you  it  was  llie  poor  ser- 
vant's life  was  coveted?  No,  no;  lilce 
Shakespeare's  'Polonius,'  he  died  for  an- 
other. It  was  Noirtier  the  lemonade  was 
intended  for  —  it  is  Noirtier,  logically 
s{)eaking.  who  drank  it  ;  the  otlier  drank 
it  only  by  accident ;  and  although  Barrois 
is  dead,  it  was  Noirtier  whose  death  was 
wished  for." 

"  But  wliy  did  it  not  kill  my  fathei-  ?  " 

"  I  told  you  one  evening,  in  the  garden, 
after  Madame  de  Saint-Meran's  death,  be- 
cause his  system  is  accustomed  to  that 
very  poison  ;  and  the  dose;  was  trilling  for 
him,  which  would  be  fatal  for  another; 
because  no  one  knows,  not  «*ven  IIk;  assas- 
sin, thai,  for  the  last  twelve  months,  1 
liave  given  M.  Noirtier  brucine  for  his 
paralytic  afToction  :   while  the  assassin  is 
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not  ignorant,  for  he  has  proved  that  bru- 
citie  is  a  violent  poison."— "  Pity,  pity  I  '* 
murmured  Villefort,  wring-ing-  his  hands. 

"Follow  the  culprit's  steps;  he  first 
kills  M.  de  Saint-Meran— " 

"Oh.  doctor  ! "' — "  I  would  swear  to  it ; 
what  1  heard  of  his  symptoms  agrees  too 
well  with  what  I  have  seen  in  the  other 
cases."  Villefort  ceased  to  contend  :  he 
onl3'  g-roaned.  '•  He  first  kills  M.  de  Saint- 
Meran,"  repeated  the  doctor,  "then 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran — a  double  fort- 
une to  inherit."  Villefort  wiped  the  per- 
spiration from  his  forehead.  "Listen 
attentively." — "Alas  !  "  stammered  Vil- 
lefort, "  I  do  not  lose  a,  single  word." 

"M.  Noirtier,"  resumed  M.  d'AvrignN', 
in  the  same  pitiless  tone — "M.  Noirtier 
had  once  made  a  will  against  you — against 
your  family — in  favor  of  the  poor,  in 
fact;  M.  Noirtier  is  spared,  because  noth- 
ing is  expected  from  him.  But  he  has  no 
sooner  destroyed  his  first  will  and  made 
a  second,  than,  for  fear  he  should  make  a 
third,  he  is  struck  down  :  the  will  was 
made  the  day  before  yesterdaj^  I  believe  ; 
you  see  there  has  been  no  time  lost." 

"  Oh,  mercy,  M.  d'Avrigny  !  " 

"  No  merc3%  sir  !  The  physician  has  a 
sacred  mission  on  earth ;  and  to  fulfill  it 
he  begins  at  the  source  of  life,  and  goes 
down  to  the  mysterious  darkness  of  the 
tomb.  When  crime  has  been  committed, 
and  God,  doubtless  in  anger,  turns  away 
his  face,  it  is  for  the  physician  to  bring  the 
culprit  to  justice." — "Have  mercy  on  my 
child,  sir  I  "  mui-mured  Villefort. 

"  You  see  it  is  yourself  who  have  first 
named  her— you,  her  father." — "Have 
pity  on  Valentine  !  Listen  !  it  is  impos- 
sible. I  would  as  willingly  accuse  my- 
self !  Valentine,  whose  heart  is  pure  as 
a.  diamond  or  a  lily." 

"  No  pity.  M.  le  Procureur  du  Roi  ;  the 
crime  is  flagrant.  Mademoiselle  lierself 
packed  all  the  nunlicincs  which  woi-e  sent 
to  M.  de  Saint-Moi-an  :  and  M.  de  Saint- 
Meran  is  dead.  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort 
prepared  all  the  cooling  drauglits  which 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  took,  and  ]\Iad- 
anie  de  Saint-Meran  is  dead.  Mademoi- 
selle de  Villefort  took  from  the  hands  of 
Barrois,  who  was  sent  out,  the  lemonade 


which  M.  Noirtier  has  every  morning,  and 
he  has  escaped  only  by  a  miracle.  Made- 
moiselle de  Villefort  is  the  culprit  I — She 
is  the  poisoner !  M.  le  Procureur  du  Roi, 
I  denounce  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort ;  do 
your  duty." 

"  Doctor,  I  resist  no  longer ;  I  can  no 
longer  defend  myself :  I  believe  you ;  but, 
for  pity's  sake,  spare  my  life,  m}-  honor  !  " 

"  M.  de  Villefort,"  replied  the  doctor, 
with  increased  vehemence,  "  there  are  oc- 
casions when  I  dispense  with  all  foolish 
circumspection.  If  your  daughter  had 
committed  onl}"  one  crime,  and  I  saw  her 
meditating  another,  I  would  say,  '  Warn 
her,  punish  her,  let  her  pass  the  remainder 
of  her  life  in  a  convent,  weeping  and  pray- 
ing.' If  she  had  committed  two  crimes, 
I  would  say,  '  Here,  M.  le  Villefort,  is  a 
poison  that  the  prisoner  is  not  acquainted 
with,  one  that  has  no  known  antidote, 
quick  as  thought,  rapid  as  lightning, 
mortal  as  the  thunderbolt ;  give  her  that 
poison,  recommending  her  soul  to  God, 
and  save  your  honor  and  3'our  life,  for  it 
is  3'ours  she  aims  at ;  and  I  can  picture 
her  approaching  j'our  pillow  with  her 
hypocritical  smiles  and  her  sweet  exhor- 
tations. Woe  to  3^ou,  M.  de  Villefort,  if 
3^ou  do  not  strike  first  I '  This  is  what  I 
would  say  had  she  only  killed  two  per- 
sons ;  but  she  has  seen  thrt^e  deaths  — has 
contemplated  three  murdered  persons — 
has  Ivuelt  by  three  corpses  !  To  the  scaf- 
fold with  the  poisoner !  to  the  scaffold  ! 
Do  you  talk  of  your  honor  ?  Do  what  I 
tell  you,  and  immortality  awaits  you  I  " 

Villefort  fell  on  his  knees.  "Listen," 
said  he ;  "  I  have  not  the  strength  of 
mind  you  have,  or  rather  that  which  you 
would  not  have,  if  instead  of  my  daughter 
Valentine  your  daughter  Madeleine  were 
concerned."  The  doctor  turned  pale. 
"  Doctor,  every  son  of  woman  is  born  to 
suffer  and  to  die;  I  am  content  to  suffer 
ami  to  await  deatli." 

"Beware,"  said  M.  d'Avrigny;  "it 
maj"-  come  slowly  ;  you  will  see  it  ap- 
proach after  having  struck  your  father, 
your  wife,  perhaps  your  son." 

Villefort,  sulfocating,  presseil  the  doc- 
tor's arm.  "  Listen  !  "  cried  lie :  "  pity  me, 
—help  me  !  No,  my  daughter  is  not  guilty. 
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If  you  drag-  us  both  before  a  tribunal  I 
will  still  say,  *  No,  my  daughter  is  not 
guilty  ; — there  is  no  crime  in  my  house. 
I  will  not  acknowledge  a  crime  in  my 
house ;  for  when  crime  enters  a  dwelling, 
it  is  like  death  :  it  does  not  come  alone.' 
Listen  I — What  does  it  signify  to  you  if  I 
am  murdered  ? — Are  you  my  friend  ? — 
Are  you  a  man  ? — Have  j^ou  a  heart  ? — 
No,  you  are  a  physician  I — Well,  I  tell 
you  I  will  not  drag  my  daughter  before  a 
tribunal,  and  give  her  up  to  the  execu- 
tioner !  The  bare  idea  would  kill  me — 
would  drive  me  like  a  madman  to  dig  my 
heart  out  with  m^-  finger-nails  I  And  if 
you  were  mistaken,  doctor  I — if  it  were 
not  my  daughter  ! — If  I  should  come  one 
daj',  pale  as  a  specter,  and  say  to  you, 
'  Assassin  !  you  have  killed  m3^  child  !  ' 
Hold  !  if  that  should  happen,  although  I 
am  a  Christian,  M.  d'Avrignj^  I  should 
kill  myself." 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor,  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence ;  ''I  will  wait."  Villefort 
looked  at  him  as  if  he  had  doubted  his 
wortVs.  "  Onlv,"  continued  M.  d'Avrigny, 
with  a  slow  and  solemn  tone,  "  if  an}''  one 
falls  ill  in  your  house,  if  you  feel  yourself 
attacked,  do  not  send  for  me,  for  I  will 
come  no  more.  I  will  consent  to  share 
this  dreadful  secret  with  3'ou  ;  but  I  will 
not  allow  shame  and  remorse  to  grow  and 
increase  in  my  conscience,  as  crime  and 
misery  will  in  your  house." 

*'  Then  3'ou  abandon  me,  doctor  ?  " 

"  Yes,  for  I  can  follow  you  no  farther  ; 
and  I  only  stop  at  the  foot  of  the  scaffold. 
Some  further  discovery  will  be  made, 
which  will  bring  this  dreadful  tragedy  to 
a  close.     Adieu  !  " 

"  I  entreat  you,  doctor  !  "  —  ''  All  the 
horrors  that  disturb  my  thoughts  make 
your  house  odious  and  fatal.     Adieu,  sir." 

''One  word  —  one  single  word  more, 
doctor!  You  go  leaving  me  in  all  the 
horror  of  my  situation,  after  increasing  it 
by  what  you  liavc;  revealed  to  me.  But 
what  will  be  reported  of  the  sudden  death 
of  this  poor  old  servant?  " — "True,"  said 
M.  d'Avrigny;  "we  will  return."  The 
doctor  went  out  first,  followed  by  M.  de 
Villefort;  the  terrified  servants  wore  on 
the  stairs  and  in  the  passage  where  the 


doctor  would  pass.  "Sir,"  said  D'Av-  j 
rigny  to  Villefort,  so  loud  that  all  might  | 
hear,  "poor  Barrels  has  led  too  sedentary 
a  life  of  late  ;  accustomed  formerlj'  to  ride 
on  horseback,  or  in  the  carriage,  to  the 
four  corners  of  Europe,  the  monotonous 
walk  round  that  armchair  has  killed  him  : 
his  blood  has  thickened  ;  he  was  stout, 
had  a  short,  thick  neck,  he  was  attacked 
with  apoplex}-,  and  I  was  called  in  too 
late.  Apropos,"  added  he,  in  a  low  tone, 
"  take  care  to  throw  away  that  cup  of 
syrup  of  violets  in  the  ashes." 

The  doctor,  without  shaking  hands  with 
Villefort,  without  adding  a  word  to  what 
he  had  said,  went  out  ainid  the  tears  and 
lamentations  of  the  whole  household.  The 
same  evening  all  Villefort's  servants,  who 
had  assembled  in  the  kitchen,  and  had  a 
long  consultation,  came  to  tell  Madame  de 
Villefort  they  wished  to  leave.  No  en- 
treaty, no  proposition  of  increased  wages, 
could  induce  them  to  remain  ;  to  every 
argument  they  replied,  "We  must  go,  for 
death  is  in  this  house."  The}^  all  left,  in 
spite  of  prayers  and  entreaties,  testifying 
their  regret  at  leaving  so  good  a  master 
and  mistress,  and  especially'  Mademoiselle 
Valentine,  so  good,  so  kind,  and  so  gentle. 
Villefort  looked  at  Valentine  as  the}'  said 
this.  She  was  in  tears  ;  and,  strange  as 
it  was,  in  spite  of  the  emotions  he  felt  at 
the  sight  of  these  tears,  ho  looked  also  at 
Madame  de  Villefort,  and  it  appeared  to 
him  as  if  a  slight  gloomy  smile  had  passed 
over  her  thin  lips,  like  those  meteors  which 
are  seen  passing"  inauspiciousl}'  between 
two  clouds  in  a  stormy  sky. 


CHAPTER  LXXXI. 

THE  ROOM  OF  THE  KETIKED  BAKER. 

The  evening  of  the  day  on  which  the 
Count  de  Morcerf  had  left  Danglars' 
house  with  feelings  of  siiame  and  anger, 
caused  by  the  banker's  declining  the  pro- 
jected alliance  between  their  two  families. 
M.  Andrt'a  C^avalcanti,  with  curled  liair, 
mustaches  in  perfect  order,  and  white 
gloves  which  fitted  admirably,  had  en- 
tered the  courtyard  of  the  banker's  house 
in  La  Chaussee  d'Antin.  He  had  not 
been  more  than  ten  minutes  in  the  draw- 
ing-room before  he  lirew  Danglars  aside 


TBE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


493 


into  the  recess  of  a  bow-window  ;  and, 
after  an  ingenious  preamble,  related  to 
him  all  his  anxieties  and  cares  since  his 
noble  father's  departure.  He  acknowl- 
edged the  extreme  kindness  which  had 
been  sliown  him  by  the  banker's  family, 
in  which  he  had  been  received  as  a  son, 
and  where,  besides,  his  warmest  affections 
had  found  an  object  on  which  to  center  in 
Mademoiselle  Dang-lars.  Dang-lars  list- 
ened with  the  most  profound  attention  ; 
he  had  expected  this  declaration  the  last 
two  or  three  days ;  and  when  at  last  it 
came,  his  eyes  g-listened  as  much  as  they 
had  lowered  on  listening-  to  Morcerf.  He 
would  not,  however,  yield  immediately  to 
the  young"  man's  request,  but  made  a  few 
conscientious  scruples.  "  Are  you  not 
rather  young,  M.  Andrea,  to  think  of 
marrying?" — '"'I  think  not,  sir,"  replied 
M.  Cavalcanti :  "in  Italy  the  nobilitj' 
generally  marry  young  ;  life  is  so  uncer- 
tain, we  ought  to  secure  happiness  while 
it  is  within  our  reach." 

"Well  sir,"  said  Danglars,  "in  case 
your  proposals,  which  do  me  honor,  are 
accepted  by  my  wife  and  daughter,  by 
whom  shall  the  preliminary  arrange- 
ments be  settled  ?  So  important  a  nego- 
tiation should,  I  think,  be  conducted  by  the 
respective  fathers  of  the  young  people." 

"  Sir,  my  father  is  a  man  of  great  fore- 
sight and  prudence.  Imagining  I  might 
wish  to  settle  in  France,  he  left  me  at  his 
departure,  together  with  the  papers  con- 
stituting my  identity,  a  letter  promising, 
if  he  approved  of  my  choice,  150,000  livres 
per  annum  from  the  da}^  I  was  married. 
So  far  as  I  can  judge,  I  suppose  this  to  be 
a  quarter  of  my  father's  revenue." 

"  I,"  said  Daijglars,  "have  always  in- 
tended giving  my  daughter  500,000  francs 
as  her  dowr}-^ ;  she  is,  besides,  my  sole 
heiress." 

"All  would  then  be  easil.y  arranged  if 
the  baroness  and  her  daughter  are  will- 
ing. We  should  command  an  annuity  of 
175,000  livres.  Supposing,  also,  I  should 
persuade  the  marquis  to  give  me  my  capi- 
tal, which  is  not  likely,  but  still  is  possi- 
ble, we  would  place  these  two  or  thire 
millions  in  your  hands,  whose  talent 
might  make  it  realize  ten  per  cent." 


"  I  never  give  more  than  four  per  cent, 
and  generally  onl}'  three  and  a  half ;  but 
to  my  son-in-law  I  would  give  five,  and 
we  would  share  the  profit." — "  Ver3- 
good,  father-in-law,"  said  Cavalcanti, 
yielding  to  his  low-born  nature,  which 
would  escape  sometimes  through  the 
aristocratic  gloss  with  which  he  sought 
to  conceal  it.  Correcting  himself  ira- 
mcdiatel}^  he  said,  "Excuse  me,  sir; 
hope  alone  makes  me  almost  mad — what 
will  not  reality  do  ?  "— "  But,"  said  -Dan- 
glars, who,  on  his  part,  did  not  perceive 
how  soon  the  conversation,  which  was  at 
first  disinterested,  was  turning  to  a  busi- 
ness transaction,  "  there  is,  doubtless,  a 
part  of  your  fortune  your  father  could  not 
refuse  you  ?  " 

"  Which  ?  "  asked  the  young  man. 

"  That  you  inherit  from  3'our  mother." 

"  Truh%  from  my  mother,  Leonora  Cor- 
sinari." 

"How  much  may  it  amount  to?" — 
"  Indeed,  sir,"  said  Andrea,  "I  assure  you 
I  have  never  given  the  subject  a  thought ; 
but  I  suppose  it  must  have  been  at  least 
two  millions."  Danglars  felt  as  much 
overcome  with  joy  as  the  miser  who  finds 
a  lost  treasure,  or  as  the  shipwrecked 
mariner  who  feels  himself  on  the  solid 
ground  instead  of  in  the  abj'ss  which  he 
expected  would  swallow  him  up. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Andrea,  bowing  to  the 
banker  respectfully,  "  may  I  hope  ?  " — 
"You  may  not  only  hope,"  said  Danglai-s, 
"  but  consider  it  a  settled  thing,  if  no  ob- 
stacle arises  on  ,your  part." 

"  I  am,  indeed,  rejoiced,"  said  Andrea. 

"But,"  said  Danglars,  thoughtfully, 
"•  how  is  it  that  your  pat  ron.  M.  de  ^[onte- 
Cristo,  did  not  make  this  proposal  for 
3'ou?"  Andrea  bluslied  imperceptibly. 
"  I  have  just  left  the  count,  sir."  said  he, 
"he  is,  doubtless,  a  delightful  man,  but 
inconceivably  singular  in  his  ideas  :  lie  es- 
teems me  highly  ;  he  even  told  me  he  had 
not  the  slightest  doubt  that  my  father 
would  give  me  the  capital  instead  of  the 
interest  of  my  property  ;  he  has  promiseii 
to  use  his  intluence  to  obtain  it  for  me  : 
but  he  also  declared  that  lie  never  ha<l 
taken  on  himself  the  responsibility  of 
making   proposals   for    another,    and    ho 
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never  would.  I  must,  however,  do  him 
the  justice  to  add,  that  he  assured  me,  if 
ever  he  liad  regretted  the  repug-naiice  he 
felt  to  such  a  step,  it  was  on  this  occasion, 
because  he  thoug"ht  the  projected  union 
would  be  a  happy  and  suitable  one.  Be- 
sides, if  he  will  do  nothing-  officially,  he 
will  answer  any  questions  you  propose  to 
him.  And  now,'*  continued  he,  with  one 
of  his  most  charming-  smiles,  "  having 
finisbed  talking  to  the  father-in-law,  I 
must  address  myself  to  the  banker." 

'^''And  what  may  you  have  to  say  to 
him  ? "  said  Danglars,  laughing  in  his 
turn. 

''That  the  day  after  to-morrow  I  shall 
have  to  draw  upon  you  for  about  four 
thousand  francs  ;  but  the  count,  expecting 
my  bachelor's  revenue  could  not  suffice  for 
the  coming  month's  outlay,  has  offered  me 
a  draft  for  twenty  thousand  francs.  It 
bears  his  signature,  as  you  see,  which 
is  all-sufficient." — "Bring  me  a  million 
such  as  that,"  said  Danglars,  "  I  shall  be 
well  pleased  ;  "  putting  the  draft  in  his 
pocket.  '•  Fix  3'our  own  hour  for  to-mor- 
row, and  my  cashier  shall  call  on  you  with 
a  check  for  eighty  thousand  francs." 

"At  ten  o'clock  then,  if  you  please:  I 
should  like  it  early,  as  I  am  going  into  the 
country'  to-morrow." 

"  Very  well,  at  ten  o'clock ;  you  are 
still  at  the  Hotel  des  Princes  ?  " 

"Yes."  The  following  morning,  with 
the  banker's  usual  punctuality,  the  eighty 
thousand  francs  were  placed  in  the  young 
man's  hands,  as  he  was  on  the  point  of 
starting,  having  left  two  hundred  francs 
foi-  Caderousse.  He  went  out  chiefly  to 
avoid  this  dangerous  enomv,  and  returned 
as  late  as  possible  in  the  evening.  But 
scarcely  had  he  stepped  out  of  his  car- 
riage, wluMi  the  porter  met  him  with  a 
parcel  in  his  hand.  "  Sir,"  said  he,  "  the 
man  has  been." 

"  What  man  ?  "  said  Andrea,  carelessly, 
apparently  forgc^tting  liim  whom  ho  but 
too  well  recollected. — ••  Him  to  whom 
your  excellency  pays  that  littlci  annuity'." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Andrea,  "  my  father's  old 
servant.  Well,  you  gave  him  the  two 
hundred  francs  I  had  left  for  him  ?  " 

"  Yes.  your  excellency."     Andrea  had 


expressed  a  wish  to  be  thus  addressed. 
"But,"  continued  the  porter,  "he  would 
not  take  them."  Andrea  turned  pale; 
but  as  it  was  dark,  no  one  noticed  his  pale- 
ness. ' '  What !  he  would  not  take  them  ?  " 
said  he,  with  slight  emotion. 

"No,  he  wished  to  speak  to  your  excel- 
lency ;  I  told  him  you  were  gone  out, 
which,  after  some  dispute,  he  believed, 
and  gave  me  this  letter,  which  he  had 
brought  with  him  already  sealed." 

"  Give  it  me,"  said  Andrea,  and  he  read 
by  the  light  of  his  carriage-lamp — "You 
know  where  I  live  ;  I  expect  you  to-mor- 
row morning  at  nine  o'clock." 

Andrea  examined  it  carefulh',  to  ascer- 
tain if  the  letter  had  been  opened,  or  if 
an}'  indiscreet  eyes  had  seen  its  contents, 
but  it  was  so  carefuU}'  folded,  no  one  could 
have  read  it,  and  the  seal  was  perfect. 
"Very  well,"  said  he.  "Poor  man  I  he 
is  a  worth}'  creature."  He  left  the  porter 
to  ponder  on  these  words,  not  knowing 
which  most  to  admire,  the  master  or  the 
servant.  "  Take  out  the  horses  quickl}'-, 
and  come  up  to  me,"  said  Andrea  to  his 
groom.  In  two  seconds  the  young  man 
had  reached  his  room  and  burned  Cade- 
rousse's  letter.  The  servant  entered  just 
as  he  had  finished.  "You  are  about  my 
height,  Peter,"  said  he. 

"I  have  that  honor,  your  excellency." 

"  You  had  a  new   livery   yesterday  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  I  have  an  engagement  with  a  pretty 
litth;  girl  for  this  evening,  and  do  not 
wish  to  be  known  ;  lend  mej'our  livei-y  till 
to-morrow;  I  may  sleep,  perhaps,  at  an 
inn."  Peterobeycd.  Five  minutes  aftei", 
Andj-ea  left  the  hotel,  completely  dis- 
guised, took  a  cabriolet,  and  ordered  the 
driver  to  take  him  to  the  Cheval  Rouge, 
at  Picpus.  The  next  morning  he  left  that 
inn  as  he  had  left  the  Hotel  des  Princes, 
witliout  being  noticed,  walked  down  the 
Faubouig  St.  Antoine,  along  the  Boule- 
vard to  Rue  Menilinontanli,  and,  stopping 
at  the  door  of  the  third  liouse  on  the  left, 
looked  for  some  one  of  whom  to  make  in- 
quiry in  Die  porter's  absence.  "  For  whom 
are  }ou  N>oking,  my  fine  fellow  ?  "  asked 
the  fruiteress  on  the  opposite  side. 

"M.   Pailletin,  if  you  please,  ni}-  good 
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woman,"  replied  Andrea.— "  A  retired 
baker?"  asked  the  fruiteress. 

"Exactly." — ''He  lives  at  the  end  of 
the  yard,  on  the  left,  on  the  third  story." 
Andrea  went  as  she  directed  him,  and  on 
the  third  floor  he  found  a  hare's  paw, 
which,  by  the  hasty  ring-ing-  of  the  bell,  it 
was  evident  he  pulled  with  considerable 
ill-temper.  A  moment  after,  Caderousse's 
face  appeared  at  the  g-rating-  in  the  door. 
"Ah!  you  are  punctual,"  said  he,  as  he 
unbolted  the  door. 

''  Confound  you  and  your  punctuality  !" 
said  Andrea,  throwing-  liimself  into  a  chair 
in  a  manner  which  implied  that  he  would 
rather  have  flung-  it  at  the  head  of  his 
host. 

"Come,  come,  my  little  fellow,  don't 
be  ang-ry.  See,  I  have  thoug-ht  about  you 
— look  at  the  g-ood  breakfast  we  are  g-oing 
to  have  ;  nothing-  but  what  you  are  fond 
of."  Andrea,  indeed,  inhaled  the  scent 
of  something  cooking,  which  was  not 
unwelcome  to  him,  hungry  as  he  was; 
it  was  that  mixture  of  fat  and  g-arlic 
peculiar  to  provincial  kitchens  of  an  in- 
ferior order,  added  to  that  of  dried  fish, 
and  above  all,  the  pungent  smell  of  nmsk 
and  cloves.  These  odors  escaped  from 
two  deep  dishes,  which  were  covered,  and 
placed  on  a  stove,  and  from  a  copper  pan 
placed  in  an  old  iron  pot.  In  an  adjoining- 
room,  Andrea  saw  also  a  tolerably  clean 
table  prepared  for  two,  two  bottles  of  wine 
sealed,  the  one  with  green,  the  other  with 
yellow,  a  considerable  portion  of  brandy"- 
in  a  decanter,  and  a  measure  of  fruit  in 
a  cabbage-leaf,  cleverly  arrangcnl  on  an 
earthenware  plate. 

"What  do  you  think  of  it,  my  little 
fellow  ?  "  said  Caderousse.  "  Ay  !  that 
smells  good  !  You  know  I  used  to  be  a 
good  cook  ;  do  .you  recollect  how  j^ou  used 
to  lick  your  fingers  ?  You  were  among 
the  first  who  tasted  any  of  my  dishes. 
and  I  think  you  relished  them  tolerably." 
While  sp(niking,  Caderousse  went  on  peel- 
ing- a  f )'esh  supply  of  onions. 

"But,"  said  Andrea,  ill-temperodly, 
"pardieu!  if  it  was  only  to  breakfast 
with  you,  you  disturbed  me,  I  wish  the 
devil  had  taken  you  !" 

'•My    boy,"   said    Caderousse,   seuten- 


tiously,  "one  can  talk  while  eating.  And 
then,  you  ungrateful  being !  you  are  not 
pleased  to  see  an  old  friend  ?  I  am  weep- 
ing with  joy."  He  was  truly  crying,  but 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  say  whether 
joy  or  the  onions  produced  the  greatest 
effect  on  the  lachr^-mal  gland  of  the  old 
inn-keeper  of  the  Pont-du-Gard.  "Hold 
3'our  tongue,  hypocrite  !  "  said  Andrea  ; 
"you  love  me." 

"  Yes,  I  do,  or  may  the  devil  take  me. 
I  know  it  is  a  weakness,"  said  Caderousse, 
"but  it  overpowers  me." 

"  And  yet  it  has  not  prevented  your 
sending  for  me  to  play  me  some  trick." 

"Come  !  "  said  Caderousse,  Aviping-  his 
large  knife  on  his  apron,  "if  I  did  not  like 
3'ou,  do  3'ou  think  I  should  endure  the 
wretched  life  you  lead  me  ?  Thmk  for  a 
moment  :  you  have  your  servant's  clothes 
on — you  therefore  keep  a  servant ;  I  have 
none,  and  am  obliged  to  prepare  my  own 
meals  :  3'ou  abuse  my  cookery  because  you 
dine  at  the  table  d'hote  of  the  Hotel  des 
Princes,  or  the  Cafe  de  Paris.  Well  I  I, 
too,  could  keep  a  servant :  I,  too,  could 
have  a  tilbury  ;  I,  too,  could  dine  where 
I  like;  but  why  do  I  not?  Because  I 
would  not  aiinoy  mj'  little  Benedetto. 
Come  !  just  acknowledge  that  I  could, 
eh  !  "  This  address  was  accompanied  by 
a  look  w'hich  was  bj^  no  means  difficult 
to  understand.  "Well!"  said  Andrea, 
"  admitting  your  love,  why  do  you  want 
me  to  breakfast  with  you  ?  '' 

"That  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you,  my  little  fellow." 

"  What  is  the  use  of  seeing  me  aft-er 
we  have  made  all  our  arrangements?  " 

"Eh!  dear  friend,"  said  Caderousse, 
"are  wills  ever  made  without,  codicils? 
But  you  first  came  to  breakfast,  did  you 
not?  Well  !  sit  down,  and  let  us  begin 
with  these  pilchards,  and  this  fresh 
butter,  which  I  have  put  on  some  vino- 
leaves,  to  please  you,  wicked  one.  Ah  ! 
yes  :  you  look  at  my  room,  my  four  straw 
chairs,  my  images,  three  francs  ea«^h. 
But  what  do  you  expect  ?  This  is  not  the 
Hotel  des  Princes." 

"  Come  !  you  are  growing  discontented, 
you  are  no  longer  happy  :  yon,  who  only 
wish  to  appear  a  retired  baker."     Cade- 


496 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


rousse  sighed.  "^Well!  what  have  you 
to  say  ?  You  have  seen  your  dream  real- 
ized." 

"  I  can  still  say  it  is  a  dream  ;  a  retired 
baker,  my  poor  Benedetto,  is  rich — he  has 
an  annuity." — "Well,  you  have  an  an- 
nuit3\" — '"I  have." 

"  Yes,  since  I  bring  you  your  two  hun- 
dred francs."  Caderousse  shrugged  up 
Ms  shoulders.  '' It  is  humiliating,"  said 
he,  ''  thus  to  receive  mone}^  given  grudg- 
ingly ;  an  uncertain  supply  v>fhich  may 
soon  fail.  You  see  I  am  obliged  to  econo- 
mize, in  case  ^-our  prosperity  should  cease. 
Well,  m}''  friend,  fortune  is  inconstant,  as 

said   the    chaplain  of  regiment.      I 

know  your  prosperity-  is  great,  rascal ; 
you  are  to  marry  the  daughter  of 
Danglars." — "What  I  of  Danglars  ?  " 

"Yes,  to  be  sure  I  must  I  say  Baron 
Danglars  ?  I  might  as  well  say  Count 
Benedetto.  He  was  an  old  friend  of 
mine,  and  if  he  had  not  so  bad  a  memorj^ 
he  ought  to  invite  me  to  your  wedding, 
seeing  he  came  to  mine.  Yes,  yes,  to 
mine ;  forsooth  I  he  was  not  so  proud  then  ; 
he  was  an  under-clerk  to  the  good  M. 
Morrel.  I  have  dined  man3'  times  with 
him  and  the  Count  de  Morcerf ;  so  you 
see  I  have  some  high  connections,  and 
were  I  to  cultivate  them  a  litt4e,  we  might 
meet  in  the  same  drawing-rooms." 

"Come,  your  jealousy  represents  ev- 
er^'thing  to  you  in  the  wrong  light.'' 

"  Tliat  is  all  ver3'^  fine,  my  Benedetto, 
but  I  know  what  I  am  saying.  Perhaps 
I  may  one  day  put  on  my  best  coat,  and 
presenting  myself  at  the  gi-eat  gate, 
introduce  myself.  Meanwhile  let  us  sit 
down  and  eat."  Caderousse  set  the 
example,  and  attacked  the  breakfast  with 
good  appetite,  praising  each  dish  he  set 
before  his  visitor.  The  latter  seemed  to 
have  r(!signed  liimself :  he  drew  the  corks, 
and  partook  largely  of  the  fish  with  the 
garlic  and  fat.  "Ah!  compeer,"  said 
'Caderousse,  "you  are  g(>tting  on  better 
terms  with  your  old  landlord  !  " — "  Faith, 
yes,"  replied  Andrea,  whose  hunger  pre- 
vailed over  every  other  feeling. 

"So  you  like  it,  you  rogue?" — "So 
much  that  I  wonder  how  a  man  who  can 
cook  thus  can  complain  of  hard  living." 


"Do  you  see,"  said  Caderousse,  "all 
m.y  happiness  is  marred  b}^  one  thought  ?  " 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"That  I  am  dependent  on  another — I, 
who  have  always  gained  my  own  liveli- 
hood honestl3^" — "Do  not  let  that  dis- 
turb you,  I  have  enough  for  two." 

"  No,  truly ;  3'ou  may  believe  me  if  you 
will ;  at  the  end  of  every  month  I  am  tor- 
mented b\'  remorse." 

"  Good  Caderousse  !  " 

"  So  much  so,  that  j-esterday  I  would 
not  take  the  two  hundred  francs." 

"Yes,  you  wished  to  speak  to  me:  but 
was  it  indeed  remorse,  tell  me  ?  " 

"  True  remorse ;  and,  besides,  an  idea 
had  struck  me."  Andrea  shuddered;  he 
always  did  so  at  Caderousse's  ideas.  "  It 
is  miserable — do  3-ou  see  ? — always  to  wait 
till  the  end  of  the  month."—"  Oh  !  "  said 
Andrea,  philosophically,  determined  to 
watch  his  companion  narrowlj-,  "  does  not 
life  pass  in  waiting  ?  Do  I,  for  instance, 
fare  better  ?  Well,  I  wait  patiently,  do 
I  not?" 

"Yes,  because  instead  of  expecting  two 
hundred  wretched  francs,  3-ou  expect  five 
or  six  thousand,  perhaps  ten,  perhaps  even 
twelve;  for  you  take  care  not  to  let  d^ny 
one  know  the  utmost ;  down  there,  you 
always  had  little  presents,  and  Christmas- 
boxes,  you  tried  to  hide  from  3'our  poor 
friend  Caderousse.  Fortunatel3-,  he  is  a 
cunning  fellow,  that  friend  Caderousse." 

"There  3-ou  are  beginning  again  to 
ramble,  to  talk  again  and  again  of  the 
past !  But  what  is  the  use  of  teasing  me 
with  so  much  repetition?  " 

"  Ah  !  3-0U  are  only  one  and  twent3', 
and  can  forget  the  past ;  I  am  fift3-,  and 
am  obliged  to  recollect  it.  But  let  us  re- 
turn to  business." — "Yes." — "I  was  going 
to  sa3',  if  I  were  in  3'^our  place — " 

"Well  ?  "— "  I  would  realize—" 

"  How  would  you  realize  ?  " 

"  I  would  ask  for  six  months  in  advance, 
undci-  pretense  of  being  able  to  purchase 
a  farm,  then  with  m3' six  niontlis'  I  would 
decamp." — "Well,  well,"  said  Andrea, 
"that  is  no  bad  thought." — "  M3'  dear 
friend,"  said  Caderousse,  "eat  of  my 
bread,  and  take  m3'  advice  ;  you  will  be 
none  the  worse  off,  phvsicalh'  or  morall.v." 


i'^J^^^s^V-A'tfe 
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"But,"  said  Andrea,  "why  do  you 
not  act  on  the  advice  you  g-ive  me  ?  Why 
do  you  not  realize  a  six  months',  a  year's 
advance,  even,  and  retire  to  Brussels  ? 
Instead  of  hving-  the  retired  baker,  you 
mig-ht  live  as  a  bankrupt,  using-  bis  privi- 
leges; that  would  be  very  good." 

"  But  how  the  devil  would  you  have  me 
retire  on  twelve  hundred  francs  ?" — "  Ah  ! 
Caderousse," said  Andrea,  "how  covetous 
you  are  !  two  months  since  3^ou  were  dy- 
ing- wibh  hunger." 

"In  eating-  the  appetite  g-rows,"  said 
Caderousse,  grinning-  and  showing-  his 
teeth,  like  a  monkey  laug-hing-  or  a  tiger 
g-rowling.  "And,"  added  he,  biting-  off, 
with  those  large  white  teeth,  an  enormous 
mouthful  of  bread,  "  I  have  formed  a 
plan."  Caderousse's  plans  alarmed  An- 
drea still  more  than  his  ideas  ;  ideas  were 
but  the  g-erm,  the  plan  was  realit3\  "  Let 
me  see  your  plan  ;  I  dare  say  it  is  a  pretty 
one." 

"  Why  not  ?     Who  formed  the  plan  by 

which  we  left  the. establishment  of  M ! 

eh  ?  was  it  not  I  ?  and  it  was  no  bad  one 
I  believe,  since  here  we  are  ! " 

"  I  do  not  say,"  replied  Andrea,  "'  that 
3'^ou  never  make  a  g-ood  one  ;  but  let  us  see 
your  plan." 

"  Well,"  pursued  Caderousse,  "can you, 
without  expending-  one  sou,  put  me  in  the 
way  of  getting  fifteen  thousand  francs  ? 
No,  fifteen  thousand  are  not  enough,  I 
cannot  again  become  an  honest  man  with 
less  than  thirty  thousand  francs." 

"No,"  replied  Andrea,  dryh^,  "no,  I 
cannot." — "I  do  not  think  you  under- 
stand me,"  replied  Caderousse,  calmly  ; 
"  I  said  without  your  lajang  out  a  sou." 

"  Do3'^ou  want  me  to  commit  a  robbery, 
to  spoil  all  my  good  fortune — and  yours 
with  mine — and  both  of  us  to  be  dragged 
down  there  again  ?  " 

"It  would  make  very  little  ditleronco  to 
me,"  said  Caderousse,  "  if  I  were  retaken  ; 
I  am  a  poor  creature  to  live  alone,  and 
sometimes  pine  for  my  old  comrades  :  not 
like  you,  heartless  creature,  who  would  be 
glad  never  to  see  them  again  !  "  Andrea 
did  more  than  tremble  this  time.  lu>  turned 
pale.  "Come,  Caderousse,  no  nonsense  !" 
said  he. 


"  Don't  alarm  yourself,  my  little  Bene- 
detto, but  just  point  out  to  me  some 
means  of  gaining  those  thirty  thousand 
francs  without  your  assistance ;  and  I 
will  contrive  it."—"  Well !  I  will  see  '.  I 
will  recollect  you  !  "  said  Andrea. 

"  Meanwhile  you  will  raise  my  month 
to  five  hundred  francs,  m^'  little  fellow  ? 
I  have  a  fancN',  and  mean  to  get  a  house- 
keeper." 

"  Well  !  you  shall  have  your  five  hun- 
dred francs,"  said  Andrea;  "but  it  is 
very  hard  for  me,  my  poor  Caderousse — 
you  take  advantage — " 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Caderousse,  "  \\hen  ^-ou 
have  access  to  countless  stores."  One 
would  have  said  Andrea  anticipated  his 
companion's  words,  so  did  his  eye  flash 
like  lightning,  but  it  was  but  for  a  mo- 
ment. ''True,"  he  replied,  "and  my 
protector  is  very  kind." 

"That  dear  protector,"  said  Cade- 
rousse ;  "  and  how  much  does  he  give  you 
monthly  ?  " — "  Five  thousand  francs." 

"  As  many  thousands  as  you  give  me 
hundreds  !  truly,  it  is  only  bastards  who 
are  thus  fortunate.  Five  thousand  francs 
per  month  !  what  the  devil  can  you  do 
with  all  that  ?  "—"Oh  !  it  is  no  trouble  to 
spend  that ;  and  I  am  like  j'ou,  I  want  a 
capital." 

"  A  capital ! — yes — I  understand^-every 
one  would  like  a  capital." 

"Well!  and  I  shall  get  one." 
"Who  will  give  it  to  you — your  prince  ?  " 
"  Yes,  my  prince.     But  unfortunately  I 
must  wait." 

"You    must  wait    for  what?"   asked 
Caderousse. — "  For  his  death."* 
"  The  death  of  your  prince  ?  '" 
"Yes." — "  How  so  ?  ** 
"Because  he   has  made  his  will  in  m}' 
favor." — •'  Indeed  ?  **— •'  On   my  honor." 
•*  F(M-  how  much  ?  " 
"  For  live  hundred  thousand." 
"  Only  that  !     It's  little  enough  I  "* 
"  But  so  it  is."—"  No.  it  cannot  he  \  " 
"  Are  you  my  fiiend,  Caderousse  ?  " 
"  Yes,  in  life  or  death." 
"  Well  !  I  will  tell  you  a  secivt." 
"  What  is  it?  "— "  But  remember—" 
"Ah!  pnrdieuf   mute   as  a  carp." 
"Well!   I    think-—"     Andrea    stopped 
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and  looked  around. — "  You  think  ?  Do  not 
fear  ;  pardieu!  we  are  alone.'* — "  I  think 
I  have  discovered  my  father." 

"  Your  true  father  ?  "— ''  Yes." 
.    "  Not  old  Cavalcanti  ?  " 

"  No,  for  he  is  g-one  again  ;  the  true  one, 
as  you  say."' — "  And  that  father  is — " 

"  Well !  Caderousse,  it  is  Monte-Cristo." 

''Bah!" 

"Yes,  you  understand,  that  explains 
all.  He  cannot  acknowledge  me  openly, 
it  appears,  but  he  does  it  through  M. 
Cavalcanti,  and  gives  him  fifty  thousand 
francs  for  it." 

"  Fiftj'  thousand  francs  for  being  your 
father  !  I  would  have  done  it  for  half 
that,  for  twenty  thousand,  for  fifteen 
thousand ;  wh}'  did  j^ou  not  think  of  me, 
ungrateful  man  ?  " 

"  Did  I  know  anything  about  it,  when  it 
was  all  done  when  I  was  down  there  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  truly  ?  And  you  say  that  by  his 
will — " — '"  He  leaves  me  five  hundred 
thousand  livres." 

''Are  you  sure  of  it?  " — "He  showed 
it  me  ;  but  that  is  not  all — there  is  a  codi- 
cil, as  I  said  just  now." 

"Probabl}'." — "And  in  that  codicil  he 
acknowledges  me." 

"Oh!  the  g-ood  father!  the  brave  fa- 
ther !  the  very  honest  father  !  "  said  Cade- 
rousse, twirling  a  plate  in  the  air  between 
his  two  hands. — "Now,  say  if  I  conceal 
anything  from  you  !  " 

"  No,  and  your  confidence  makes  you 
honorable  in  my  opinion;  and  your  princely 
father,  is  he  rich,  very  rich  ?  " 

"Yes,  in  truth;  ho  does  not  liimself 
know  the  amount  of  his  fortune" 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  " — "It  is  evident  enough 
to  me,  who  am  always  at  liis  house.  The 
oth(!r  day  a  banker's  clerk  brought  him 
fifty  thousand  francs  in  a  portfolio  about 
the  size  of  3'our  plate ;  yesterdaj'  his 
bankiU'  brought  liim  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  in  gold."  Caderousse  was  IlUed 
with  wonder;  the  young  man's  words 
sounded  to  him  like  metal ;  and  lie  thought 
he  could  hear  tho  rushing  of  cascades  of 
louis.  "And  you  go  into  that  liouse?" 
cried  he  briskly.—"  When  I  like." 

Caderouse  was  thoughtful  for  a  moment. 
It  was  casj""  to  perceive  he  was  revolving 


some  important  idea  in  his  mind.  Then 
suddenly — "  How  I  should  like  to  see  all 
that  !  "  cried  he  ;  "  how  beautiful  it  must 
be!" — "It  is,  in  fact,  magnificent,"  said 
Andrea. — "  And  does  he  not  live  in  the 
Champs-Elysees  ?  "— "  Yes,  No.  30." 
"  Ah  !  "  said  Caderousse,  "  No.  30." 
"  Yes,  a  fine  house  standing  alone,  be- 
tween a  court3'ard  and  a  garden,  you 
must  know  it." — "  Possibl^^ :  but  it  is  not 
the  exterior  I  care  for,  it  is  the  interior : 
what  beautiful  furniture  there  must  be  in 
it ! " 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  the  Tuileries  ?  " 
"No." — "Well,  it  surpasses  that." 
"  It  must  be  worth  one's  while  to  stoop, 
Andrea,  when  that  good  M.  Monte-Cristo 
lets  fall  his  purse." 

"  It  is  not  worth  while  to  wait  for  that," 
said  Andrea;  "money  is  as  plentiful  in 
that  house  as  fruit  in  an  orchard." 

"  But  3'ou  should  take  me  there  one  day 
with  you." 

"  How  can  I  ?     On  what  plea  ?  " 
"  You  are  right ;  but  you  have  made  my 
mouth   water;  I  must  absolutely  see  it; 
I  shall  find  a  way." 

"  No  nonsense,  Caderousse  !  " 
"  I  will  offer  myself  as  frotteur." 
"  The  rooms  are  all  carpeted." 
"  Well,   then,  I  must  be  contented  to 
iinagine  it." 

"'  That  is  the  best  plan,  believe  me." 
"  Try,  at  least,  to  give  me  an  idea  of 
what  it  is." — "  How  can  I  ?  " 

"  Nothing  is  easier.     Is  it  large  ?  " 
"  Middling." — *•  How  is  it  arranged  ?  " 
"  Faith,  I  should  require  pen,  ink,  and 
paper  to  make  a  plan." 

"  They  are  all  here,"  said  Caderousse, 
briskly.  He  fetched  from  an  old  secre- 
taire a  sheet  of  white  paper,  and  pen  and 
ink.  "Here,"  said  Caderous.se.  "trace 
me  all  that  on  the  paper,  my  boy." 
Andrea  took  the  })en  with  an  impercepti- 
ble smilt;,  and  beg'an.  "Tho  house,  as  I 
said,  is  betAveen  the  court  and  the  g-arden  ; 
in  this  way,  do  jou  see  ?"  Andrea  traced 
the  garden,  the  court,  and  the  house. 
"High  walls?" 

"  Not  more  than  eight  or  ten  feet." 
*'  Tliat   is    not    prudent,"    said    Cade- 
rousse. 
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'■'■  In  the  court  are  orang-e-trees  in  pots, 
turf,  and  clumps  of  flowers." 

"  And  no  steel-traps  ?"—'•'  No." 

"The  stables?"— "Are  on  either  side 
of  the  gate,  which  you  see  there."  And 
Andrea  continued  his  plan.  ''  Let  us  see 
the  g-round-floor,"  said  Caderousse. 

"  On  the  ground-floor,  dining-room, 
two  drawing-rooms,  billiard-room,  stair- 
case in  the  hall,  and  little  back  stair- 
case."— "Windows  ?" 

"Magnificent  windows,  so  beautiful,  so 
large,  that  I  believe  a  man  of  your  size 
could  pass  through  each  frame." 

*•■  Whj^  the  devil  have  they  any  stairs 
with  such  windows  ?" 

"Luxury  has  everything." 

"  But  shutters  ?" 

'•  Yes,  but  they  are  never  used.  That 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  is  an  original,  who 
loves  to  look  at  the  sky  even  at  night." 

"  And  where  do  the  servants  sleep  ?" 

"  Oh  !  they  have  a  house  to  themselves. 
Picture  to  3''ourself  a  pretty  coach-house 
at  the  right-hand  side  where  the  ladders 
are  kept.  Well  !  over  that  coach-house 
are  the  servants'  rooms,  with  bells  corre- 
sponding with  the  different  apartments." 

"  Ah,  diable !  bells  did  you  sa^-  ?" 

"  What  do  3"ou  mean  ?" 

"  Oh,  nothing  !  I  only  say  the^-  cost 
a  load  of  monej^  to  hang  ;  and  what  is  the 
use  of  them,  I  should  like  to  know  ?" 

"  There  used  to  be  a  dog  let  loose  in  the 
yard  at  night ;  but  it  has  been  taken  to 
the  house  at  Auteuil,  to  that  you  went 
to,  you  know." 

"Yes." — "I  was  saying  to  him  only 
yesterday,  'You  are  imprudent,  M.  le 
Comte ;  for  when  yon  go  to  Auteuil,  and 
take  your  servants,  the  house  is  left  un- 
protected.'—  'Well,'  said  he.  'what 
next?'  'Well,  next,  some  day  you  will 
be  robbed.'  "— "  What  did  he  answer?" 

"He  quietly  said,  'What  do  I  care  if 
I  am?''' — "Andrea,  he  has  some  secre- 
taire with  a  spring"," 

"How  do  you  know?" — "Yes,  which 
catches  the  thief  in  a  trap  and  plays  a 
tune.  I  was  told  there  were  such  at  the 
last  exhibition." 

"  He  has  simply  a  mahogany  secretaire, 
in  which  the  kev  is  always  kept."  " 


"  And  he  is  not  robbed  ?  " — '•'  No  ;  his 
servants  are  all  devoted  to   him." 

"  There  ought  to  be  some  money  in  that 
secretaire?" — "There  may  be.  No  one 
knows  what  there  is." 

"  And  where  is  it  ?  " 

"  On  the  first  floor." 

'•  Sketch  me  the  plan  of  that  floor,  as 
you  have  done  of  the  ground-floor,  my 
boy." — "That  is  very  simple."  Andrea 
took  the  pen.  "  On  the  first  storj',  do  you 
see,  there  is  the  anteroom  and  drawing- 
room  ;  to  the  right  of  the  drawing-room, 
a  library  and  a  study  ;  to  the  left,  a  bed- 
room and  a  dressing-room.  The  famous 
secretaire  is  in  the  dressing-room." 

"  Is  there  a  window  in  the  dressing'- 
room  ?  " — "  Two,  one  here  and  one  there." 
And  rea  sketched  two  windows  in  the  room, 
which  formed  an  angle  on  the  plan,  and 
appeared  a  smaller  square  added  to  the 
long- square  of  the  bed-room.  Caderousse 
became  thoughtful.  "Does  he  often  go 
to  Auteuil  ?  "  added  he. 

"  Two  or  three  times  a  week.  To-mor- 
row, for  instance,  he  is  going  to  spend  the 
daj-  and  night  there." 

"Are  you  sure  of  it?" 

"  He  has  invited  me  to  dine  there." 

"  There  is  a  life,  for  instance,"  said 
Caderousse  :  "  a  town-house  and  a  coun- 
try-house." 

"  That  is  what  it  is  to  be  rich.'* 

"  And  shall  you  dine  tliere  ?  " 

"Probably." — "When  you  dine  there, 
do  you  sleep  there  ?  ' ' 

"If  I  like;  I  am  at  home  theie.'* 
Caderousse  looked  at  the  young  man,  as 
if  to  get  at  the  truth  from  the  bottom  of 
his  heart.  But  Andrea  drew  a  cigar-case 
from  his  pocket,  took  a  Havana,  quietly 
lit  it,  and  began  smoking.  "When  do  you 
want  your  five  hundred  francs?"  said 
he  to  Caderousse.— "  Now,  if  you  have 
them."  Andrea  t-ook  five  and  twenty 
louis  from  his  pocket. 

"  Yellow  boys  ?  ''  said  Caderousse  :  "no, 
I  thank  you."— "Oh!  you  despise  thc^m." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  esteem  I  hem  :  but 
will  not  have  them." 

"  You  c^m  changt>  iIlmu.  idiot  :  srold  is 
worth  five  sous." 

"Exactlv;  and   he   who  enanges   ihom 


500 


WORKS    OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


will  follow  friend  Caderousse,  lay  hands 
on  him,  and  demand  what  farmers  pay 
him  their  rent  in  g-old.  No  nonsense,  my 
g-ood  fellow  ;  silver  simply,  round  coins 
with  the  head  of  some  monarch  or  other 
on  them.  An^'bod^^  may  possess  a  five- 
franc  piece." — "  But  do  you  suppose  I 
carry  five  hundred  francs  about  with  me  ? 
I  should  want  a  porter." 

*•  Well,  leave  them  with  j^our  porter ; 
he  is  to  be  trusted  ;  I  will  call  for  them." 

"  To-day  ?  "  — "  No,  to-morrow  ;  I  shall 
not  have  time  to-day." 

''  Well,  to-morrow  I  will  leave  them 
when  I  g-o  to  Auteuil." 

''  May  I  depend  on  it  ?  "— "  Certainly'." 

"  Because  I  shall  secure  my  housekeeper 
on  the  strength  of  it." 

''Stop!  will  that  be  all?  Eh  !  And 
will  3"0u  not  torment  me  any  more  ? " 
— '*  Never."  Caderousse  had  become  so 
g-loomy  that  Andrea  feared  he  should  be 
obliged  to  notice  the  change.  He  re- 
doubled his  gayety  and  carelessness. 
''How  sprightly  you  are!"  said  Cade- 
rousse ;  "  one  would  say  joxi  were  already- 
in  possession  of  your  property." — "No, 
unfortunate]}' ;  but  when  I  do  obtain  it — " 

"  Well  ?  "  —  "I  shall  remember  old 
friends,  I  only  tell  you  that." 

"  Yes,  since  you  have  such  a  good 
memory." — "AVhat  do  you  want?  I 
thought  you  had  ransomed  me," 

"  I  ?  What  an  idea !  I,  who  am  going 
to  give  you  another  piece  of  good  advice." 

"What  is  it?" 

"  To  leave  behind  you  the  diamond  you 
have  on  your  finger.  We  shall  both  get 
in  trouble.  You  Avill  ruin  both  j'ourself 
and  me  by  your  folly." 

"  How  so  ?  "  said  Andrea. 

"  How  ?  You  put  on  a  livery  ;  you  dis- 
guise yourself  as  a  servant,  and  yet  keep 
a  diamond  on  your  finger  worth  four  or 
five  thousand  francs."-T-"You  guess  well." 

"  I  know  soinetliing  of  diamonds  ;  I 
have  had  some." 

"  You  do  well  to  boast  of  it,"  said  An- 
drea, who,  without  becoming-  angry,  as 
Caderousse  feared,  at  this  new  extortion, 
quietly  resigned  the  ring.  Caderousse 
looked  so  closely  at  it  that  Andrea  well 
knew  that   he  was  examining  if   all    the 


edges  were  perfect. — "  It  is  a  false  dia- 
mond," said   Caderousse. 

"  You  are  joking  now,"  replied  Andrea. 

"Do  not  be  angry;  we  can  try  it." 
Caderousse  went  to  the  window,  touched 
the  glass  with  it,  and  found  it  would  cut. 

"  Confiteor  !  "  said  Caderousse,  putting 
the  diamond  on  his  little  finger  ;  "I  was 
mistaken ;  but  those  thieves  of  jewelers 
imitate  so  well  that  it  is  no  longer  worth 
while  to  rob  a  jeweler's  shop — it  is  an- 
other branch  of  industry  paralyzed." 

"  Have  3^ou  finished  now  ?  "  said  An- 
drea— "  do  3^ou  want  anything  more  ? — 
will  3'ou  have  my  waistcoat  or  my  certifi- 
cate ?     Make  free  now  you  have  begun." 

"  No :  you  are,  after  all,  a  good  com- 
panion ;  I  will  not  detain  3^ou,  and  will 
tr3'  to  cure  myself  of  \\\y  ambition." 

"But  take  care  the  same  thing  does 
not  happen  to  you  in  selling  the  diamond 
3'ou  feared  with  the  gold."  . 

"  I  shall  not  sell  it — do  not  fear  it." 

"  Not  at  least  till  the  day  after  to-mor- 
row," thought  the  young  man. 

"  Happy  rogue  !  "  said  Caderousse  ; 
"  you  are  going  to  find  j'our  servants, 
your  horses,  your  carriage,  and  j-our  be- 
trothed!" — "Yes,"  said  Andrea. 

"  Well,  I  hope  j'ou  will  make  a  hand- 
some wedding-present  the  day  you  marr}^ 
Mademoiselle  Danglars." 

"  I  have  already  told  you  it  is  a  fancy 
you  have  taken  in  your  head." 

"What  fortune  has  she?" 

"  But  I  tell  you— "—"A  million  ?  " 

Andrea  shrugged  up  his  shoulders. 

"  Let  it  be  a  million,"  said  Caderousse  ; 
"you  can  never  have  so  much  as  I  wish 
you." — "Thank  you,"  said  theyoungnian. 

"Oh,  I  wish  it  you  with  all  my  heart !  " 
added  Caderousse,  with  his  hoarse  laugh. 
"  Stop,  let  me  show  you  the  way." 

"It  is  not  worth  while."—"  Yes,  it  is." 

"Why?"— "  Because  there  is  a  little 
secret,  a  precaution  I  thought  it  desirable 
to  take,  one  of  Huret  and  Fitchet's  locks, 
revised  and  improved  by  Gaspard  Cade- 
rousse ;  I  will  manufacture  you  a  similar 
one  when  you  are  a  capitalist." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Andrcar;  "1  will 
let  .you  know  a  week  beforehand."  The}' 
parted.   Caderousse  remained  on  the  land- 
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ing  until  he  had  not  only  seen  Andrea  g-o 
down  the  three  stories,  but  also  cross  the 
court.  Then  he  returned  hastil}^  shut 
his  door  carefully,  and  beg-an  to  study, 
like  a  clever  architect,  the  plan  Andrea 
had  left  him. 

"Dear  Benedetto,"  said  he,  *'I  tliink 
he  will  not  be  sorry  to  inherit  his  fortune, 
and  he  who  hastens  the  day  when  lie  can 
touch  his  five  hundred  thousand  will  not 
be  his  worst  friend.'' 


CHAPTER  LXXXII. 

THE   BURGLARY. 

The  da}^  following-  that  on  which  the 
conversation  we  have  related  took  place, 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  set  out  for 
Auteuil,  accompanied  b}^  All  and  several 
attendants,  and  also  taking-  with  him 
some  horses  w^hose  qualities  he  was  de- 
sirous of  ascertaining-.  He  was  induced 
to  undertake  this  journe^^  of  which  the 
day  before  he  had  not  even  thought,  and 
which  had  not  either  occurred  to  Andrea, 
by  the  arrival  of  Bertuccio  from  Nor- 
mandy, with  intellig-ence  respecting-  the 
house  and  sloop.  The  house  was  ready, 
and  the  sloop,  which  had  arrived  a  week 
before,  lay  at  anchor  in  a  small  creek, 
with  her  crew  of  six  men,  who,  after  hav- 
ing observed  all  the  requisite  formalities, 
were  ready  again  to  put  to  sea.  The 
count  praised  Bertuccio's  zeal,  and  order- 
ed him  to  prepare  for  a  speedy'  departure, 
as  his  stay  in  France  would  not  be  pro- 
longed more  than  a  month. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  ''  I  may  require  to  go 
in  one  night  from  Paris  to  Trepot ;  let 
eight  fresh  horses  be  in  readiness  on  the 
road,  which  will  enable  me  to  go  fifty 
leagues  in  ten  hours." 

"Your  highness  had  already  expressed 
that  wish,"  said  Bertuccio,  *'and  the 
horses  are  ready.  I  have  bought  them, 
and  stationed  thorn  myself  at  the  most 
desirable  posts,  namely,  in  villages,  where 
no  one  generally  slops.  ' 

"That's  well,"  said  Monte-Cristo:  "I 
remain  here  a  day  or  two,  arrange  ac- 
cordingly." As  Bertuccio  was  leaving 
the  room  to  give  the  requisite  orders, 
Baptistin  opened  the  door  :  ho  held  a  let- 
ter on  a  silver  waiter.     '•  What  do  vou  do 


here?"  asked  the  count,  seeing  him  cov- 
ered with  dust ;  "\  did  not  send  for  you, 
I  think?" 

Baptistin,  without  answering,  ap- 
proached the  count,  and  presented  the 
letter.    "^Important  and  urgent,"  said  he. 

The  count  opened  the  letter,  and  read  : 

"  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  is  apprised  that 
this  night  a  man  will  enter  his  house  in 
the  Champs-El3'sees  with  the  intention  of 
carrying  off  some  papers  supposed  to  be 
in  the  secretaire  in  the  dressing-room. 
The  count's  w^ell-known  coui-age  will 
render  unnecessary  the  aid  of  the  police, 
whose  interference  might  serioush'  affect 
him  who  sends  this  advice.  The  count  \i\ 
an}'  opening  from  the  bedroom,  or  b}" 
concealing  himself  in  the  di^essing-room, 
would  be  able  to  defend  his  property  him- 
self. Many  attendants  or  apparent  pre- 
cautions would  prevent  the  villain  from 
the  attempt,  and  M.  de  Monte-Cristo 
would  lose  the  opportunity  of  discovering 
an  enemy  whom  chance  has  revealed  to 
him  who  now  sends  this  warning  to  the 
count — a  warning  he  might  not  be  able 
to  send  another  time,  if  this  first  attempt 
should  fail  and  another  be  made," 

The  count's  first  idea  was  that  this  was 
an  artifice — a  gross  deception,  to  draw  his 
attention  from  a  minor  danger  in  order  to 
expose  him  to  a  greater.  He  was  on  the 
point  of  sending  the  letter  to  the  commis- 
saire  de  police,  notwithstanding  the  advice 
of  his  anonymous  friend,  or,  perhaps,  he- 
cause  of  that  advice,  when  suddenly  the 
idea  occurred  to  him  that  it  might  be  some 
personal  enemy,  whom  ho  alone  should 
recognize,  and  over  whom,  if  such  were 
the  case,  he  alone  could  gain  any  advan- 
tage, as  Fiosquo  had  done  over  the  Moor 
who  would  have  killed  him.  We  know 
the  count's  vigorous  and  daring  mind, 
denying  anything  to  bo  impossible,  with 
that  energy  which  marks  the  groat  man. 
From  his  past  life,  from  his  ivsolution  to 
shrink  from  nothing,  the  count  had  ac- 
quired an  inconceivable  relish  for  the  con- 
tests in  which  he  had  engaged,  sometimes 
against  nature,  sometimes  against  the 
world,  which  may  pass  for  the  devil. 

*'Thov  do  not  want  my   papers,"  said 
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Monte-Cristo  ;  ' '  they  want  to  Icill  me  : 
the}^  are  no  robbers,  but  assassins.  I  will 
not  allow  M.  le  Prefet  de  Police  to  inter- 
fere with  m^''  private  affairs.  I  am  rich 
enoug-h,  forsooth,  to  dispute  his  authority 
on  this  occasion."  The  count  recalled 
Baptistin,  who  had  left  the  room  after  de- 
livering- the  letter.  "  Return  to  Paris," 
said  he  ;  "  assemble  the  servants  who  re- 
main there.  I  want  all  my  household  at 
Auteuil." — "  But  will  no  one  remain  in  the 
house,  m3"  lord  ?  "  asked  Baptistin. 

"Yes,  the  porter." 

"  My  lord  will  remember  that  the  lodge 
is  at  a  distance  from  the  house." 

"Well?" 

"  The  house  might  be  stripped  without 
his  hearing"  the  least  noise," 

"By  whom?  "—"By  thieves." 

"  You  are  a  fool,  M.  Baptistin  !  Thieves 
might  strip  the  house — it  would  annoy  me 
less  than  to  be  disobeyed."  Baptistin 
bowed. 

"  You  understand  me  ?  "  said  the  count. 
"  Bring  3'our  comrades  here,  one  and  all : 
but  let  ever^'thing  remain  as  usual,  onl}- 
close  the  shutters  of  tlie  ground-floor." 

"  And  those  of  the  first  floor  ?  " 

"  You  know  tho\'  are  never  closed.  Go!" 

The  count  signified  his  intention  of  din- 
ing alone,  and  that  no  one  but  Ali  should 
attend  him.  Having  dined  with  his  usual 
tranquillity  and  moderation,  the  count, 
making  a  signal  to  Ali  to  follow  him,  went 
out  by  the  side  gate,  and,  on  reaching  the 
Boisde  Boulogne,  turned,  apparently  with- 
out design,  toward  Paris,  and  at  twilight 
found  himself  opposite  the  house  in  the 
Champs-Elysees.  All  was  dark  ;  one  soli- 
tar}',  feeble  light  was  burning  in  the  por- 
ter's lodge,  about  forty  paces  distant  from 
the  house,  as  Baptistin  had  said.  Mnnlo- 
Cristo  leaned  against  a  tree,  and,  with 
that  eye  which  was  so  rarely'  deceived, 
searched  the  double  avenue,  e.xamined  the 
passers-by,  and  carefully  lookcul  down  the 
neighboring  streets,  to  see  that  no  one 
was  concealed.  Ten  minutes  passed  thus, 
and  he  was  convinced  no  one  was  watch- 
ing him.  He  hastened  to  the  side  door 
with  Ali,  entered  precipitately,  and  by 
the  servants'  staircase,  of  which  he  had 
the  key,  gained  his  bedroom  without  open- 


ing or  disarranging-  a  single  curtain,  with- 
out even  the  porter  having  the  slightest 
suspicion  that  the  house,  which  he  sup- 
posed empt}',  contained  its  chief  occupant. 
Arrived  in  his  bedroom,  the  count  mo- 
tioned to  Ali  to  stop  ;  then  he  passed  into 
the  dressing-room,  which  he  examined  .- 
all  was  as  usual — the  precious  secretaire 
in  its  place,  and  the  key  in  the  secretaire. 
He  doubly  locked  it,  took  the  key,  re- 
turned to  the  bedroom-door,  removed  the 
double  staple  of  the  bolt,  and  went  in. 
Meanwhile  Ali  had  procured  the  arms  the 
count  required — nameh^  a  short  carbine 
and  a  pair  of  double-barreled  pistols, 
with  which  as  sure  an  aim  might  be  taken 
as  with  a  single-barreled  one.  Thus 
armed,  the  count  held  the  lives  of  five 
men  in  his  liands.  It  was  about  half-past 
nine.  The  count  and  Ali  ate  in  haste  a 
crust  of  bread  and  drank  a  glass  of  Span- 
ish wine  :  then  Monte-Cristo  slipped  aside 
one  of  the  movable  panels,  which  enabled 
him  to  see  into  the  adjoining  room.  He 
had  within  his  reach  his  pistols  and  car- 
bine, and  Ali,  standing  near  him,  held  one 
of  those  small  Arabian  hatchets,  whose 
form  has  not  varied  since  the  crusades. 
Through  one  of  the  windows  of  the  bed- 
room, on  a  line  with  that  in  the  dressing- 
room,  the  count  could  .see  into  the  street. 
Two  hours  passed  thus.  It  was  intensely 
dark  ;  still  Ali,  thanks  to  his  wild  nature, 
and  the  count,  thanks,  doubtless,  to  his 
long  confinement,  could  distinguish  in  the 
darkness  the  slightest  movement  of  the 
trees.  The  little  light  in  the  lodge  had 
been  long  extinct.  It  might  be  expected 
that  the  attack,  if  indeed  an  attack  was 
projected,  would  be  made  from  the  stair- 
case of  the  ground-floor,  and  not  from  a 
window  ;  in  Mont«>-Cristo's  idea,  the  vil- 
lains .sought  his  life,  not  his  money.  It 
would  be  his  bedroom  they  would  attack, 
and  they  unist  r(>arh  it  by  the  back  stair- 
case, or  by  the  window  in  th<^  dressing- 
room.  Tlie  clock  of  the  Invalides  struck 
a  quarter  to  twelve  :  the  west  wind  bore 
on  its  moistened  gusts  the  doleful  vibra- 
tion of  the  three  strokes.  As  the  last 
stroke  died  away,  the  count  thought,  he 
heard  a  .slight  noi.se  in  the  dressing-room  ; 
this  first  sound,  or  rather  this  first  grind- 
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ing-,  was  followed  by  a  second,  tlien  a 
third  ;  at  the  fourth,  the  count  knew  what 
to  expect.  A  firm  and  well-practiced 
hand  was  engaged  in  cutting  the  four 
sides  of  a  pane  of  glass  with  a  diamond. 
The  count  felt  his  heart  beat  more  rapidly. 
Inured  as  men  may  be  to  danger,  fore- 
warned as  they  may  be  of  peril,  they  un- 
derstand, by  the  fluttering  of  the  heart 
and  the  shuddering  of  the  frame,  the 
enormous  difference  between  a  dream  and 
a  reality,  between  the  project  and  the 
execution.  However,  Monte-Cristo  onl}^ 
made  a  sign  to  apprise  Ali,  who,  under- 
standing that  danger  was  approaching 
from  the  other  side,  drew  nearer  to  his 
master.  Monte-Cristo  was  eager  to  as- 
certain the  strength  and  number  of  his 
enemies. 

The  window  whence  the  noise  proceeded 
was  opposite  the  opening  by  which  the 
count  could  see  into  the  dressing-room. 
He  fixed  his  eyes  on  that  window — he  dis- 
tinguished a  shadow  in  the  darkness;, 
then  one  of  the  panes  became  quite 
opaque,  as  if  a  sheet  of  paper  were  stuck 
on  the  outside,  then  the  square  cracked 
without  falling.  Through  the  opening  an 
arm  was  passed  to  find  the  fastening, 
then  a  second  ;  the  window  turned  on  its 
hinges,  and  a  man  entered.  He  was 
alone. 

*'  That's  a  daring  rascal  !  "  whispered 
the  count. 

At  that  moment  Ali  touched  him  slight- 
ly on  the  shoulder.  He  turned ;  Ali 
pointed  to  the  window  of  the  room  in 
which  tliey  were,  facing  the  street. 
"Good!"'  said  he,  ''there  are  two  of 
them  ;  one  acts  while  the  other  watches." 
He  made  a  sign  to  Ali  not  to  lose  sight  of 
the  man  in  the  street,  and  returned  to  the 
one  iu  the  dressing-room. 

The  glass-cutter  had  entered,  and  was 
feeling  his  way,  his  arms  stretched  out  be- 
fore him.  At  last  lie  appeared  to  have 
made  himself  familiar  with  all  parts. 
There  were  two  doors  :  ho  bolted  them 
both. 

When  he  drew  near  to  that  of  the  bed- 
room, Monte-Cristo  expected  he  was  com- 
ing in,  and  raised  one  of  his  pistols  ;  but 
he  simply  hoard    the  sound  of    Iho    bolls 


sliding  in  their  copper  rings.  It  was  ovAy 
a  precaution.  The  nocturnal  visitor,  igno- 
rant of  the  count's  having  removed  the 
staples,  might  now  think  himself  at  home, 
and  pursue  his  purpose  with  full  security. 
Alone  and  uncontrolled,  the  man  then 
drew  from  his  pocket  something  which 
the  count  could  not  discern,  placed  it  on  a 
stand,  then  went  straiglit  to  the  secre- 
taire, felt  the  lock,  and,  contrary  to  his 
expectation,  found  that  the  key  was  miss- 
ing. But  the  glass-cutter  was  a  prudent 
man,  who  had  provided  for  all  emergen- 
cies. The  count  soon  heard  the  rattling 
of  a  bunch  of  shapeless  keys,  such  as  the 
locksmith  brings  when  called  to  force  a 
lock,  and  which  thieves  call  nightingales, 
doubtless  from  the  music  of  their  nightly 
song  when  they  turn  the  precious  lock. 
''Ah,  ah  !  "  whispered  Monle-Cristo,  with 
a  smile  of  disappointment,  "he  is  only  a 
thief !  " 

But  the  man  in  the  dark  could  not  find 
the  right  key.  He  reached  the  insti-u- 
ment  he  had  placed  on  the  stand,  touched 
a  spring,  and  immediately  a  pale  light, 
just  bright  enough  to  render  objects  dis- 
tinct, was  reflected  on  the  hands  and 
countenance  of  the  man.  "  Hold  !  "  ex- 
claimed Monte-Cristo,  starting  back,  "  it 
is — ' ' 

Ali  raised  his  hatchet.  "  Don't  stir," 
whispered  Monte-Cristo,  "and  put  down 
3-our  hatchet ;  we  shall  require  no  arms." 
Then  he  added  some  words  in  a  low  tone, 
for  the  exclamation  which  surprise  had 
drawn  from  the  count,  weak  as  it  had 
been,  had  startled  the  man,  who  remainetl 
in  the  position  of  the  old  grinder.  It  was 
an  order  the  count  had  just  given,  for  im- 
mediately Ali  went  noiselessly,  and  i*e- 
turned,  bearing  a  black  diossand  a  three- 
cornered  hat.  Meanwhile  Monte-Cristo 
had  rapidly  taken  otV  his  great-coat, 
waistet)at,  and  shirt,  and  one  might  dis- 
tinguish b^"- the  glimmering  through  tlie 
open  panel  that  he  wore  one  of  those  pliant 
tunics  of  steel  mail,  of  which  the  last  in 
France,  where  daggers  are  no  longer 
feared,  was  worn  by  King  Louis  XVI., 
who  feared  the  dagger  at  his  bi^east.  and 
whose  head  was  cleft  with  a  hat-chei. 
This  tunic  soon  disappeared  under  a   long 
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cassock,  as  did  his  hair  under  a  priest's 
Avig ;  the  three-cornered  hat  over  this 
effectually  transformed  the  count  into  an 
abbe. 

The  man,  hearing-  nothing"  more,  had 
again  raised  himself,  and,  while  Monte- 
Cristo  was  completing  his  disguise,  had 
advanced  straight  to  the  secretaire,  whose 
lock  was  beginning-  to  craclc  under  his 
nightingale. 

''Well  done  I"  whispered  the  count,  who 
depended  on  the  secret  spring,  which  was 
unknown  to  the  picklock,  clever  as  he 
might  be — ''  well  done  !  you  have  a  few 
minutes'  work  there."  And  he  advanced 
to  the  window.  The  man  whom  he  had 
seen  seated  on  a  fence  had  g-ot  down,  and 
was  still  pacing  the  street ;  but,  strange 
as  it  appeared,  he  cared  not  for  those 
who  might  pass  from  the  avenue  of  the 
Champs-El^^sees  or  by  the  Faubourg  St. 
Honore ;  liis  attention  was  engrossed  with 
what  was  passing  at  the  count's,  and  his 
only  aim  appeared  to  be  to  discern  everj'- 
movement  in  the  dressing-room. 

Monte-Cristo  suddenly  struck  his  finger 
on  his  forehead,  and  a  smile  passed  over 
his  lips ;  then  drawing-  near  to  Ali,  he 
whispered  : 

''Remain  here,  concealed  in  the  dark, 
and  whatever  noise  you  hear,  whatever 
passes,  only  come  in  or  show  3'ourself  if  I 
call  you."  Ali  bowed  in  token  of  strict 
obedience.  Monte-Cristo  then  drew  a 
lighted  taper  from  a  closet,  and  when  the 
thief  was  deeply  engaged  with  his  lock, 
silently  opened  the  door,  taking  care  that 
the  light  should  shine  directly  on  his  face. 
The  door  opened  so  quietly  that  the  thief 
heard  no  sound  ;  but,  to  his  astonishment, 
the  room  was  in  a  moment  light.  He 
turned. 

"  Good-evening,  dear  M.  Caderousse  !  " 
said  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  what  are  you  doing 
here  at  such  an  hour?" — "The  Abbe 
Busoni !  "  exclaimed  Caderousse;  and, 
not  knowing  how  this  strange  apparition 
could  have  entered  when  he  had  bolted 
the  doors,  he  let  fall  his  bunch  of  keys, 
and  remained  motionless  and  stupefied. 
The  count  placed  himself  between  Cade- 
rousse and  the  window,  t-lius  cnlting  off 
from  the  thief  his  otilv  chance  of  retreat. 


"The  Abbe  Busoni  I  "  repeated  Cade- 
rousse, fixing  his  hagg-ard  gaze  on  the 
count. 

"  Yes,  doubtless,  the  Abbe  Busoni  him- 
self ! "  replied  Monte-Cristo.  "  And  I 
am  ver}'  glad  you  recognize  me,  dear  M. 
Caderousse  ;  it  proves  you  have  a  good 
memory,  for  it  must  be  about  ten  years 
since  we  last  met."  This  calmness  of 
Busoni,  combined  with  his  irony  and  bold- 
ness, staggered  Caderousse. — "L'abbe, 
I'abbe !  "  murmured  he,  clenching-  his 
fists,  and  his  teeth  chattering. 

"So  you  would  rob  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  ?  "  continued  the  false  abbe. — "  M./ 
I'Abbe,"  murmured  Caderousse,  seeking- 
to  regain  the  window,  which  the  count 
pitilessly  intercepted — "M.  I'Abbe,  I  don't 
know — believe  me — I  take  mj'-  oath — " 

"  A  pane  of  glass  out,"  continued  the 
count,  "  a  dark  lantern,  a  bunch  of  false 
keys,  a  secretaire  half  forced — it  is  toler- 
ably evident — " 

Caderousse  was  choking ;  he  looked 
round  for  some  corner  to  hide  in — some 
way  of  escape.  "  Come,  come,"  continued 
the  count,  "  I  see  you  are  still  the  same — 
an  assassin."  — "  M.  I'Abbe,  since  you 
know  everything,  you  know  it  was  not  I 
— it  was  La  Carconte  ;  that  was  proved 
at  the  trial,  since  I  was  only  condemned 
to  the  g-alle^'S." — "  Is  3'our  time,  then,  ex- 
pired, since  I  find  you  in  a  fair  way  to  re- 
turn there?"— "No,  M.  I'Abbe,  I  have 
been  liberated  by  some  one." 

"  That  some  one  has  done  society  a 
great  kindness." —  "Ah,"  said  Cade- 
rousse,   "I   had   promised — " 

"  And  you  are  breaking-  your  promise  !  " 
interrupted  Monte-Cristo. — "Alas, yes  !  " 
said  Cadeiousse,  very  \measily. 

"  A  bad  relapse,  that  will  lead  you,  if  I 
mistake  not,  to  the  Place  de  Greve.  So 
much  the  worse,  so  much  the  worse — di- 
avnlo  !  as  they  say  in  my  country." 

"M.  TAbbe,  I  am  impelled—"' 

"Every  criminal  says  the  same  thing." 

"  Poverty—" 

"Pshaw!"  said  Busoni,  disdainfully; 
"  povert}'  may  make  a  man  beg,  steal  a 
loaf  of  bread  at.  a  baker's  door,  but  not 
cause  him  to  open  a  secretaire  in  a  house 
supposed  to  be  inhabited.     And  when  the 
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jeweler  Johannes  had  just  paid  3'ou  45,000 
francs  for  the  diamond  I  had  g-iven  3'ou, 
and  you  killed  him  to  g-et  the  diamond 
and  the  money  both,  was  that  also  pov- 
erty ?  "—''Pardon,  M.  I'Abbe!"  said 
Caderousse;  ''you  have  saved  my  life 
once,  save  me   again  !  " 

"  That  is  but  poor  encourag-ement." 

"Are  you  alone,  M.  I'Abbe,  or  have 
you  there  soldiers  ready  to  seize  me?" 

"I  am  alone,"  said  the  abbe,  "and  I 
will  again  have  pity  on  you  and  let  you 
escape,  at  the  risk  of  the  fresh  miseries 
my  weakness  may  lead  to,  if  you  tell  me 
the  truth." 

"Ah,  M.  I'Abbe,"  cried  Caderousse, 
clasping  his  hands,  and  drawing-  nearer  to 
Monte-Cristo,  "I  may  indeed  say  you  are 
m}^  deliverer  !  " — "  You  mean  to  say  you 
have  been  freed  from  confinement?" 

"  Yes,  in  truth,  M.  I'Abbe." 

"  Who  was  3'our  liberator?  " 

"  An  Englishman." 

"  What  was  his  name  ?  " 

"Lord  Wilmore." 

"  I  know  him ;  I  shall  know  if  you  lie." 

"  M.  I'Abbe,  I  tell  you  the  simple  truth." 

"Was  this  Englishman  protecting  you?" 

"No,  not  me,  but  a  young  Corsican,  my 
companion." 

"What  was  this  3'oung  Corsican's 
name?"— "Benedetto."    ' 

"Is  that  his  Christian  name?" — "He 
had  no  other;  he  was  a  foundling." 

"Then  this  young  man  escaped  with 
you?"— "He  did." 

"In  what  way  ?  " — '•  We  were  working 
at  St.  Mandrier,  near  Toulon.  Do  you 
know  St.  Mandrier  ?  "— "  I  do." 

"  In  the  hour  of  rest,  between  noon  and 
one  o'clock — " 

"Galley-slaves  having  a  nap  after  din- 
ner !  We  may  well  pity  the  poor  fellows  !  *' 
said  the  abbe. 

"  Na^s"  said  Caderousse,  "  one  can't  al- 
ways work — one  is  not  a  dog  !  " 

"So  much  the  better  for  the  dogs!" 
said  Monte-Cristo. 

"While  the  rest  slept,  then,  we  wont 
away  a  short  distance  :  wo  sovorod  our 
fetters  wiMi  a  file  the  Englishman  had 
given  us,  and  swam  away." — "And  what 
is  become  of  this  Benedetto?  " 


"I  don't  know," 
"You  ought  to  know." 
"  No,  in  truth  ;  we  parted  at  Hyeres." 
And  to  give  more  weight  to  his  protesta- 
tion, Caderousse  advanced  another  step 
toward  the  abbe,  who  remained  motion- 
less in  his  place,  as  calm  as  ever,  and  pur- 
suing his  interrogation.  "  You  lie  !  "  said 
the  Abbe  Busoni,  with  a  tone  of  irresisti- 
ble authority. 

"M.  I'Abbe!  "—"You  lie!  This  man 
is  still  your  friend,  and  3'ou,  perhaps, 
make  use  of  him  as  your  accomplice." 

"  Oh,  Monsieur  I'Abbe  !  " — "  Since  you 
left  Toulon  Avhat  have  you  lived  on  ?  An- 
swer me  !  " — "  On  what  I  could  get." 

"You  lie  !  "  repeated  the  abbe,  a  third 
time,  with  a  still  more  imperative  tone. 
Caderousse,  terrified,  looked  at  the  count. 
"You  have  lived  on  the  money  he  has 
given  you." — "True!  "said  Caderousse; 
"Benedetto  has  become  the  son  of  a  great 
lord." 

"How  can  he  be  the  son  of  a  great 
lord  ?  " — "A  natural  son." 

• '  And  what  is  that  great  lord's  name  ?  " 
"  The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  the  very 
same  in  w^hose  house  we  are." 

"Benedetto  the  count's  son  I  "  replied 
Monte-Cristo,  astonished  in  his  turn. 

"Forsooth!  I  suppose  so,  since  the 
count  has  found  him  a  false  father — since 
the  count  gives  him  four  thousand  francs 
a  month,  and  leaves  him  500,000  francs  in 
his  will." 

"Ah!  ah!"  said  the  false  abbe,  who 
began   to  understand  :   ''  and  what  name 
does  the  young  man  bear  meanwhile  ?  " 
"Andrea  Cavalcanti." 
"Is  it,  then,  that  young  man  whom  my 
friend  the  Count  of  ;Monte-Cristo  has  1^- 
ceived  into  his  house,  and  who  is  going  to 
marry  Mademoiselle  Danglars?" 
"Exactly." 

"And  you  suffer  that,  you  wretch  !— 
you,  who  know  his  life  and  his  crime  ?  " 

"Why  should  I  stand  in  a  comrade's 
way  ?  "  said  Caderousse. 

"  You   are    right ;   it  is   not  you   who 
should  apprise  M.  Danglai-s.  it  is  I." 
•  Do  not  do  so.  M.  rAbbc." 
"Why   not?  " 
"  Because  vou  would  hrinir  us  to  ruin." 
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''And  you  think  that  to  save  such  vil- 
lains as  you  I  will  become  an  abettor  of 
their  plot — an  accomplice  in  their  crimes?" 

"M.  I'Abbe,'*'  said  Caderousse,  drawing- 
still  nearer. 

"  I  will  expose  all."—"  To  whom  ?  " 

"To  M.  Dang-lars."— "By  Heaven!" 
cried  Caderousse,  drawing-  from  his  waist- 
coat an  open  knife,  and  striking  the  count 
in  the  breast,  ''you  shall  disclose  nothing, 
M.  I'Abbe  !  "  To  Caderousse's  great  as- 
tonishment, the  knife,  instead  of  piercing 
the  count's  breast,  flew  back  blunted.  At 
the  same  moment  the  count  seized  with 
his  left  hand  the  assassin's  wrist,  and 
wrung  it  with  such  strength  that  the 
knife  fell  from  his  stiffened  fingers,  and 
Caderousse  uttered  a  cry  of  pain.  But  the 
count,  disregarding  his  cry,  continued  to 
wring  the  bandit's  wrist,  until,  his  arm 
being  dislocated,  he  fell  first  on  his  knees, 
then  flat  on  the  floor.  The  count  then 
placed  his  foot  on  his  head,  saying,  ''I 
know  not  what  restrains  me  from  crush- 
ing thy  skull,  rascal !  " 

**Ah,  merc^"^ — mere}' I  "  cried  Cade- 
rousse.    The    count   withdrew    his    foot. 

"  Rise  I  "  said  he.     Caderousse  rose. 

"  What  a  wrist  you  have,  M.  I'Abbe  !  " 
said  Caderousse,  stroking  his  arm,  all 
bruised  b}'  the  fleshy  pincers  which  had 
held  it — "wiiat  a  wrist!" — "Silence! 
God  gives  me  strength  to  overcome  a 
wild  beast  like  you ;  in  the  name  of  that 
God  I  act — remember  that,  wretch  ! — and 
to  spare  thee  at  this  moment  is  still  serv- 
ing Him." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Caderousse,  groaning  with 
pain. — "Take  this  pen  and  paper,  and 
write  what  I  dictate." 

"I  don't  know  how  to  write,  M.  I'Abbe." 

"  You  lie  !  Take  this  pen,  and  write  !  " 
Caderousse,  awed  by  the  superior  power 
of  the  abba,  sat  down  and  wrote  : 

"  Sm — The  man  whom  you  are  receiv- 
ing at  your  house,  and  to  whom  you  in- 
tend to  mari-y  your  daugliter,  is  a  felon 
who  escaped  with  me  from  confinement  at 
Toulon.  He  was  No.  ."iS,  and  I  No.  58. 
He  was  called  BtMiodetto  ;  but  he  is  igno- 
rant of  his  real  name,  having  nc^ver  known 
his  parents." 


"  Sign  it !  "  continued  the  count. 

"But  would  you  ruin  me!" — "If  I 
sought  3'our  ruin,  fool,  I  should  drag  you 
to  the  first  guard-house ;  besides,  when 
that  note  is  delivered,  in  all  probability 
you  will  have  no  more  to  fear.  Sign  it, 
then  ! " 

Caderousse  signed  it.  "The  address, 
•  A  Monsieur  le  Baron  Danglars,  banker, 
Rue  de  la  Chaussee  d'Antin.'  "  Cade- 
rousse wrote  the  address.  The  abbe  took 
the  note.  "Now,"  said  he,  "thatsuflBces 
— begone !  " 

"Which  way?"  — "The  way  you 
came." — "  You  wish  me  to  get  out  at  that 
window  ?  " — "You  got  in  very  well." 

"Oh!  j'ou  have  some  design  against  me, 
M.  I'Abbe.'" — "Idiot!  Avhat  design  can  I 
have  ?  " — "  Why,  then,  not  let  me  out  by 
the  door  ?  " — "  What  would  be  the  advan- 
tage of  waking  the  porter?  " 

"M.  I'Abbe,  tell  me,  do  you  not  wish 
me  dead  ?  " — "I  wish  what  God  wills." 

"  But  swear  that  you  will  not  strike  me 
as  I  go  down." — "Cowardly  fool!" — 
"  What  do  you  intend  doing  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  ask  you  what  can  I  do  ?  I  have  tried 
to  make  you  a  happy  man,  and  you  have 
turned  out  a  murderer." — "M.  I'Abbe," 
said  Caderousse,  "  make  one  more  at- 
tempt.— try  me  once  more!" — "I  will," 
said  the  count.  "Listen  ! — you  know  if  I 
may  be  relied  on." 

"  Yes,"  said  Caderousse. — "  If  you  ar- 
rive safel}'  at  home —  " 

"What  have  I  to  fear,  except  from 
you  ?  " — "If  you  reach  your  home  safel^', 
leave  Paris,  leave  France  ;  and  wherever 
3'ou  may  be,  so  long-  as  you  conduct  3'our- 
self  well,  I  will  send  you  a  small  annuity ; 
for,  if  you  return  home  safely,  then — " 

"Then?"  asked  Caderousse,  shudder- 
ing.— "Then  I  shall  believe  God  has  for- 
given you,  and  1  will  forgive  you  to." 

"As  true  as  I  am  a  Christian,"  stam- 
mered Caderousse,  "you  will  make  me 
die  of  fj-ight !  " — "Now,  begone!"  said 
the  count,  pointing  to  the  window. 

Caderousse,  scarcely  yet  relying  on  this 
promis(\  put  his  legs  out  of  the  window 
and  st ooil  on  llie  ladder.  "  Now  go  down," 
said  the  al^be,  folding  his  arms.  Under- 
standing hf  had  not  liing  more  to  fear  from 
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him,  Caderousse  beg-an  to  go  down .  Then 
the  count  brought  the  taper  to  the  win- 
dow, that  it  might  be  seen  in  the  Champs- 
Elysees  that  a  man  was  getting  out  of  the 
window  while  another  held  a  light. 

"What  are  you  doing,  M.  I'Abbe  ?  Sup- 
pose a  watchman  should  pass  ?"  And  he 
blew  out  the  light.  He  then  descended, 
but  it  was  only  when  he  felt  his  foot  touch 
the  ground  that  he  was  satisfied  he  was 
safe. 

Monte-Cristo  returned  to  his  bedroom, 
and  glancing  from  the  garden  to  the 
street,  he  saw"  first  Caderousse,  who,  after 
walking  to  the  end  of  the  garden,  fixed 
his  ladder  against  the  wall  at  a  different 
part  from  where  he  came  in.  The  count 
then,  looking  over  into  the  street,  saw 
the  man  who  appeared  to  be  waiting  run 
in  the  same  direction,  and  place  himself 
against  the  angle  of  the  wall  where  Cade- 
rousse would  come  over.  Caderousse 
climbed  the  ladder  slowl^'^  and  looked  over 
the  coping  to  see  if  the  street  was  quiet. 
No  one  could  be  seen  or  heard.  The  clock 
of  the  Invalides  struck  one.  Then  Cade- 
rousse sat  astride  the  coping,  and,  draw- 
ing up  his  ladder,  passed  it  over  the  wall ; 
then  began  to  descend,  or  rather  to  slide 
down  by  the  two  stanchions,  which  he  did 
with  an  ease  which  proved  how  accus- 
tomed he  was  to  the  exercise.  But.  once 
started,  he  could  not  stop.  In  vain  did 
he  see  a  man  start  from  the  shade  when 
he  was  halfway  down — in  vain  did  he  see 
an  arm  raised  as  he  touched  the  ground. 
Before  he  could  defend  himself  that  arm 
struck  him  so  violentl^'^  in  the  back  that 
he  let  go  the  ladder,  cr3ang,  "■  Help  !  " 
A  second  blow  struck  him  almost  imme- 
diately in  the  side,  and  he  fell,  calling, 
"Help!  murder!"  Then,  as  he  rolled 
on  the  ground,  his  adversar^'^  seized  him 
by  the  hair  and  struck  him  a  third  blow 
in  the  chest.  This  lime  Cadei'ousse  en- 
deavored to  call  again,  but  he  could  only 
utter  a  groan,  and  he  shuddered  as  the 
blood  flowed  from  his  three  \younds.  The 
assassin,  finding  he  no  longer  cried,  lifted 
his  head  up  by  the  hair ;  his  eyes  were 
closed,  and  mouth  distorted.  The  mur- 
derer, supposing  him  dead,  let  fall  his  head 
and  disappeared.     Then  Caderousse,  feel- 


ing that  he  was  leaving  him,  raised  him- 
self on  his  elbow,  and,  with  a  dying  voice 
cried,  with  great  effort,  "Murder  !     I  am 
dying  !     Help,  M.  I'Abbe— help  !  " 

This  mournful  appeal  pierced  the  dark- 
ness. The  door  of  the  back-staircase 
opened,  then  the  side-gate  of  the  garden, 
and  Ali  and  his  master  were  on  the  spot 
with  lights. 


CHAPTER  LXXXHI. 

THE   HAND   OF  GOD. 

Caderousse  continued  to  call  piteouslv, 
"M.  I'Abbe,  help!  help!" 

"What  is  the  matter?  "  asked  Monte- 
Cristo. — "Help!"  cried  Caderousse;  "I 
am  murdered  !  " 

"  We  are  here  ; — take  courage  !  " 

"Ah,  it's  all  over  !  You  are  come  too 
late  ;  j^ou  are  come  to  see  me  die.  What 
blows  !  what  blood  !  "  He  fainted.  Ali 
and  his  master  conveyed  the  wounded 
man  into  a  room.  Monte-Cristo  motioned 
to  Ali  to  undress  him,  and  he  then  exam- 
ined his  dreadful  woimds.  "M3'  God  !" 
he  exclaimed,  "  Thj^  vengeance  is  some- 
times delayed,  but  only  that  it  ma}'  fall 
the  more  effectually."  Ali  looked  at  his 
master  for  further  instructions.  "  Con- 
duct here  immediatel}'^  the  procureur  da 
roi,  M.  de  Villefort,  who  lives  in  the 
Faubourg  St.  Honore.  As  you  pass  the 
lodge  wake  the  porter,  and  send  him  for 
a  surgeon."  Ali  obeyed,  leaving  the 
abbe  alone  with  Caderousse,  who  had  not 
yet  revived. 

When  the  wretched  man  again  opened 
his  eyes  the  count  looked  at  him  with  a 
mournful  expression  of  pity,  and  his  lips 
moved  as  if  in  prayer. 

"A  surgeon,  M.  I'Abbe — a  surgeon  !  " 
said  Caderousse. 

"  I  have  sent  for  one,"  replied  the  abbe. 

"  I  know  he  cannot  save  my  life,  but 
he  may  strengthen  me  to  give  my  evi- 
dence."— "  Agauist  whom  ?  " 

"Against  mv  murderer." 

"  Ditl  you  recognize  him  ?  " — "Yes:  it 
was  Benedetto." 

"The  young  Corsican  .5"'—"  Himself." 

"  Your  comrade  ?  " 

"  Yes.  After  giving  me  the  plan  of 
this  house,  doubtless  hoping  I  should  kill 
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the  count  and  he  thus  become  his  heir,  or 
that  the  count  would  kill  me  and  I  should 
be  out  of  his  way,  he  waylaid  me,  and 
has  murdered  me.'" — *'•  I  have  also  sent 
for  the  procureur  du  roi." 

"  He  will  not  come  in  time  ;  I  feel  my 
life  fast  ebbing-." 

"  Stop  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo.  He  left 
the  room,  and  returned  in  five  minutes 
with  a  phial.  The  djang-  man's  eyes  were 
all  the  time  riveted  on  the  door,  throug-h 
which  he  hoped  succor  would  arrive. 
"  Hasten,  M.  I'Abbe  !— hasten  !  I  shall 
faint  ag-ain  !  "  Monte-Cristo  approached 
and  dropped  on  his  purple  lips  three  or 
four  drops  of  the  contents  of  the  phial. 
Caderousse  drew  a  deep  breath,  "  Oh  !  " 
said  he,  "  that  is  life  to  me  ;  more, 
more!" — ''Two  drops  more  would  kill 
j'^ou,"  replied  the  abbe. 

"  Oh,  send  for  some  one  to  whom  I  can 
denounce  the  wretch." 

"Shall  I  write  your  deposition?  You 
can  sign  it." — "Yes,  3'es,"  said  Cade- 
rousse; and  his  ej'es  glistened  at  the 
thoug-ht  of  this  posthumous  revenge. 

Monte-Cristo  wrote  : 

''  I  die  murdered  by  the  Corsican  Bene- 
detto, m3'  comrade  in  the  galleys  at  Tou- 
louse, No.  59," 

''Quick,  quick  !  "  said  Caderousse,  "or 
I  shall  be  unable  to  sign" it." 

Monte-Cristo  gave  the  pen  to  Cade- 
rousse, who  collected  all  his  strength, 
signed  it,  and  fell  back  on  the  bed,  say- 
ing :  "  You  will  relate  all  the  i-est,  M. 
I'Abbe  ;  you  will  say  he  calls  himself  An- 
drea Cavalcanti.  He  lodges  at  the  Hotel 
des  Princes.  Oh,  I  am  dying  !  "  He 
again  fainted.  The  abbe  made  him  smell 
the  contents  of  the  phial,  and  lie  again 
opened  his  eyes.  His  desire  for  revenge 
had  not  forsaken  him. 

"  Ah  !  you  will  tell  all  I  have  .'jaid  :  will 
you  not,  M.  TAbbe  ?  " 
"Yes,  and  much  more." 
"  What  more  will  you  say  ?  " 
"I  will  say  he  bad  doubtless  given  3'ou 
the  plan  of  this  house,  in  the   hope   the 
count   would   kill  you.     I   will   say,  like- 
wise, he   had   apprised   the   count,  by   a 
note,  of  your  intention  ;  and.  the  count 


being  absent,  I  read  the  note,  and  sat  up 
to  await  j'ou." 

•'  And  he  will  be  guillotined,  will  he 
not  ?  "  said  Caderousse.  "  Promise  me 
that,  and  I  will  die  with  that  hope." 

'•'I  will  sa}-,"'  continued  the  count, 
'*'  that  he  followed  and  watched  you  the 
whole  time,  and  when  he  saw  you  leave 
the  house,  ran  to  the  angle  of  the  wall  to 
conceal  himself." 

"  Did  you  see  all  that  ?  " 

"  Remember  my  words  :  '  If  3'Ou  return 
home  safely,  I  shall  believe  God  has  for- 
given 3^ou,  and  I  will  forgive  \o\x  also.'  " 

'•'  And  you  did  not  warn  me  !  "  cried 
Caderousse,  raising  himself  on  his  elbows. 
"You  knew  I  should  be  killed  on  leaving 
this  house,  and  did  not  warn  me  !  " 

"  No,  for  I  saw  God's  justice  placed  in 
the  hands  of  Benedetto,  and  should  have 
thought  it  sacrilege  to  oppose  the  designs 
of  Providence," 

"God's  justice  I  Speak  not  of  it,  M. 
I'Abbe.  If  God  were  just,  ^-ou  know 
many  would  be  punished  who  now  es- 
cape."— "  Patience  !  "  said  the  abbe,  in  a 
tone  which  made  the  dying  man  shudder — 
"have  patience  !  "  Caderousse  looked  at 
him  with  amazement,  '•  Besides,"  said  the 
abbe,  "  God  is  merciful  to  all,  as  He  has 
been  to  j^ou  ;  He  is  first  a  father,  then  a 
judge," — "  Do  3'ou  then  believe  in  God  ?  " 
said  Caderousse. — "  Had  I  been  so  un- 
happy as  not  to  believe  in  Him  until 
now,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "I  must  believe 
on  seeing  3'ou." 

Caderousse  raised  his  clenched  hands 
toward  Heaven, 

''  Listen,"  said  the  abbe,  extending  his 
hand  over  the  wounded  man,  as  if  to  com- 
mand him  to  believe ;  "  this  is  what  llie 
God  in  wliom,  on  your  deathbed,  you  re- 
fuse to  believe,  lias  done  for  yon  :  he  gave 
you  lieallh,  strength,  regular  employ- 
ni(!nt,  even  fi'iends — a  life,  in  fact,  which 
a  man  might  <'njoy  with  a  calm  conscience. 
Instead  of  improving  these  gifts,  rarely 
granted  so  abundantly,  this  has  been  your 
course:  you  have  giviMi  yourself  up  to 
sloth  and  drunkenness,  and  in  a  fit  of  in- 
toxication have  ruined  your  best  friend," 

"  Help  !  "  cried  Caderousse,  "I  require 
a  surgeon,  not  a  iciest :  perhaps  I  am  not 
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morbally  wounded— I  may  not  die;  per- 
haps they  can  yet  save  my  life." 

"  Your  wounds  are  so  far  mortal,  that 
without  the  three  drops  I  s"ave  you,  you 
would  now  be  dead.     Listen,  then." 

"Ah  !  "  murmured  Caderousse,  "  what 
a  strange  priest  you  are  !  you  drive  the 
dymg-  to  despair,  instead  of  consoling- 
them." 

"  Listen,"  continued  the  abbe.  *'  When 
you  had  betrayed  your  friend  God  beg-an 
not  to  strike,  but  to  warn  you  :  povert}' 
overtook  3'ou ;  you  had  already  passed 
half  your  life  in  coveting-  that  which  you 
might  have  honorably  acquired,  and  al- 
ready 3'ou  contemplated  crime  under  the 
excuse  of  want,  when  God  worked  a  mira- 
cle in  your  behalf,  sending-  you,  by  my 
hands,  a  fortune  —  brilliant,  indeed,  for 
you,  who  had  never  possessed  any.  But 
this  unexpected,  unhoped-for,  unheard-of 
fortune  sufficed  you  no  longer  when  yon 
once  possessed  it ;  3'ou  wished  to  double 
it ;  and  how  ? — b3^  a  murder  !  You  suc- 
ceeded, and  then  God  snatched  it  from 
you,  and  brought  you  to  justice." 

**  It  was  not  I  who  wished  to  kill  the 
Jew,"  said  Caderousse  ;  "  it  was  La  Car- 
conte."— -'Yes,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  ''and 
God,  I  cannot  say,  in  justice,  for  His  jus- 
tice would  have  slain  you — but  God,  in 
His  mercy,  spared  your  life." 

"  Pardieu!  to  transport  me  for  life; 
how  merciful ! " 

''You  thought  it  a  mercy  then,  miser- 
able wretch  !  The  coward,  who  feared 
death,  rejoiced  at  perpetual  disgrace,  for, 
like  all  galley-slaves,  you  said,  '  I  may 
escape  from  prison,  I  cannot  fi-om  the 
grave.'  And  you  said  truly;  the  waj- 
was  opened  for  you  unexpectedly- :  an 
Englishman  visited  Toulon,  who  had 
vowed  to  rescue  two  men  from  infamy, 
and  his  choice  fell  on  you  and  j'^our  com- 
panion;  you  received  a  second  fortune, 
money  and  tranquillity  were  restored  to 
you  ;  and  you,  who  had  been  condemned 
to  a  felon's  life,  might  live  as  other  men  : 
then, wretched  creature  !  then  you  tempted 
God  a  third  time,  'I  have  not  enough,' 
you  said,  when  you  had  more  than  you 
before  possessed,  and  you  committed  a 
third  crime,  without  reason,  witliout   ex- 


cuse. God  is  wearied,  he  has  punished 
3-ou."       Caderousse    was     fast    sinking. 

"Give  me  drink,"  said  he  :  "I  thirst I 

burn  I  "  Monte-Cristo  gave  him  a  glass 
of  water.  "And  yet  that  villain,  Bene- 
detto, will  escape  !  " — "  No  one,  I  tell  you, 
will  escape;   Benedetto  will  be  punished." 

"Then,  you,  too,  will  be  punished,  for 
3'ou  did  not  do  j-our  dutj-  as  a  priest — 3'ou 
should  have  prevented  Benedetto  from 
killing  me."—"  I  ?  "  said  the  count,  with 
a  smile  which  petrified  the  dying  man, 
"when  you  had  just  broken  3'our  knife 
against  the  coat  of  mail  which  protected 
m,y  breast  !  Yet,  perhaps,  if  I  had  found 
you  humble  and  penitent,  I  might  liave 
prevented  Benedetto  from  killing  you ; 
but  I  found  you  proud  and  blood-thirsty, 
and  I  left  you  in  the  hands  of  God." 

"I  do  not  believe  there  is  a  God  I  " 
howled  Caderousse  ;  "  you  do  not  believe 
it :  you  lie — you  lie  I  " 

"Silence!"  said  the  abbe;  "you  will 
force  the  last  drop  of  blood  from  your 
veins.  What !  j^ou  do  not  believe  in  God 
when  He  is  striking  you  dead  ?  You  will 
not  believe  in  Him,  Avho  requires  but  a 
prayer,  a  word,  a  tear,  and  He  will  for- 
give ?  God,  who  might  have  directed  the 
assassin's  dagger  so  as  to  end  your  career 
in  a  moment,  has  given  you  this  quarter 
of  an  houi-  for  repentance.  Reflect,  then, 
wretched  man,  and  repent." 

"No,"  said  Caderousse,  "no;  I  will 
not  repent :  there  is  no  God.  there  is  no 
Providence — all  comes  by  chance." 

"There  is  a  Providence,  there  is  a 
God,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  of  which  you 
are  a  striking  proof,  as  you  lie  in  utter 
despair,  denj-ing  Him  :  while  I  stand  be- 
fore you,  rich,  happy,  safe,  and  entreat- 
ing that  God  in  whom  you  endeavor  not 
to  belie\'e,  while  in  your  heart  you  still 
believe  in  Him."  —  "But  who  are  you. 
then?"  asked  Caderousse,  fixnig  his 
dying  eyes  on  the  count. 

"  Look  well  at  me !  "  said  Monte-Cristo, 
putting  the  light  near  his  face. 

"  Well  !    the  abbe— the  Abbe  Busoni." 

:Monte-Cristo  took  olf  tiie  wig  wliich 
disfigured  him,  and  let  fall  his  black  hair, 
which  added  so  much  to  the  beauty  of 
his   pallid   features.      "  Oh  !  "  said  Cade- 
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rousse,  thunderstruck,  ''but  for  that 
black  hair,  I  should  say  j'ou  were  the 
Englishman,  Lord  Wilmore.' 

*'  I  am  neither  the  Abbe  Busoni,  nor 
Lord  Wilmore,"  said  Monte-Cristo ; 
''think  again,  do  j^ou  not  recollect  me?" 

There  was  a  magic  effect  in  the  count's 
words,  which  once  more  revived  the  ex- 
hausted powers  of  the  miserable  man. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  said  he,  "I  think  I 
have  seen  3'ou  and  known  you  formerl}-." 

V  Yes,  Caderousse,  you  have  seen  me, 
you  knew  me  once." 

"  Who,  then,  are  you  ?  and  why,  if  you 
knew  me,  do  you  let  me  die  ?  " 

"Because  nothing  can  save  you,  3'our 
wounds  are  mortal.  Had  it  been  possible 
to  save  3'ou,  I  should  have  considered  it 
another  proof  of  God's  mercy,  and  I 
would  again  have  endeavored  to  restore 
you,  I  swear  by  my  father's  tomb." 

"  By  3'our  father's  tomb  !  "  said  Cade- 
rousse, supported  by  a  supernatural  pow- 
er, and  half-raising  himself  to  see  more 
distinctl}'  the  man  who  had  just  taken  the 
oath  which  all  men  hold  sacred  ;  "  who, 
then,  are  j'^ou  ?  "  The  count  had  watched 
the  approach  of  death.  He  knew  this 
was  the  last  struggle,  he  approached  the 
dying  man,  and  leaning  over  him  with  a 
calm  and  melancholj'  look,  he  whispered 
— '•'  I  am — I  am — "  And  his  almost  closed 
lips  uttered  a  name  so  low  that  the  count 
himself  appeared  afraid  to  hear  it.  Cade- 
rousse, who  had  raised  himself  on  his 
knees,  and  stretched  out  his  arm,  tried  to 
draw  back,  then  clasping  his  hands,  and 
raising  them  with  a  desperate  effort — 
'•  Oh  !  my  God  !  my  God  !  "said  he,  "par- 
don me  for  having  denied  Thee  ;  Thou 
dost  exist :  Thou  art,  indeed,  man's  father 
in  lieavcn,  and  his  judge  on  earth.  ^\y 
God,  my  Lord,  I  have  long  despised  Thee  ! 
Pardon  me,  my  God ;  receive  me,  O  my 
Lord  ! "  Caderousse  sighed  deeply,  and 
fell  back  with  a  groan.  The  blood  no 
longer  flowed  from  liis  wounds.  He  was 
dead. 

"  One!"  said  the  count,  mysteriousl}', 
his  ej'es  fixed  on  the  corpse,  disfigured  by 
so  awful  a  death.  Ten  minutes  afterward 
the  surgeon  and  the  procureur  du  roi  ar- 
rived :  the  on(5  accompanied  by  t  he  porter, 


the  otiier  by  Ali,  and  were  received  by 
the  Abbe  Busoni,  who  was  praying  by  the 
side  of  the  corpse. 


CHAPTER  LXXXIV. 

BEAUCHAMP. 

The  daring  attempt  to  rob  ,the  count 
was  the  topic  of  conversation  throughout 
Paris  for  the  next  fortnight :  the  dying 
man  had  signed  a  deposition  declaring 
Benedetto  to  be  the  assassin.  The  police 
had  orders  to  make  the  strictest  search 
for  the  murderer.  Caderousse's  knife, 
dark  lantern,  bunch  of  keys,  and  clothing, 
excepting  the  waistcoat,  which  could  not 
be  found,  were  deposited  at  the  registry; 
the  corpse  was  conveyed  to  La  Morgue. 
The  count  told  every  one  this  adventure 
had  happened  during  his  absence  at  Au- 
teuil,  and  that  he  onl}'  knew  what  was  re- 
lated by  the  Abbe  Busoni,  who  that  even- 
ing, b.y  mere  chance,  had  requested  to  pass 
the  night  in  his  house  to  examine  some  val- 
uable books  in  his  library.  Bertuccio  alone 
turned  pale  whenever  Benedetto's  name 
was  mentioned  in  his  presence  :  but  there 
was  no  reason  why  an3'  one  should  notice 
his  doing  so.  Villefort,  being  called  on 
to  prove  the  crime,  was  preparing  the 
breviate  with  the  same  ardor  as  he  was 
accustomed  to  exercise  when  called  on 
to  speak  in  criminal  cases. 

But  three  weeks  had  already  passed, 
and  the  most  diligent  search  had  been  un- 
successful;  the  attempted  robbi-ry  and 
the  murder  of  the  robber  by  his  comrade 
were  almost  forgotten  in  anticipation  of 
the  approaching  marriage  of  ]\Iademoi- 
selle  Danglars  to  the  Count  Andrea  Cav- 
alcanti.  It  was  expected  this  wedding 
would  slioj'tl}^  take  place,  as  the  j'oung 
man  was  received  at  the  bnjiker's  as  the 
betrothed.  Letters  had  been  dispatched 
to  M.  Cavalcanti,  as  the  count's  father, 
who  highly  approved  of  tlie  union,  regret- 
ted his  inabihty  to  leave  Parma  at  that 
time,  and  promised  a  wedding  gift  of  a 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  livres.  It 
was  agreed  that  tin*  three  millions  should 
be  intrusted  to  Danglare  to  imi)rove ; 
some  ])ersons  had  warned  the  young  man 
of  the  circumstances  of  Ids  future  father- 
in-law.  who  had  of  lute  sustained  repeated 


THE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


511 


losses  but  with  sublime  disinterestedness 
and  confidence  the  young-  man  refused  to 
listen,  or  to  express  a  single  doubt  to  the 
baron.  Tlie  baron  adored  Count  Andrea 
Cavalcanti ;  not  so  Mademoiselle  Eugenie 
Danglars.  With  an  instinctive  hatred  of 
matrimony,  she  suffered  Andrea's  atten- 
tions in  order  to  get  rid  of  Morcerf ;  but 
when  Andrea  urged  his  suit,  she  betrayed 
an  entire  dislike  to  him.  The  baron  might 
possibly  have  perceived  it,  but  attributing 
it  to  caprice,  feigned  ignorance. 

The  delay  demanded  by  B.eauchamp 
had  nearly  expired.  Morcerf  appreciated 
the  advice  of  Monte-Cristo  to  let  things 
die  away  of  their  own  accord  ;  no  one  had 
taken  up  the  remark  about  the  general, 
and  no  one  had  recognized  in  the  officer 
who  betrayed  the  castle  of  Yanina  the 
noble  count  in  the  House  of  Peers.  Al- 
bert, however,  felt  no  less  insulted ;  the 
few  lines  which  had  irritated  him  were 
certainly  intended  as  an  insult.  Besides, 
the  manner  in  which  Beauchamp  had 
closed  the  conference  left  a  bitter  recol- 
lection in  his  heart.  He  cherished  the 
thought  of  the  duel,  hoping  to  conceal  its 
true  cause,  even  from  his  seconds.  Beau- 
champ  had  not  been  seen  since  the  day 
Albert  visited  him;  and  those  of  whom 
the  latter  inquired  always  told  liiui  he 
was  out  on  a  journey  which  would  detain 
him  some  days.  Where  he  was  no  one 
knew.  One  morning  Albert  was  awoke 
by  his  valet-de-chambre,  who  announced 
Beauchamp.  Albert  rubbed  his  eyes,  or- 
dered his  servant  to  introduce  him  into 
the  small  smoking-room  on  the  ground- 
floor,  dressed  himself  quickly,  and  went 
down.  He  found  Beauchamp  pacing  the 
room :  on  perceiving  him  Beauchamp 
stopped.  "Your  arrival  here,  without 
waiting  my  visit  at  your  house  to-day 
looks  well,  sir,"  said  Albert.  "Tell  me, 
may  I  shake  hands  with  you  ?  saying, 
'  Beauchamp,  acknowledge  you  have  in- 
jured me,  and  retain  my  friendship,'  or 
nmst  I  simply  propose  to  you  a  choice  of 
arms?"— "Albert,"  said  Beauchamp,  with 
a  look  of  sorrow  which  stupefied  t  he  young 
man,  "  let  us  first  sit  down  and  talk." 

"  Rather,  sir,  before  we  sit  down,  I 
must  demand  voui-  answer." 


''Albert,"  said  the  journalist,  "these 
are  questions  which  it  is  difiicult  to  an- 
swer."— ''  I  will  facilitate  it  b}'  repeating 
the  question,  '  Will  you,  or  will  you  not, 
retract  ?'  " 

"Morcerf,  it  is  not  enough  to  answer 
Yes  or  No  to  questions  which  concern  the 
honor,  the  social  interest,  and  the  life  of 
such  a  man  as  the  Lieutenant-general 
Count  do  Morcerf,  peer  of  France." 

"  What  must  then  be  done  ?  " 

"  What  I  have  done,  Albert.  I  rea- 
soned thus :  Money,  time,  and  fatigue  are 
nothing  compared  with  the  reputation 
and  interests  of  a  whole  famih' ;  proba- 
bilities will  not  suffice,  only  facts  will  jus- 
tify a  deadly  combat  with  a  friend  :  if  I 
strike  with  the  sword,  or  discharge  the 
contents  of  a  pistol  at  a  man  with  whom, 
for  three  j^ears,  I  have  been  on  terms  of 
intimacy,  I  must,  at  least,  know  why  I 
do  so  ;  1  must  meet  him  with  a  heart  at 
ease,  and  that  quiet  conscience  which  a 
man  needs  when  his  own  arm  must  save 
his  life." — "Well,"  asked  Morcerf,  impa- 
tiently, "  what  does  all  this  mean  ?" 

"It  means  that  I  have  just  returned 
from  Yanina." — "From  Yanina?" 

"  Yes."— "Impossible  !" 

"  Here  is  mj'  passport ;  examine  the 
visa  —  Geneva,  Milan,  Venice,  Ti-ieste, 
Delvino,  Yanina.  Will  you  believe  the 
government  of  a  republic,  a  kingdom, 
and  an  empire  ?"  Albert  cast  his  eyes  on 
the  passport,  then  raised  them  in  aston- 
ishment to  Beauchamp.  *'  You  have  been 
to  Yanina  ?  "  said  he. 

"Albert,  had  you  been  a  stranger,  a 
foreigner,  a  simple  lord,  like  that  English- 
man who  came  to  demand  satisfaction 
three  or  four  months  since,  and  whom  I 
killed  to  get  rid  of,  I  should  not  have 
taken  this  trouble  :  but  I  thought  this 
nuvrk  of  consideration  due  to  you.  I  took 
a  week  to  go,  another  to  return,  four 
days  of  quarantine,  and  forty-eight  hours 
to  stay  there:  that  nuikes  throe  weeks. 
I  returned  last  niirht. :  and  here  I  am. 

'•  What  circumlocution  !  How  long  you 
are  before  you  tell  me  what  I  most  wish 
to  know!"— "Because  in  truth.  Albert—" 

"  You  hesitate  !  "— *  Yes— I  fear." 

"You   fear  to  acknowledge  tb»t.   \niir 
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correspondent  has  deceived  you  ?  Oh  ! 
no  self-love,  Beauchamp.  Acknowledgre 
it,  Beauchamp;  your  courag^e  cannot  be 
doubted." 

'^Not  so,"  murmured  the  journalist: 
"on  the  contrar\' — " 

Albert  turned  frig-htfully  pale;  he  en- 
deavored to  speak,  but  the  words  died  on 
his  lips.  *'My  friend,"  said  Beauchamp, 
in  the  most  affectionate  tone,  "  I  should 
gladly  make  an  apolog-y  ;  but  alas  ! — " 

'•'But  what?" — ''The  parag-raph  was 
correct,  my  friend." 

"What  !  that  French  officer—" 

"  Yes."—"  Fernand  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"  The  traitor  who  surrendered  the  castle 
of  the  man  in  whose  service  he  was — " 

"  Pardon  me,  m}^  friend,  that  man  was 
your  father  !  "  Albert  advanced  furiously 
toward  Beauchamp,  but  the  latter  re- 
strained him  more  by  a  mild  look  than 
b}'  his  extended  hand. — "  M3'  friend,"  said 
he,  "here  is  a  proof  of  it." 

Albert  opened  the  paper  ;  it  was  an  at- 
testation of  four  notable  inhabitants  of 
Yanina,  proving-  that  Colonel  Fernand 
Mondeg-o,  in  the  service  of  Ali  Tebelen, 
had  surrendered  the  castle  for  two  million 
crowns.  The  signatures  were  perfecth' 
leg"al.  Albert  tottered  and  fell  over- 
powered in  a  chair.  It  could  no  longer  be 
doubted  :  the  family  name  was  full}'  given. 
After  a  moment's  mournful  silence,  his 
heart  overflowed,  and  he  g-ave  wa^'  to  a 
flood  of  tears.  Beauchamp,  who  had 
watched  with  sincere  pity  the  .young-  man's 
paroxysm  of  g-riof,  approached  him. 
"  Now,  Albert,"  said  he,  "  you  understand 
mc — Do  you  not  ?  I  wished  to  see  all,  and 
to  judg-e  of  everything-  for  myself,  hoping 
the  explanation  would  be  in  your  father's 
favor,  and  that  I  might  do  liim  justice. 
But,  on  the  contiary,  the  particulars 
which  are  g-iven  [)rove  that  Fernand  Mon- 
dego.  raised  by  Ali  Pasha  to  the  rank  of 
g-overnor-general,  is  no  other  than  Count 
Fernand  do  Morcerf ;  then,  recollecting 
the  honor  you  had  done  me,  in  admitting 
me  to  your  friond.shif),  I  hastened  to  you." 

Albert,  still  extended  on  the  chair, 
covered  his  face  with  both  hands,  as  if  to 
prevent  the  light  from  reaching  him.  "  I 
hastened  to  you,"  continued  Beauchamp, 


"  to  tell  you,  Albert,  in  this  changing  age, 
the  faults  of  a  father  cannot  revert  upon 
his  children.  Few  have  passed  through 
this  revolutionary-  period,  in  the  midst  of 
which  we  were  born,  without  some  stain 
of  infamy  or  blood  to  soil  the  uniform  of 
the  soldier,  the  gown,  or  statesman.  Now 
I  have  these  proofs,  Albert,  and  I  am  in 
your  confidence,  no  human  power  can 
force  me  to  a  duel  which  3'our  own  con- 
science would  reproach  3'ou  with  as  crimi- 
nal, but  I  come  to  offer  you  what  you  can 
no  longer  demand  of  me.  Do  you  wish 
these  proofs,  these  attestations,  which  I 
alone  possess,  to  be  destroyed  ?  Do  you 
wish  this  frightful  secret  to  remain  with 
us  ?  Confided  to  me,  it  shall  never  escape 
my  lips ;  sa}',  Albert,  my  friend,  do  you 
wish  it  ?  " 

Albert  threw  himself  on  Beauchamp's 
neck.     "  Ah  I  noble  fellow  !"  cried  he. 

"Take  these,"  said  Beauchamp,  pre- 
senting- the  papers  to  Albert. 

Albert  seized  them  with  a  convulsive 
hand,  tore  them  in  pieces  :  and,  trembling 
lest  the  least  vestige  should  escape,  and 
one  day  appear  to  confront  him,  he  ap- 
proached the  waxlight,  always  kept 
burning  for  cigars,  and  consumed  every 
fragment.  "  Dear,  excellent  friend  !  " 
murmured  Albert,  still  burning  the  pa- 
pers. 

"Let  all  be  forgotten  as  a  sorrowful 
dream,"  said  Beauchamp  ;  "  let  it  vanish 
as  the  last  sparks  from  the  blackened  pa- 
per, and  disappear  as  the  smoke  from 
those  silent  ashes." — "  Yes,  yes,"  said 
Albert,  "and  may  there  remain  only  the 
eternal  friendship  wliich  I  promised  to  my 
deliverer,  which  shall  be  transmitted  to 
our  children's  children,  and  shall  alwaj's 
remind  me  that  I  owe  my  life  and  the 
honor  of  \n\  name  to  you  ;  for  had  this 
been  known,  oh  !  Beauchamp.  I  should 
have  destroyed  myself ;  or — no,  my  poor 
mother  !  I  could  not  have  killed  her  by 
the  same  blow — I  should  have  fled  from 
my  country."  —  "Dear  Albert,"  said 
Beauchamp.  But  this  sudden  and  facti- 
tious joy  soon  for.sook  the  young  man, 
and  was  succeeded  by  still  greater  grief. 

"Well,"  said  Beauchamp,  "what  still 
oppresses  you,  my  friend  ?  " 
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"I  am  broken-hearted,"  said  Albert. 
**  Listen,  Beauchamp  !  I  cannot  thus,  in 
a  moment,  rehnquish  the  respect,  the 
confidence,  and  pride  with  which  a  fa- 
ther's untarnished  name  inspires  a  son. 
Oh  !  Beauchamp,  Beauchamp  !  how  shall 
I  now  approach  mine  ?  Shall  I  draw  back 
my  forehead  from  his  embrace,  or  with- 
hold my  hand  from  his  ?  I  am  the  most 
wretched  of  men.  Ah  !  my  mother,  my 
poor  mother !  "  said  Albert,  gazing- 
throug-h  his  tears  at  his  mother's  por- 
trait; "  if  you  know  this,  how  much  must 
j'ou  suffer  ?  " 

"  Come,"  said  Beauchamp,  taking-  both 
his  hands,  "take  courage,  my  friend." 

''  But  how  came  that  first  note  inserted 
in  your  journal  ?  Some  unknown  enemy 
— an  invisible  foe  has  done  this." 

"The  more  must  3'^ou  fortify  yourself, 
Albert.  Let  no  trace  of  emotion  be  visi- 
ble on  3'our  countenance  ;  bear  your  g-rief 
as  the  cloud  bears  within  it  ruin  and 
death ;  a  fatal  secret,  known  only  when 
the  storm  bursts.  Go,  my  friend,  reserve 
your  strength  for  the  moment  when  the 
crash  shall  come." 

"You  think,  then,  all  is  not  over  yet?" 
said  Albert,  horror-stricken. 

"  I  think  nothing,  mj'^  friend  ;  but  all 
things  are  possible.     Apropos — " 

"  What  ?  "  said  Albert,  seeing-  Beau- 
champ hesitated. — "Are  you  going  to 
marry  Mademoiselle  Danglars  ?  " 

"Why  do  you  ask  me  now  ?  "  —  "  Be- 
cause the  rupture  or  fulfillment  of  this 
engagement  is  connected  with  the  person 
of  whom  we  were  speaking." 

"  How  ?  "  said  Albert,  whose  brow  red- 
dened :  "3''ou  think,  M.  Danglars — " 

"  I  ask  you  only  how  your  engagement 
stands  ?  Pray  put  no  construction  on  my 
words  I  do  not  mean  they  should  conv(>y, 
and  give  them  no  undue  weight." 

"  No,"  said  Albert,  "the  engagement  is 
broken  off."—"  Wc>ll !  "  said  Beauchamp. 
Then,  seeing  the  yo  ing  man  was  about  to 
relapse  into  melancholy,  "Let  us  go  out, 
Albert,"  said  he  ;  "a  ride  in  the  wood  in 
the  phaeton,  or  on  horseback,  will  rofnvsli 
you  ;  wo  will  then  return  to  breakfast, 
and  you  shall  attend  to  your  affairs,  and  I 
to  mine." 
17 


"Willingly,"  said  Albert;  "  but  let  us 
walk:  I  think  a  little  exertion  would  d(. 
me  good."  The  two  friends  walked  out 
on  the  fortress.  When  arrived  at  La 
Madeleine — "Since  we  are  out,"  said 
Beauchamp,  "  let  us  call  on  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo ;  he  is  admirably  adapted  to  revive 
one's  spirits,  because  he  never  interro- 
gates ;  and,  in  my  opinion,  those  who  ask 
no  questions  are  the  best  comforters." 

"  Gladly,"  said  Albert ;  "  I  love  him — 
let  us  call." 


CHAPTER  LXXXV. 

THE    JOURNEY. 

Monte-Cristo  uttered  a  joyful  exclama- 
tion on  seeing  the  young  people  together. 
"Ah  I  ah  !  "  said  he,  "  I  hope  all  is  over, 
explained  and  settled."  —  "Yes,"  said 
Beauchamp;  "the  absurd  reports  have 
died  awaj'",  and  should  they  be  renewed,  I 
would  be  the  first  to  oppose  them  ;  so  let 
us  speak  no  more  of  it." 

"  Albert  will  tell  j^ou,"  replied  the 
count,  "that  I  g-ave  him  the  same  advice. 
Look,"  added  he,  "I  am  finishing-  the 
most  execrable  morning's  work." 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  said  Albert ;  "  arrang- 
ing your  papers,  apparentl3\" 

"My  papers,  thank  God,  no  !  m^'  papers 
are  all  in  capital  order,  because  I  have 
none;  but  M,  Cavalcanti's." 

"  M.  Cavalcanti's  ?  "  asked  Beauchamp. 

"Yes  ;  do  3-ou  not  know  that  this  is  a 
young-  man  Avhom  the  count  is  introduc- 
ing?" said  Morcerf. — "Let  us  not  mis- 
understand each  other,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "I  introduce  no  one,  and  cei- 
1  a  inly  not  M.  Cavalcanli.'' — "  And  who," 
said  Albert,  with  a  forced  smile,  "is  to 
marry  Mademoiselle  Danglars  instead  of 
me.  which  grieves  me  cruelly." 

"What  !  Cavalcanti  is  going  to  marry 
Mademoiselle  Danglars?"  asked  Bean- 
champ. — "  Certainly  !  do  you  come  from 
the  end  of  the  world  ?  "  said  Monte-Cris- 
to ;  ''you,  a  journalist,  the  husband  of 
renown  !  it  is  the  talk  of  all  Paris." 

"And  you,  count,  have  made  this 
match  ?  "  asked  Beauchamp. 

"  I  ?  Silence,  :^^onsieur  le  Nouvellisto. 
do  not  spread  that  report.  I  make  a 
match  !     No.  vou  do  not  know  uie  ;  I  have 
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done  all  in  my  power  to  oppose  it." — 
••Ah!  I  understand/'  said  Beauchamp, 
•■on  our  friend  Albert's  account." 

"  On  my  account  ?  "  said  the  j^oung- 
man;  "oh,  no,  indeed!  the  count  will  do 
ine  the  justice  to  assert  that  I  have,  on 
ihe  contrar}^,  always  entreated  bim  to 
break  off  m}'^  eng'ag-ement,  and  happily  it 
is  ended.  The  count  pretends  I  have  not 
him  to  thank ;  but  I  perfectly  well  know 
to  wiiom  I  am  indebted." — ''Listen," 
said  Monte-Cristo ;  "I  have  had  little  to 
do  with  it,  fori  am  at  variance  both  with 
the  father-in-law  and  the  3'oung-  man  ; 
there  is  only  Mademoiselle  Eug-enie,  who 
appears  but  little  charmed  with  the 
thoughts  of  matrimony,  and  who,  seeing* 
how  little  I  was  disposed  to  persuade  her 
to  renounce  her  dear  liberty,  retains  an}' 
affection  for  me." 

'*And  do  you  say  this  wedding"  is  at 
hand  ?  " — ''  Oh,  yes,  in  spite  of  all  I  could 
say.  I  do  not  know  the  young  man;  he 
is  said  to  be  of  good  family  and  rich,  but  I 
never  trust  to  vague  assertions.  I  have 
warned  M.  Danglars  of  it  till  I  am  tired, 
but  he  is  fascinated  Avith  his  Lucquois.  I 
have  even  informed  him  of  a  circumstance 
I  consider  very  serious ;  the  3'oung  man 
was  either  changed  \>\  his  nurse,  stolen  by 
gypsies,  or  lost  by  his  tutor,  I  scarcely 
know  which.  But  I  do  know  his  father 
lost  sight  of  him  for  more  than  ten  years ; 
what  he  did  during  these  ten  3' ears,  God 
only  knows.  Well,  all  that  was  useless. 
They  have  commissioned  me  to  write  lo 
the  major  to  demand  papers ;  and  hei-e 
thej'  are.  I  send  them,  but  will  have  noth- 
ing" more  to  do  with  the  matter.'' 

"And  what  does  Mademoiselle  d'Ar- 
milly  say  to  you  for  robbing  her  of  her 
pupil  ?  " — "  Forsooth  !  I  know  not ;  but  I 
understand  she  is  going  to  Italy.  Madame 
Danglars  asked  me  for  letters  of  recom- 
meiidation  for  the  impresari;  I  gave  her 
a  few  lines  for  the;  director  of  the  Valle 
Theatre,  who  is  under  some  obligation  to 
me.  But  what  is  the  matter,  Albert  ?  you 
look  dull ;  are  you,  after  all.  unconsciously 
in  love  with  Mademoiselle  Eugenie?  " 

"I  am  not.  aware  of  it,"  said  Albert, 
smiling  sorrowfully.  Beauchamp  turned 
to  look  at  some  paintings.     "P.ut,"  con- 


tinued Monte-Cristo,  "  you  are  not  in  3'our 
usual  spirits  ?  " — '^  I  have  a  dreadful  head- 
ache," said  Albert. 

"  Well !  my  dear  viscount,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  I  have  an  infallible  remed}'^  to 
propose  to  you." 

"  What  is  that  ?"  asked  the  j^oung-man. 

"A  change." — '•  Indeed  !"  said  Albert. 

"  Yes  ;  and  as  I  am  just  now  excessively' 
annoyed,  I  shall  go  from  home.  Shall  we 
go  tog-ether?  " 

**'  You  annoyed,  count  ?  "  said  Beau- 
champ ;  ' *  and  by  what  ?  " — "  Pardieu  ! 
you  think  very  lightly  of  it;  I  siiould  like 
to  see  you  with  a  breviate  preparing"  in 
your  house." — "What  breviate  ?  " 

"  The  one  M.  de  Villefort  is  preparing 
against  my  amiable  assassin — some  brig- 
and escaped  from  the  galleys  apparently." 

"True,"  said  Beauchamp;  "I  saw  it 
in  the  paper.     Who  is  this  Caderousse?  " 

"  Some  provincial,  it  appears.  M.  de 
Villefort  heard  of  him  at  Mnrseilles,  and 
M.  Danglars  recollects  having-  seen  him. 
Consequently,  M.  le  Procureur  is  very  ac- 
tive in  the  affair,  and  the  prefect  of  police 
very  much  interested  ;  and,  thanks  to  that 
interest,  for  which  I  am  very  grateful, 
they  send  me  all  the  robbers  of  Paris  and 
the  neighborhood,  under  pretense  of  their 
being  Caderousse's  murderers  ;  so  that 
in  three  months,  if  this  continue,  every 
robber  and  assassin  in  France  will  have 
the  plan  of  my  house  at  his  fing-ers'  end. 
I  am  resolved  to  desert  them  and  to  g-o 
to  some  remote  corner  of  the  earth,  and 
shall  be  happ}'  if  you  will  accompany  me, 
viscount."— "  Willingly." 

"  Then  it  is  settled  ?  " 

"Yes,  but  where?" 

"  I  have  told  you,  where  the  air  is  pure, 
wliere  every  sound  soothes,  whcio  one  is 
sure  to  be  humbled,  however  proud  may 
be  his  nature.  I  love  that  humiliation, 
I,  wliom  am  master  of  the  universe,  as  was 
Aug"ustus." 

"  But  where  are  you  really  gomg  ?  " 

"To  sea,  viscount;  you  know  I  am  a 
sailor.  I  was  rocked  when  an  infant  in  the 
arms  of  oUl  Ocean,  and  on  the  bosom  of 
the  bi'autiful  Amphitrile  ;  I  have  sported 
with  the  green  mant le  of  the  one  and  the 
azure   i'ot)e   of  the  other  ;  I  love  the  sea 
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as  a  mistress,  and  pine  if  I  do  not  often 
see  her."— "Let  us  g'o,  count." 

''To  sea?  "-"Yes." 

"  You  accept  my  proposal  ?  "— "  I  do." 

<'Well,  viscount,  there  will  be  in  my 
courtyard  this  evening-  a  good  traveling 
britska,  with  four  post-horses,  in  which 
one  may  rest  as  in  a  bed  ;  M.*  Beauchamp, 
it  holds  four  very  well,  will  you  accompany 
us  ?  " — "  Thank  3'OU,  I  have  just  returned 
from  sea." 

"  What !  you  have  been  to  sea  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  have  just  made  a  little  excur- 
sion to  the  Borromees  islands." 

"What  of  that?  come  with  us,"  said 
Albert. 

*'No,  dear  Morcerf ;  you  know  I  only 
refuse  when  the  thing  is  impossible.  Be- 
sides, it  is  important,"  added  he,  in  a  low 
tone,  "  that  I  should  remain  in  Paris  just 
now  to  watch  the  paper." — "  Ah  !  yon 
are  a  good  and  an  excellent  friend,"  said 
Albert;  "yes,  you  are  right;  watch, 
watch,  Beauchamp,  and  tr^^  to  discover 
the  enemy  who  made  this  disclosure." 
Albert  and  Beauchamp  parted ;  the  last 
pressure  of  their  hands  expressed  what 
their  tongues  could  not  before  a  stranger. 

"Beauchamp  is  a  worthy  fellow,"  said 
Moiite-Cristo,  when  the  journalist  was 
gone  ;  "is  he  not,  Albert  ?  " 

"Yes,  and  a  sincere  friend  ;  I  love  him 
devotedly.  But  now  we  are  alone,  al- 
though it  is  immaterial  to  me,  where  are 
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"  Inlo  Normandy,  if  you  like." 

''  Delightful;  shall  we  be  quite  retired  ? 
have  no  societ,y,  no  neighbors  ?  " 

"Our  companions  will  be  riding-horses, 
dogs  to  hunt  with,  and  a  fishing-boat." 

"  Exactly'- what  I  wish  for;  I  will  ap- 
prise my  mother  of  my  intention,  and  re- 
turn to  you." 

"  But  shall  you  be  allowed  to  go  into 
Norjnandy  ?  " 

"  I  may  go  where  I  please." 

"  Yes,  I  am  aware  you  may  go  alone, 
since  I  once  met  you  in  Italy — but  to  ac- 
company the  mysterious  Monte-Cristo  ?  " 

"  You  forget,  count,  that  I  have  often 
told  you  of  the  deep  interest  my  mother 
takes  in  jrou."— "  '  Woman  is  fickle,'  said 
Francis  I.;   *  woman  is  like  a  wave  of  the 


sea,'  said  Shakespeare;  both  the  great 
king  and  the  poet  ought  to  have  known 
woman's  nature  well." — "My  mother  is 
not  such  a  woman ;  careful  in  forming  her 
opinion,  she  changes  it  not." 

"  Yes,  truly,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  with 
a  sigh ;  ^'  and  do  you  think  she  is  in 
the  least  interested  in  me  ?  " — "  I  repeal 
it,  3'ou  must  really  be  a  very  strange  and 
superior  man,  for  my  mother  is  so  ab- 
sorbed by  the  interest  you  have  excited. 
that  when  I  am  with  her  she  speaks  of  no 
one  else." — "  And  does  she  try  to  make 
3'ou  dislike  me  ?  " 

'•'  On  the  contrary,  she  often  says, 
'  Morcerf,  I  believe  the  count  to  be  a 
noble  fellow;  trj^  to  gain  his  esteem.'" 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  sighing. 

"  You  see,  then,"  said  Albert,  "  that  in- 
stead of  opposing,  she  will  encourage  me." 

"Adieu,  then,  until  five  o'clock;  bo 
punctual,  and  we  shall  arrive  at  twelve 
or  one." — "At  Treport?" 

"  Yes  ;  or  in  the  neighborhood." 

"  But  can  we  travel  forty-eight  leag-ues 
in  eight  hours?  " 

"Easily,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"You  are  certainly  a  prodigy:  you 
will  soon  not  on\y  surpass  the  railway, 
which  would  not  be  ver}-  difficult  in 
France,  but  even  the  telegraph." 

"  Meanwhile,  viscount,  since  we  cannot 
perform  the  journey  in  less  than  seven  oi- 
eight  hours,  do  not  keep  me  waiting." 

''Do  not  fear,  I  have  little  to  prepare." 
Monte-Cristo  smiled  as  he  nodded  to  Al- 
bert, then  remained  a  moment  absorbed 
in  deep  meditation.  But  passing  his  hanil 
across  his  forehead  as  if  to  dispel  his 
reverie,  he  rang  the  bell  twice,  and  Ber- 
tuccio  entered.  "  Bertuccio,"  said  he,  "  I 
int(Mul  going  this  evening  to  Normandy. 
instead  of  to-morrow  or  the  next  day  : 
you  will  have  suflicieut  time  before  flv. 
o'clock  ;  dispatch  a  messenger  to  apprise 
the  grooms  at  the  lirst  station.  M.  do 
Morcerf  will  accompany  me.'*  Bortuccio 
obeyed,  dispatched  a  courier  to  Ponloi^' 
to  say  the  traveling-carriage  would  arrive 
at  six  o'clock.  From  Pontoise  another 
express  was  sent  to  the  next  stage,  and  in 
six  hours  all  the  horses  st.itioned  on  the 
road  were  read  v.     Before  his  departure. 
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the  count  went  to  Ha^'dee's  apartments, 
told  her  his  intention,  and  resigned  every- 
thing- to  her  care.  Albert  was  punctual. 
The  journey  soon  became  interesting-  from 
its  rapiditj',  of  which  Morcerf  had  formed 
no  previous  idea.  "Trul3%"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  with  your  posl-horses  going-  at 
the  rate  of  two  leagues  an  hour,  and  that 
absurd  law  that  one  traveler  shall  not 
pass  another  without  permission,  so  that 
an  invalid  or  ill-tempered  traveler  may 
detain  those  who  are  well  and  active,  it  is 
impossible  to  move  ;  I  escape  this  annoy- 
ance by  traveling  with  my  own  postilion 
and  horses  ;  do  I  not,  Ali  ?  " 

The  count  put  his  head  out  of  the  win- 
dow and  whistled,  and  the  horses  appeared 
to  fly.  The  carriage  rolled  with  a  thunder- 
ing noise  over  the  pavement,  and  ever3'^ 
one  turned  to  notice  the  dazzling  meteor. 
Ali,  smiling,  repeated  the  sound,  grasped 
the  reins  with  a  firm  hand,  and  spurred 
his  horses,  whose  beautiful  manes  floated 
in  the  breeze.  This  child  of  the  desert  was 
in  his  element;  and  with  his  black  face 
and  sparkling  eyes,  appeared  in  the  cloud 
of  dust  he  raised  like  the  genius  of  the 
simoom  and  the  god  of  the  hurricane.  "  I 
never  knew  till  now  the  delight  of  speed," 
said  Morcerf,  and  the  last  cloud  disap- 
peared from  his  brow ;  "  but  where  the 
devil  do  you  get  such  horses  ?  are  they 
made  to  order  ?  " 

"Precisely,"  said  the  count;  "six 
years  since  I  bought  a  horse  in  Hungary 
remarkable  for  its  swiftness.  The  thirty- 
two  that  we  shall  use  to-night  are  its 
progeny  ;  they  are  all  entirely  black,  with 
the  exception  of  a  star  upon  Ihe  forehead." 

"That  is  perfectly  admirable  ;  but  what 
do  you  do,  count,  with  all  thes(;  horses  ?  " 

"  You  see,  I  travel  with  them." 

"  But  you  are  not  always  1i-aveling." 

**  When  I  no  longer  require  them,  Ber- 
tuccio  will  s(.ill  them  ;  and  he  expects  to 
realize  thirty  or  forty  tliousand  francs  b^' 
the  sale." 

"But  no  monarch  in  Euro|)e  will  be 
wealtliy  enough  to  pnrchase  tlu'in." 

"Then  he  will  sell  them  to  some  Eastern 
vizier,  who  will  empty  his  colfers  to  pur- 
chase them,  and  refill  them  by  applying 
the  bastinado  to  his  subjects." 


"Count,  may  I  suggest  one  idea  to 
you  ?"—"  Certainly." 

"  It  is  that,  next  to  .you,  Bertuccio  must 
be  the  richest  gentleman  in  Europe." 

"'  You  are  mistaken,  viscount ;  I  believe 
he  has  not  a  franc  in  his  possession." 

"  Then  he  must  be  a  wonder.  M.y  dear 
count,  if  you' tell  me  man}'^  hiore  marvel- 
ous things,  I  warn  j'ou  I  shall  not  believe 
them." 

"I  countenance  nothing  that  is  marvel- 
ous, M.  Albert ;  tell  me,  wh}'-  does  a  stew- 
ard rob  his  master  ?  " 

"  Because,  I  suppose,  it  is  his  nature  to 
do  so,  for  the  love  of  robbing." 

"  You  are  mistaken  ;  it  is  because  he 
has  a  wife  and  famih%  and  ambitious  de- 
sires for  himself  and  them.  Also  because 
he  is  not  snre  of  always  retaining  his  sit- 
uation, and  wishes  to  provide  for  the  fut- 
ure. Now,  M.  Bertuccio  is  alone  in  the 
world,  he  uses  my  proportj''  without  ac- 
counting for  the  use  he  makes  of  it ;  he  is 
sure  never  to  leave  my  service." 

"Why?" — "Because  I  should  never 
get  a  better." 

"  Probabilities  are  deceptive." — "But  I 
deal  in  certainties  ;  he  is  the  best  servant 
over  whom  you  have  the  power  of  life  and 
death." 

"  Do  you  possess  that  right  over  Ber- 
tuccio ?"—"  Yes." 

There  are  words  which  close  a  conversa- 
tion as  if  with  an  iron  door  ;  such  was  the 
count's  "yes."  The  whole  jounie}^  was 
performed  with  equal  rapidity,  the  thirty- 
two  horses,  dispersed  at  seven  stages,  ar- 
rived in  eight  hours.  At  midnight  they 
arrived  at  the  gate  of  a  beautiful  park. 
The  porter  was  in  attendance  ;  lie  had 
been  apprised  by  the  groom  of  the  last 
stage  of  the  count's  appi-oach.  At  half- 
past  two  in  lh(^  morning  Morcerf  was  con- 
ducted to  his  apartments,  where  a  l)ath 
and  supper  were  prepared.  The  servant 
who  had  traveled  at  the  back  of  the  car- 
riage waited  on  him  ;  Baptistin,  who  rode 
in  front,  attended  the  count.  Albert 
bathed,  took  his  supper,  and  went  to  bed. 
All  night  h(!  was  lulled  by  the  melancholy 
noise  of  the  swell  of  the  sea.  On  rising, 
lie  went  to  his  window,  which  opened  on  a 
terrace,  having  the  sea  in  front,  and   at 
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the  back  a  pretty  park  bounded  by  a  small 
forest.  In  a  creek  lay  a  little  sloop,  with 
a  narrow  keel  and  high  masts,  bearing-  on 
its  flag-  the  Monte-Cristo  arms,  which  were 
a  mountain  or,  on  a  sea  azure,  with  a  cross 
gules  on  the  shield.  Around  the  schooner 
hiy  a  number  of  small  fishing-boats  belong- 
ing to  the  fishermen  of  the  neighboring  vil- 
lage, as  humble  subjects  awaiting  orders 
from  their  queen.  There,  as  in  every  spot 
where  Monte-Cristo  stopped,  if  but  for  two 
days,  all  w^as  comfort :  life  became  easy. 

Albert  found  in  his  anteroom  two  guns, 
with  all  the  accouterments  for  hunting  ;  a 
higher  room,  on  the  ground-floor,  contain- 
ing all  the  ingenious  instruments  the  En- 
ghsh  have  invented  for  fishing.  The  day 
passed  in  pursuing  those  exercises  in  which 
Monte-Cristo  excelled  ;  they  killed  a  dozen 
pheasants  in  the  park,  as  man^^  trout  in 
the  stream,  dined  in  a  turret  overlooking 
the  ocean,  and  took  tea  in  the  library. 

Toward  the  evening  of  the  third  daj'-, 
Albert,  completely  tired  with  the  exercise, 
which  appeared  ^sport  to  Monte-Cristo, 
was  sleeping  in  an  armchair  near  the 
window,  wdiile  the  count  was  designing 
with  his  architect  the  plan  of  a  conserva- 
tor^'  in  his  house,  when  the  sound  of  a 
horse  at  full  speed  on  the  high  road  made 
Albert  look  up.  He  was  disagreeably 
surprised  to  see  his  own  valet-de-chambre, 
whom  he  had  not  brought,  that  he  might 
not  inconvenience  Monte-Cristo. 

"Florentin  here!"  cried  he,  starting 
up;  'Ms  my  mother  ill?"  And  he  has- 
tened to  the  door.  Monte-Cristo  watched 
him,  he  saw  him  approach  the  valet,  who 
drew  a  small  sealed  parcel  from  liis  pocket, 
containing  a  newspaper  and  a  letter. 
"From  whom  is  his  ?  "  said  he  eagerly, 
"FromM.  Beauchamp,"  replied  Florentin. 

''Did  he  send  you  ?  "— '' Yes,  sir:  he 
sent  for  me  to  his  house,  gave  me  mone^- 
for  my  journey,  procured  a  liorse,  and 
made  me  promise  not  to  stop  till  I  had  re- 
joined you;  I  have  .come  in  fifteen  hours." 

Albert  opened  the  letter  with  fear,  ut- 
tered a  shriek  on  reading  the  first  line, 
and  seized  the  paper.  His  sight  was 
dimmed,  his  legs  sank  under  him,  and  he 
would  have  fallen  had  not  Florentin  sup- 
ported him. 


''  Poor  young  man  !"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
with  a  low  voice  ;  '"  it  is  then  true  that 
the  sin  of  the  father  shall  fall  on  the  chil- 
dren to  the  third  and  fourth  generation." 
Meanwhile  Albert  had  revived,  and  con- 
tinuing to  read,  he  threw  back  his  hair, 
saying — "  Florentin,  is  your  horse  fit  to 
return  immediately  ?  " 

'•'It  is  a  poor  lame  post-horse." 

''  In  what  state  was  the  house  when  you 
left?" — "All  was  quiet;  but  on  return- 
ing from  M,  Beauchamp's,  I  found  mad- 
ame  in  tears  ;  she  had  sent  for  me  to 
know  when  you  would  return,  I  told  her 
my  orders  from  M.  Beauchamp  ;  she  first 
extended  her  arms  to  prevent  me,  but 
after  a  moment's  refiection,  'Go,'  said 
she,  •'  Florentin,  and  fetch  him.'  " 

"Yes,  my  mother,"  said  Albert,  "I 
will  return,  and  woe  to.  the  infamous 
wretch  !     But  first  I  must  go — *" 

He  returned,  completeh^  changed,  to 
the  room  where  he  had  left  Monte-Cristo  : 
he  had  gone  out  as  usual,  but  returned 
with  a  trembling  voice,  a  feverish  look,  a 
threatening  ej'e,  and  a  tottering  step. 
"  Count,"  said  he,  "I  thank  you  for  your 
hospitality,  which  I  would  gladly  liave 
enjo^'^ed  longer;  but  I  must  return  to 
Paris," — "  What  has  happened  ?  '* 

''  A  great  misfortune,  more  important 
to  me  than  life.  Question  me  not,  I  pray 
you,  but  lend  me. a  horse." 

"  M}"  stables  are  at  j'our  command, 
viscount ;  but  j'ou  will  kill  j'onrself  by 
riding  on  horseback:  take  a  post-chaise 
or  a  carriage," 

"  No,  it  would  delay  me,  and  I  require 
that  fatigue  yow  fear :  it  will  do  me 
good."  Albert  reeled  as  if  shot  with  a 
cannon-ball,  and  fell  on  a  chair  near  the 
door.  Monte-Cristo  saw  not  this  second 
weakness,  he  was  at  the  window  calling  : 

"Ali,  a  horse  for  M.  Morcerf  !  quick, 
he  is  in  a  hurry  !  "  These  words  restored 
Albeit,  he  darted  from  the  room,  follow- 
ed by  the  count.  "  Thank  you  !*'  cried  he, 
throwing  liimself  on  his  hors<\ 

"  Return  as  soon  as  you  can,  Florentin. 
Must  I  use  any  password  to  pix)cuix?  a 
horse  ?  "— "  Only  dismount,  an"ih'M-  will 
be  immediately  saddled.'* 

Albert  hesitated  a  moment. 


518 


WORKS    OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


"  You  may  think  1113-  departure  strange 
and  foolish/"'  said  the  young-  man  ;  *'you 
know  not  how  a  paragraph  in  a  news- 
paper may  exasperate.  Read  that," 
said  he,  "when  I  am  gone,  that  you  may 
not  be  witness  of  my  anger." 

While  the  count  picked  up  the  paper  he 
put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  started  with 
the  rapidity  of  an  arrow.  The  count 
watched  him  with  a  feeling  of  compas- 
sion, and  when  he  had  completely  dis- 
appeared, read  as  follows  : 

"  The  French  officer  in  the  service  of 
Ali,  Pasha  of  Yanina,  alluded  to  three 
weeks  since  in  the  '  Impartial,'  who  not 
onl}'-  surrendered  the  castle  of  Yanina, 
but  sold  his  benefactor  to  the  Turks, 
styled  himself  truly  at  that  time  Fernand, 
as  our  honorable  brother  states ;  but  he 
has  since  added  to  his  Christian  name  a 
title  of  nobilit^'^  and  a  family  name.  He 
now  calls  himself  the  Count  of  Morcerf, 
and  ranks  among  the  peers." 

Thus  this  terrible  secret,  which  Beau- 
champ  had  so  generously  destroyed,  ap- 
peared again  as  an  armed  phantom  ;  and 
another  paper,  cruelly  informed,  had  pub- 
lished, two  days  after  Albert's  departure 
for  Normandy,  the  few  lines  which  had 
almost  distracted  the  unfortunate  young 
man. 


CHAPTER  LXXXVI. 

THE  TRIAL. 

At  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning  Albert 
had  arrived  at  Beauchamp's  door.  The 
valet-de-cliambre  had  leccived  orders  to 
introduce  him  into  his  master's  room,  who 
was  just  then  bathing.  "Here  I  am,'' 
said  Albert. 

"  Well,  my  poor  friend,"  replied  Beau- 
champ,  "  I  expected  you." — "  I  need  not 
sa3',  I  think  you  are  too  faithful  and  too 
kind  to  have  spoken  of  that  painful  cir- 
cumstance. Your  having  sent  for  me  is 
.mother  proof  of  your  affection.  So.  with- 
out losing  time,  tell  mo,  have  you  the 
slightest  idea  wImmhc  iliis  t(;rrible  blow 
proceeds?  " 

"I  think  I  have  sonic  clow." — '-But 
first  tell  me  all  the  particulars  of  this 
shameful   plot."      Beauchamp   proceeded 


to  relate  to  the  young  man,  overwhelmed 
with  shame  and  grief,  the  following  facts  : 
Two  days  previously,  the  article  had  ap- 
peared in  another  paper  besides  the  "  Im- 
partial," and,  what  was  more  serious, 
one  that  was  well  known  as  a  govern- 
ment paper.  Beauchamp  was  breakfast- 
ing when  he  read  the  passage  :  he  sent 
immediately  for  a  cabriolet,  and  hastened 
to  the  publisher's  office.  Although  pro- 
fessing diametrically  opposite  principles 
from  those  of  the  editor  of  the  accusing 
paper,  Beauchamp,  as  it  sometimes,  we 
may  say  often,  happens,  was  his  intimate 
friend.  The  editor  was  reading,  with  ap- 
parent delight,  a  leading  article  in  the 
same  paper  on  beet-root  sugar,  probably 
a  composition  of  his  own. 

"Ah!  pardieu  / "  said  Beauchamp, 
'•'  with  the  paper  in  your  hand  my 
friend,  I  need  not  tell  you  the  cause 
of  mj'  visit." — "Are  you>  perchance, 
concerned  in  the  sugar  question  ?  "  asked 
the  editor  of  the  ministerial  paper. 

"No,"  replied  Beauchamp,  "I  have 
not  considered  the  question ;  a  totally 
different  subject  interests  me." — "What 
is  it?" — "The  article  relative  to  Morcerf." 

"  Indeed  !     Is  it  not  a  curious  atlair  ?  " 

"So  curious,  that  I  think  you  are  run- 
ning a  great  risk  of  a  prosecution  for 
defamation  of  character." 

"  Not  at  all  ;  we  have  received  with  the 
information  all  the  requisite  proofs,  and 
vvc  are  quite  sure  M.  de  Morcerf  will  not 
raise  his  voice  against  us;  besides,  it  is 
rendering  a  service  to  one's  country  to 
denounce  those  wretched  criminals  who 
are  unworthy  of  the  honor  it  bestows  on 
them."  Beauchamp  remained  thunder- 
sti-uck.  '*  AVho,  then,  has  so  correctly 
informed  you?"  asked  he;  "for  my 
paper,  which  had  announced  the  subject, 
has  been  obliged  to  stop  for  want  of 
proof ;  and  yet  we  are  more  interested 
than  you  in  exposing  M.  de  Morcerf,  as 
he  is  a  i^eer  of  France,  and  we  are  of  the 
opposition." 

"Oil!  that  is  very  simple  :  we  have 
not  sought  to  scandalize ;  this  news  was 
brought,  to  us.  A  man  arrived,  yester- 
day, from  Yanina,  biinging  the  formid- 
able bundle  ;  and  as  we  hesitated  to  pul»- 
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lish  the  accusatory  article,  he  told  us  it 
should  be  inserted  in  some  other  paper." 

Beauchamp  understood  that  nothing 
remained  but  to  submit,  and  left  the  office 
to  dispatch  a  courier  to  Morcerf.  But  he 
had  been  unable  to  send  to  Albert  the 
following  particulars,  as  the  events  had 
transpii-ed  after  the  messenger's  depart- 
ure ;  namely,  that  the  same  day,  a  great 
agitation  was  manifest  in  the  House  of 
Peers  among  the  usually'-  calm  groups  of 
the  noble  assembly.  Every  one  had  ar- 
rived almost  before  the  usual  hour,  and 
was  conversing  on  the  melanchol}^  event 
which  was  to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
public  toward  one  of  their  most  illustrious 
members.  Some  were  perusing  the  article, 
others  making  comments  and  recalling 
circumstances  which  substantiated  the 
charges  still  more.  The  count  was  no 
favorite  with  his  colleagues.  Like  all 
upstarts,  he  had  had  recourse  to  a  great 
deal  of  haughtiness  to  maintain  his  posi- 
tion. The  true  nobilitj^  laughed  at  him, 
the  talented  repelled  him,  and  the  honor- 
able instinctivel3'^  despised  him.  Such 
were  the  extremities  to  which  the  count 
was  driven  :  the  finger  of  God  once  pointed 
at  him,  every  one  was  prepared  to  raise 
the  hue  and  cry  after  him. 

The  Count  de  Morcerf  alone  was  igno- 
rant of  the  news.  He  did  not  take  in  the 
paper  containing  the  defamatory  news, 
and  had  passed  the  morning  in  writing 
letters  and  in  trying  a  horse.  He  arrived 
at  his  usual  hour,  with  a  proud  look  and 
insolent  demeanor ;  he  alighted,  passed 
through  the  corridors,  and  entered  the 
house  without  observing  the  hesitation 
of  the  door-keepers  or  the  coolness  of  his 
colleagues.  Business  had  already  com- 
menced half-an-hour  when  he  entered. 
Every  one  held  the  accusing  paper,  but, 
as  usual,  no  one  liked  to  take  upon  him- 
self the  responsibility  of  the  attack.  At 
length  an  honorable  peer,  Morcerf 's  ac- 
knowledged enemy,  ascended  the  tribune 
with  Ihat  solemnity  which  announced  the 
expected  moment  had  arrived.  There 
was  an  imposing  silence  :  Morcerf  alone 
knew  not  why  such  profound  attention 
was  given  to  an  orator  who  was  not  al- 
ways listened  to   with  so  much  compla- 


cency. The  count  did  not  notice  the  intro- 
duction, in  which  the  speaker  announced 
that  his  communication  would  be  of  that 
vital  importance  that  it  demanded  the 
undivided  attention  of  the  House  ;  but,  at 
the  names  Yanina  and  Colonel  Fernand. 
he  turned  so  awfully  pale  that  every  mem- 
ber shuddered  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him. 
Moral  wounds  have  this  peculiar! t}'',  thej- 
conceal  themselves  but  never  close :  al- 
waj's  painful,  always  ready  to  bleed  when 
touched,  they  remain  fresh  and  open  in 
the  heart. ' 

The  article  having  been  read  during 
this  painful  silence,  it  was  only  then  dis- 
turbed by  a  universal  shudder,  and  imme- 
diately restored  when  the  orator  resumed. 
He  stated  his  scruples  and  the  difficulties 
of  the  case  :  it  was  the  honor  of  M.  de 
Morcerf,  and  that  of  the  whole  House, 
he  proposed  to  defend,  by  provoking  a 
debate  on  those  personal  questions  always 
so  warmly  agitated.  He  concluded  by 
caUing  for  an  examination,  which  might 
confound  the  calumnious  report  before  it 
had  time  to  spread,  and  to  restore  M.  de 
Morcerf  to  the  position  he  had  long  held 
in  public  opinion.  Morcerf  was  so  com- 
pletely overwhelmed  by  this  enormous 
and  unexpected  calamity  that  he  could 
scarcely  stammer  a  few  words  as  he 
looked  round  on  the  assembly.  This 
timidity,  which  might  proceed  from  the 
astonishment  of  innocence  as  well  as  the 
shame  of  guilt,  conciliated  some  in  his 
favor;  for  men  who  are  trul}'  generous 
are  always  ready  to  compassionate  when 
the  misfortune  of  their  enemy  surpasses 
the  limits  of  their  hatred.  The  president 
put  it  to  the  vote,  and  it  was  decided  the 
examination  .should  take  place.  The  couni 
was  asked  what  time  he  required  to  pre- 
pare his  defense.  Morcerf's  courage  hati 
revived  when  he  found  himself  alive  aft<*r 
this  horrible  blow.  ''  My  lords."  an- 
swered he.  "it  is  not  by  time  I  could 
repel  the  attack  made  on  me  by  en- 
emies unknown  to  me.  and.  doubtless, 
hidden  in  obscurity;  it  is  immediaWlv. 
and  by  a  thunderbolt.  I  must  repel  the 
flash  of  lightning  which,  for  a  moment, 
startled  me.  Oh:  that  I  could,  instead 
of  taking  up  this  defense,  shed  my  last 
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drop  of  blood  to  prove  to  my  noble  col- 
leagues that  I  am  their  equal  in  worth." 
These  words  made  a  favorable  impression 
on  behalf  of  the  accused.  ^'  I  demand, 
then,  that  the  examination  shall  take 
place  as  soon  as  possible,  and  I  will  fur- 
nish the  house  with  all  necessary  infor- 
mation."—  "What  day  do  you  fix?" 
asked  the  president. 

"To^ay  I  am  at  your  service,"  replied 
the  count.  The  president  rang  the  bell. 
"  Does  the  house  approve  that  the  exam- 
ination should  take  place  to-day  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  was  the  unanimous  answer. 

A  committee  of  twelve  members  was 
chosen  to  examine  the  proofs  brought 
forward  b}'  Morcerf.  The  examination 
would  commence  at  eight  o'clock  that 
evening  in  the  committee-room,  and,  if  it 
were  necessar}'-  to  postpone  it,  it  would  be 
resumed  each  evening  at  the  same  hour. 
Morcerf  asked  leave  to  retire ;  he  had  to 
collect  the  documents  he  had  long  been 
preparing  against  this  storm,  which  his 
sagacity  had  foreseen. 

Albert  listened,  trembling  now  with 
hope,  then  with  anger,  and  then  again 
with  shame ;  for,  from  Beauchamp's  con- 
fidence, he  knew  his  father  was  guilty ; 
and  he  asked  himself  how,  since  he  was 
guilty,  he  could  prove  his  innocence. 
Beauchamp  hesitated  to  continue  his  nar- 
rative.    "  What  next  ?  "  asked  Albert. 

"  What  next  ?  My  friend,  3'ou  impose  a 
painful  task  on  me.    Must  you  know  all  ?  " 

"  Absolutely  ;  and  rather  from  your  lips 
than  another's." — "Prepare your  courage, 
then  ;  for  never  will  3^ou  have  I'equired  it 
more."  Albert  passed  his  hand  over  his 
forehead,  as  if  to  try  his  strength,  as  a 
man,  who  is  preparing  to  defend  his  life, 
proves  his  shield  and  bends  his  sword. 
He  thought  himself  strong  enough ,  for  he 
mistook  fever  for  energv.  "Pi-oceed," 
said  he. 

"  The  evening  arrived  :  all  Paris  was  in 
expectation.  Matiy  said  your  father  had 
only  to  show  himself  to  confound  the 
charge  ;  many  others  said  he  would  not 
appear;  while  some  asserted  they  had 
seen  him  start  for  Brussels,  and  others 
went  to  the  police-ofTice  to  ijiqnire  if  he 
had  taken  out  a  passport.     I  used  all  my 


influence  with  one  of  the  committee,  a 
3'oung  peer  of  mj'  acquaintance,  to  get  in- 
troduced into  a  sort  of  gallery.  He  called 
for  me  at  seven  o'clock,  and,  before  any 
one  had  arrived,  asked  one  of  the  door- 
keepers to  place  me  in  a  box.  I  was  con- 
cealed by  a  column,  and  might  witness 
the  whole  of  the  terrible  scene  which  was 
about  to  take  place.  At  eight  o'clock  all 
were  in  their  places,  and  M.  de  Morcerf 
entered  at  the  last  stroke.  He  held  some 
papers  in  his  hand ;  his  countenance  was 
calm,  and  step  firm,  his  dress  particu- 
larly nice,  and,  according  to  the  ancient 
military  costume,  buttoned  completely  up 
to  the  chin.  His  presence  pi'oduced  a  good 
etTect.  The  committee  was  composed  of 
liberal  men,  several  of  whom  came  for- 
ward to  shake  hands  with  him," 

Albert  felt  his  heart  burstmg  at  these 
particulars,  but  gratitude  mingled  with 
his  sorrow  ;  he  would  gladly  have  em- 
braced those,  who  had  given  his  father 
this  proof  of  esteem  at  a  moment  when 
his  Ijonor  was  so  powerfully  attacked. 
"■  At  this  moment  one  of  the  door-keepers 
brought  in  a  letter  for  the  president. 
•  You  are  at  liberty  to  speak,  M.  de  Mor- 
cerf,' said  the  president,  as  he  unsealed 
the  letter;  and  the  count  began  his  de- 
fense, I  assure  you,  Albert,  in  a  most  elo- 
quent and  skillful  manner.  He  produced 
documents,  proving  that  the  vizier  of  Ya- 
nina  had,  to  the  last  moment,  honored  him 
with  his  entire  confidence,  since  he  had 
intrusted  him  with  a  negotiation  of  life 
and  death  with  the  emperor.  He  produced 
the  ring,  his  nuirk  of  authority,  with 
which  Ali  Pasha  generally  sealed  liis 
letters,  and  which  the  latter  had  given 
him  that  he  might,  on  his  return  at  any 
hour  of  the  day  or  night,  or  even  in  his 
harem,  gain  access  to  him.  Unfortu- 
nately, the  negotiation  failed,  and  when 
he  returned  to  defend  his  benefactor,  he 
was  dead.  '  But,'  said  the  count,  'so  great 
was  Ali  Pasha's  confidence,  that,  on  his 
death-bed.  he  resigned  his  favorite  mis- 
tress and  her  daughter  to  my  care.'  Al- 
bert started  on  hearing  the.se  words  :  the 
history  of  Haydee  mcurred  to  him.  and 
he  remembered  what  she  had  said  of  that. 
message  and  the  ring,  and  the  manner  in 
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which  she  had  been  sold  and  made  a  slave. 
"  And  what  effect  did  this  discourse  pro- 
duce?" anxiousl}^  inquired  Albert.—"! 
acknowledge  it  affected  me,  and,  indeed, 
all  the  committee  also,"  said  Beauchamp. 

'^  Meanwhile,  the  president  careless]}^ 
opened  the  letter  which  had  been  broug-ht 
to  him ;  but  the  first  lines  aroused  his  at- 
tention :  he  read  them  again  and  again, 
and  fixing  his  eyes  on  M.  de  Morcerf — '  M. 
le  Comte,'  said  he,  'you  have  said  the 
vizier  of  Yanina  had  confided  his  wife  and 
daughter  to  3'our  care?  ' — 'Yes,  sir,'  re- 
plied Morcerf,  'but  in  that,  like  all  the 
re^,  misfortune  pursued  me ;  on  ray  re- 
turn, Vasiliki  and  her  daughter  Haydee 
had  disappeared.' — '  Did  you  know  them  ?  ' 
— 'My  intimacy  with  the  pasha  and  his 
unlimited  confidence  had  gained  me  an 
introduction  to  them,  and  I  had  seen  them 
above  twenty  times.' 

"'Have  you  any  idea  what  is  become 
of  them  ?  ' — '  Yes,  sir ;  I  heard  they  had 
fallen  victims  to  their  sorrow,  and,  per- 
haps, to  their  povertj-.  I  was  not  rich  ; 
my  life  was  in  constant  danger;  I  could 
not  seek  them,  to  m^'^  great  regret.'  The 
president  frowned  iraperceptibl}'.  'Gen- 
tlemen,' said  he,  '  you  have  heard  M.  le 
Comte  de  Morcerf 's  defense.  Can  you, 
M.  le  Comte,  produce  an^"^  witnesses  to 
the  truth  of  what  you  have  asserted  ?  ' — 
'Alas!  no,  sir,'  replied  the  fjount,  'all 
those  who  surrounded  the  vizier,  or  who 
knew  me  at  his  court,  are  either  dead  or 
scattered  ;  alone,  I  believe,  of  all  my  coun- 
trymen, I  survived  that  dreadful  war  :  I 
have  only  the  letters  of  AH  Tebolen,  which 
I  have  placed  before  you  ;  the  ring,  a 
token  of  his  good-will,  which  is  hero  :  and, 
lastly,  the  most  convincing  proof  I  can 
offer,  namely,  after  an  anonymous  attaclc, 
the  absence  of  all  witness  against  mv  ve- 
racity and  the  purity  of  my  military  life.' 
A  murnuir  of  appi-obation  ran  througli 
the  assembly  :  and  at  tliis  moment.  Al- 
bert, had  nothing  more  transpired,  your 
father's  cause  had  been  gained.  It  only 
remained  to  put  it  to  the  vote,  when  the 
president  resumed  :  — 'Gentlemen,  and 
yon,  M.  le  Comte,  you  Avill  not  be  dis- 
pleased. I  presume,  to  listen  to  one  Avho 
calls  himself  a  very  important  witness. 


and  who  has  just  presented  himself.  He 
is,  doubtless,  come  to  prove  the  perfect 
innocence  of  our  colleague.  Here  is  a  let- 
ter I  have  just  received  on  the  subject ; 
shall  it  be  read,  or  shall  it  be  passed  over? 
and  shall  we  not  regard  this  incident  ? ' 
M.  de  Morcerf  turned  pale,  and  clenched 
his  hands  on  the  papers  he  held.  The 
committee  decided  to  hear  the  letter;  the 
count  was  thoughtful  and  silent.  The 
president  read  : — 

"  '  M.  President  —  I  can  furnish  the 
committee  of  inquiry  into  the  conduct  of 
the  Lieutenant-General  Count  de  Morcerf 
in  Epirus  and  in  Macedonia  with  important 
particulars.' 

"  The  president  paused,  and  the  count 
turned  pale.  The  president  looked  at  his 
auditors.  'Proceed,'  was  heard  on  all 
sides.     The  president  resumed  : — 

"  '  I  was  on  the  spot  at  the  death  of  All 
Pasha  ;  I  was  present  during  his  last  mo- 
ments ;  I  know  what  is  become  of  Vasiliki 
and  Haj^dee  ;  I  am  at  the  command  of  the 
committee,  and  even  claim  the  honor  of 
being  heard.  I  shall  be  in  the  lobby  when 
this  note  is  delivered  to  you.' 

"'And  Avho  is  this  witness,  or  rather 
this  enemj'  ? '  asked  the  count,  in  a  tone 
in  which  there  was  a  visible  alteration. 
'We  shall  know,  sir.*  replied  the  presi- 
dent. '  Is  the  committee  wilhng  to  hear 
this  witness  ? ' 

"  '  Yes,  yes,*  said  they  all  at  once.  The 
doorkeeper  Avas  called.  '  Is  there  any  (me 
in  the  lobbj'  ?  '  said  the  president. 

"  '  Yes.  sir.*  — '  Who  is  il  ?  ' 

"  '  A  female,  accompanied  by  a  servant.' 
Ever^^  one  looked  at  his  neighbor.  'In- 
troduce the  female.*  said  the  president. 
Five  minutes  after,  the  doorkeeper  again 
appeared  :  all  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  door, 
and  I."  said  Beauchamp,  ''shared  the  gen- 
eral expectation  and  anxiety.  Behind  the 
doorkeeper  walked  a  female  enveloped  in 
a  large  veil,  which  completely  concealeti 
her.  It  was  evident,  from  her  figure  and 
the  perfumes  she  had  about  her.  Mint  thi** 
was  a  young  and  elegant  woman,  but  that 
was  all.  The  president  requested  her  to 
throw  aside  her  veil,  and  it  w.nsthen  «^oen 
she  was  dressed  in  the  Grecian  cost u me. 
and  was  remarkablv  beautiful. 


522 


WORKS    OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


"  Ah  !  "  said  Albert,  '•  it  was  she." 

'-'Who?  "— ''Hayclee." 

"Who  told  you  that  ?"—"  Alas  !  I 
g-uess  it.  But  g-o  on,  Beauchamp.  You 
see  I  am  calm  and  strong-.  And  yet  we 
must  be  drawing  near  the  disclosure." 

''M.  de  Morcerf,"  continued  Beau- 
champ,  •'  looked  at  this  female  with  sur- 
prise and  terror.  Her  lips  were  about  to 
pass  his  sentence  of  life  or  death.  To  all 
the  committee  the  adventure  was  so  ex- 
traordinary and  curious,  that  the  interest 
they  had  felt  for  the  count's  safety  became 
now  quite  a  secondary  matter.  The  presi- 
dent himself  advanced  to  place  a  seat  for 
the  young  lady  ;  but  she  declined  availing 
herself  of  it.  As  for  the  count,  he  had 
fallen  on  his  chair;  it  was  evident  his  legs 
refused  to  support  him. 

" 'Madame,' said  the  president,  '  you 
have  engaged  to  furnish  the  committee 
with  some  important  particulars  respect- 
ing the  affair  at  Yanina,  and  you  have 
stated  that  you  were  an  eye-witness  of 
the  events.' 

"  *  I  was,  indeed  !  '  said  the  stranger, 
with  a  tone  of  sweet  melancholy,  and  with 
the  sonorous  voice  peculiar  to  the  East. 

"  '  But  allow  me  to  say  you  must  have 
been  very  young  then.' 

"  '  I  was  four  years  old  ;  but  as  those 
events  deeply  concerned  me,  not  a  single 
particular  has  escaped  my  memory.' 

*"  In  what  manner  could  those  events 
concern  you  ?  and  who  are  you,  that  they 
should  have  made  so  deep  an  impression 
on  you  ?  ' 

"  '  On  them  depended  my  father's  life,' 
replied  she.  *  1  am  Haydee,  the  daughter 
of  Ali  Tebelen,  pasha  of  Yanina,  and  of 
Vasiliki,  his  beloved  wife.' 

**  The  blush  of  mingled  pride  and  mod- 
esty which  suddenly  sulfused  the  choeivs 
of  the  young  female,  the  brilliancy  of  her 
eye,  and  her  liighly  important  communi- 
cation, produced  an  inexpressible  effect  on 
the  assembly.  As  for  tlu;  count,  ho  could 
not  have  been  more  overwhelmed  if  a 
thunderbolt  had  fallen  at  his  feet  and 
opened  before  him  an  immense  gulf.  *  Mad- 
ame,' replied  the  president,  bowing  with 
profound  respect,  'allow  me  to  ask  one 
question,  it   shall  be  the  last  :  Can   you 


prove  the  authenticity  of  what  you  have 
now  stated  ?  '— '  I  can,  sir,'  said  Haydee, 
drawing  from  under  her  veil  a  satin  satchel 
highly  perfumed  ;  '  for  here  is  the  register 
of  my  birth,  signed  b}^  my  father  and  his 
principal  officers  ;  and  that  of  my  baptism, 
m}'^  father  having  consented  to  my  being: 
brought  up  in  my  mother's  failh  ;  this  lat- 
ter has  been  sealed  by  the  g-rand  primate 
of  Macedonia  and  Epirus,  and  lastly  (and 
perhaps  the  most  important),  the  record 
of  the  sale  of  my  person  and  that  of  my 
mother  to  the  Armenian  merchant  El- 
Kobbir,  by  the  French  officer,  who,  in  his 
infamous  bargain  with  the  Porte,  had  re- 
served, as  his  part  of  the  booty,  the  wife 
and  daughter  of  his  benefactor,  whom  he 
sold  for  the  sum  of  four  hundred  thousand 
francs.'  A  greenish  paleness  spread  over 
the  count's  cheeks,  and  his  ej^es  became 
bloodshot,  at  these  terrible  imputations, 
which  were  listened  to  b}'  the  assembly 
with  an  ill-foreboding  silence. 

"  Haydee,  still  calm,  but  whose  calm- 
ness was  more  dreadful  than  the  ang-er  of 
another  would  have  been,  handed  to  the 
president  the  record  of  her  sale,  regis- 
tered in  Arabic.  It  had  been  supposed 
some  of  these  papers  might  be  registered 
in  the  Arabian,  Romaic,  or  Turkish  lan- 
guage, and  the  interpreter  of  the  House 
was  in  attendance.  One  of  the  noble  peers, 
who  was  fiimiliar  with  the  Arabian  lan- 
guage, having  studied  it  during-  the  sub- 
lime Egyptian  campaign,  followed  with 
his  eye  as  the  translator  read  aloud  : — 

"  '  I,  El-Kobbir,  a  slave  merchant,  and 
furnisher  of  the  harem  of  his  hig-hness, 
acknowledge  having  received  for  trans- 
mission to  the  sublime  emperor,  from  the 
French  lord,  Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  an 
emerald  valued  at  eight  hundred  thousand 
francs,  as  the  ransom  of  a  young  Christian 
slave  of  eleven  years  of  age,  named  Ha^'- 
doe,  the  acknowledg-ed  daughter  of  the 
late  Lord  Ali  Tebelen,  Pasha  of  Yanina. 
and  of  Vasiliki,  his  favorite;  she  having 
been  sold  to  me  seven  years  previously, 
with  her  mo1,her,  who  had  died  on  arriving 
at  Constantinople,  by  a  French  colonel  in 
the  service  of  the  Vi7.i(!r  Ali  Tebelen, 
I  named    Fernand   Mondego.      The   above- 
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mentioned  purchase  was  made  on  his  high- 
ness's  account,  whose  mandate  I  had,  for 
the  sum  of  four  hundred  thousand  francs. 
''  'Given  at  Constantinople,  by  author- 
ity of  his  highness,  in  the  year  1247  of  the 
Heg-ira.  Signed  El-Kobbir.' 

"  '  That  this  record  should  have  all  due 
authority,  it  shall  bear  the  imperial  seal, 
which  the  vendor  is  bound  to  have  affixed 
to  it.' 

"  Near  the  merchant's  signature  tliere 
was,  indeed,  the  seal  of  the  sublime  em- 
peror. A  dreadful  silence  succeeded  the 
reading  of  this  paper ;  the  count  could  only 
look,  and  his  gaze,  fixed  as  if  unconsciously 
on  Hay  dee,  seemed  one  of  fire  and  blood. 
'  Madame,'  said  the  president,  '  may  refer- 
ence be  made  to  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo, 
who  is  now,  I  believe,  in  Paris  ?  ' — '  Sir,' 
replied  Ha3'dee,  'the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo,  m3'^  other  father,  has  been  in  Nor- 
mandy the  last  three  days.' 

*' '  Who,  then,  has  counseled  j'^ou  to 
take  this  step,  one  for  which  the  court  is 
deeply  indebted  to  you,  and  which  is  per- 
fectly natural,  considering  j'^our  birth  and 
your  misfortunes?' — 'Sir,'  replied  Hay- 
dee,  '  I  have  been  led  to  take  this  step 
from  a  feeling  of  respect  and  grief.  Al- 
though a  Christian,  may  God  forgive 
me  !  I  have  always  sought  to  avenge  my 
illustrious  father.  Since  I  set  my  foot 
in  France,  and  knew  the  traitor  lived  in 
Paris,  I  have  watched  carefully.  I  live 
retired  in  the  house  of  my  noble  pro- 
tector, but  I  do  it  from  choice  ;  I  love  re- 
tirement and  silence,  because  I  can  live 
with  my  thoughts  and  recollections  of  past 
days.  But  M.  le  Comte  de  Monte-Cristo 
surrounds  me  with  every  paternal  care, 
and  I  am  ignorant  of  nothing  which  passes 
in  the  world.  I  learn  all  in  the  silence  of 
tny  apartments  :  for  instance,  I  see  all  the 
newspapers,  eve/y  periodical,  as  well  as 
ov(M'y  new  melody  :  and  by  thus  watch- 
ing the  course  of  the  life  of  others,  I 
learned  what  had  transpired  this  morning 
in  tlie  House  of  Peers,  and  what  was  to 
take  place  this  evening  ;  then  I  wrote.' 

"'Then.'  remarked  the  president,  'the 
Count  of  ]\Ionte-Cristo  knows  nothing  of 
your  present  proceedings  ?' — '  He  is  quite 


unaware  of  them  ;  and  I  have  but  one 
fear,  which  is,  that  he  should  disapprove 
of  what  I  have  done.  But  it  is  a  glorious 
day  for  me,'  continued  the  young  girl, 
raising  her  ardent  gaze  to  heaven,  '  that 
on  which  I  find  at  last  an  opportunity^  of 
avenging  my  father  !  ' 

"The  count  had  not  uttered  one  word 
the  whole  of  this  time.  His  colleagues 
looked  at  him,  and  doubtless  pitied  his 
blighted  prospects,  which  sank  under  the 
perfumed  breath  of  a  woman.  His 
misery  was  depicted  by  sinister  lines  on 
his  countenance.  *  M.  de  Morcerf,'  said 
the  president,  '  do  you  recognize  this  lady 
as  the  daughter  of  Ali  Tebelen,  pasha  of 
Yanina?' — 'No,'  said  Morcerf,  attempt- 
ing to  rise  ;  '  it  is  a  base  plot,  contrived  by 
m^'  enemies.'  Haydee,  whose  eyes  had  been 
fixed  upon  the  door,  as  if  expecting  some 
one,  turned  hastily,  and,  seeing  the  count 
standing,  shrieked,  '  You  do  not  know 
me  ?'  said  she.  '  Well,  I  fortunately  recog- 
nize you  !  You  are  Fernand  Mondego,  the 
French  officer,  who  led  the  troops  of  my 
noble  father  !  It  is  you  who  surrendered 
the  Castle  of  Yanina  !  It  is  you  who, 
sent  b}'"  him  to  Constantinople,  to  treat 
with  the  emperor  for  the  life  or  death  of 
your  benefactor,  brought  back  a  false  man- 
date granting  full  pardon  !  It  is  you  who. 
with  that  mandate,  obtained  the  pasha's 
ring,  wiiich  gave  you  authority  over 
Selim,  the  fire-keeper!  It  is  you  who 
stabbed  Selim  !  It  is  you  who  sold  us. 
my  mother  and  m,e,  to  the  merchant.  El- 
Kobbir  I  Assassin  I  assassin  !  assassin  I 
you  have  still  on  your  brow  your  master's 
blood  !     Look,  gentlemen,  all ! ' 

'•  These  words  had  been  pronounced 
with  such  enthusiasm  and  evident  truth, 
that  every  eye  was  fixed  on  the  count's 
forehead,  and  he  himself  passed  his  hand 
across  it,  as  if  he  felt  AJi's  blood  still 
moist  upon  it.  *  You  positively  recognize 
M.  de  Morcerf  as  the  oftlcer,  Fernand 
Mondego  ?  '— '  Indeed  Idol'  cried  Hay- 
doe.  '  Oh,  my  motlier  !  it  was  you  wht» 
told  me,  "  You  were  free,  you  had  a  be- 
loved fathej\  you  were  destinetl  to  be  al- 
most a  queen.  Look  well  at  that  man  :  it 
is  he  who  raised  your  father's  head  on  the 
point  of  a  spear  :  it  is  he  who  sold  us  :  it  is 
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he  who  forsook  us  I  Look  well  at  his  rig-ht 
haud,  on  which  he  has  a  larg'e  wound  ;  if 
you  forgot  his  features,  you  would  know 
him  by  that  hand,  into  which  fell,  one  b3^ 
one,  the  g-olden  pieces  of  the  merchant  El- 
Kobbir  !  "  I  know  him  I  Ah  I  let  him  sa3'' 
now  if  he  does  not  recog-nize  me  I"  Each 
word  fell  like  a  dag-g'er  on  Morcerf,  and 
deprived  him  of  a  portion  of  his  energy  ; 
as  she  uttered  the  last,  he  hid  hastily  in 
his  bosom  his  hand,  which  had  indeed 
been  mutilated  by  a  wound,  and  fell  back 
on  his  chair,  overwhelmed  by  wretched- 
ness and  despair.  This  scene  completel}'- 
changed  the  opinion  of  the  assembly  re- 
specting the  accused  count. 

"  '  M.  le  Comte  de  Morcerf,'  said  the 
president,  '  do  not  allow  j^ourself  to  be  de- 
pressed; answer.  The  justice  of  the  court 
is  supreme  and  impartial  as  that  of  God  ; 
it  will  not  suffer  3'ou  to  be  trampled  on  by 
3'our  enemies  without  giving"  \'ou  an  op- 
portunity of  defending  j-ourself.  Shall 
further  inquiries  be  made  ?  Shall  two 
members  of  the  House  be  sent  to  Yanina  ? 
Speak  !  '  Morcerf  did  not  reply.  Then  all 
the  members  looked  at  each  other  with 
terror.  The}'  knew  the  count's  energetic 
and  violent  temper  \  it  must  be,  indeed,  a 
dreadful  blow  which  would  deprive  him  of 
courage  to  defend  himself.  The\'  expected 
this  silence,  resembling  a  sleep,  would  be 
followed  by  an  awakening  like  a  thunder- 
bolt. '  Well,'  asked  the  president,  '  what 
is  3'our  decision  ?  ' 

'''I  have  no  reply  to  make,'  said  the 
count,  in  a  low  tone. 

•"Has  the  daughter  of  Ali  Tebelen 
spoken  the  truth  ?  '  said  the  president. 
'  Is  she,  then,  the  terrible  witness  to 
whose  charge  you  dare  not  plead  *'  Not 
guilty  ?  "  Have  you  really  committed 
the  crimes  of  whicli  you  are  accus<!d  ?  ' 
The  count  looked  round  him  with  an  ex- 
pression which  might  have  softened  tigers, 
but  which  could  not  disarm  his  judges. 
Tlien  he  raised  his  eyes  toward  the  ceil- 
ing, but  withdrew  them  immediately,  as 
if  he  feared  the  roof  would  open  and  re- 
veal to  his  distressed  view  that  second 
tribunal  called  heaven,  and  that  other 
judge  named  God.  Then,  with  a  hasty 
movement,  he  tore  open  his  coat,  which 


seemed  to  stifle  him,  and  flew  from  the 
room  like  a  madman  ;  his  footstep  was 
heard  one  moment  in  the  corridor,  then 
the  rattling  of  his  carriage-wheels  as  he 
was  driven  rapidly  away.  'Gentlemen,' 
said  the  president,  when  silence  was  re- 
stored, '  is  M.  le  Comte  de  Morcerf  con- 
victed of  felony,  treason,  and  outrage  ?  ' 

''  '  Yes,'  replied  all  the  members  of  the 
committee  of  inquiry  with  a  unanimous 
voice. 

"  Haydee  had  remained  until  the  close 
of  the  meeting.  She  heard  the  count's 
sentence  pronounced  without  betraying 
an  expression  of  joy  or  pity ;  then,  draw- 
ing her  veil  over  her  face,  she  bowed  ma- 
jestically to  the  councilors,  and  left  with 
that  dignified  step  which  Virgil  attributes 
to  his  goddesses." 


CHAPTER  LXXXVn. 

THE  CHALLENGE.. 

"  Then,"  continued  Beauchamp,  "  I 
took  advantage  of  the  silence  and  the 
dai'kness  to  leave  the  house  without  being 
seen.  The  doorkeeper  wlio  had  introduced 
me  was  waiting  for  me  at  the  door,  and 
he  conducted  me  through  the  corridors  to 
a  private  entrance  opening'  into  La  Rue 
de  Vaugirard.  I  left  with  mingled  feel- 
ings of  sorrow  and  delight.  Excuse  me, 
Albert,  sorrow  on  3'our  account,  and  de- 
light with  that  noble  girl,  thus  pursuing 
paternal  vengeance.  Yes,  Albert,  from 
whatever  source  the  blow  may  have  pro- 
ceeded— it  ma}'  be  from  an  enemy,  but 
that  enemy  is  only  the  agent  of  Provi- 
dence." Albert  held  his  head  between 
his  hands  ;  lie  raised  his  face,  red  with 
shame  and  bathed  in  teai's,  and  seizing 
Beauchamp's  arm,  *'My  friend,"  said  he, 
"  my  life  is  ended.  I  cannot  calmly  say 
with  you,  '  Providence  has  struck  tlie 
blow  ;'  but  I  nmst  di.scover  who  pursues 
me  with  this  hatred,  and  when  I  have 
found  him  I  will  kill  him,  or  he  will  kill 
me.  I  rely  on  your  friendship  to  assist 
me,  Beauchamp.  if  contempt  has  not  ban- 
ished it  from  your  heart." 

"  Contempt,  my  friend  !  How  does  this 
misfortune  alfect  you  ?  No,  happily  tliat 
unjust  prejudice  is  foi-gotten  which  made 
the  son  responsible  for  the  father's  actions. 
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Review  3'our  life,  Albert :  althoug-li  it  is 
only  just  beg-inning-,  did  a  lovelj'  summer's 
day  ever  dawn  with  greater  purity  than 
has  marked  the  commencement  of  your 
career  ?  No,  Albert,  take  my  advice. 
You  are  young  and  rich  :  leave  Paris  ; 
all  is  soon  forgotten  in  the  great  Bab3'lon 
of  excited  hfe  and  chang-ing-  taste.  You 
will  return  after  three  or  four  years  with 
a  Russian  princess  for  a  bride,  and  no  one 
will  think  more  of  what  occurred  yester- 
day than  if  it  had  happened  sixteen  years 
ago." 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear  Beauchamp, 
thank  3'ou  for  the  excellent  feeling*  which 
prompts  3^our  advice  ;  but  it  cannot  be 
thus.  I  have  told  you  my  wish,  or,  if  it 
must  be  so,  I  will  say  determination. 
You  understand  that,  interested  as  I  am 
in  this  affair,  I  cannot  see  it  in  the 
same  light  as  you  do.  What  appears 
to  you  to  emanate  from  a  celestial  source, 
seems  to  me  to  proceed  from  one  far  less 
pure.  Providence  appears  to  me  to  have 
no  share  in  this  affair;  and  happily  so, 
for  instead  of  the  invisible,  impalpable 
ag-ent  of  celestial  rewards  and  punish- 
ments, I  shall  find  one  both  palpable  and 
visible  on  whom  I  shall  revenge  myself,  I 
assure  you,  for  all  I  have  suffered  during- 
the  last  month.  Now,  I  repeat.  Beau- 
champ,  I  wish  to  return  to  human  and 
material  existence  ;  and  if  you  are  still 
the  friend  you  profess  to  be,  help  me  to 
discover  the  hand  that  struck  the  blow." 
"  Be  it  so,"  said  Beauchamp  ;  "  if  3'ou 
must  have  me  descend  to  earth,  I  submit ; 
and  if  you  will  seek  your  enemj^,  I  will 
assist  you,  and  I  will  eng-ag-e  to  find  him, 
my  honor  being-  almost  as  deeply  inter- 
ested as  yours." 

"Well,  then,  you  understand,  Beau- 
champ,  that  we  begin  our  research  im- 
mediately. Each  moment's  delay  is  an 
eternity  for  me.  The  calumniator  is  not 
yet  punished,  and  he  may  hope  he  will 
not  be  ;  but,  on  my  honor,  if  he  thinks  so, 
he  deceives  himself." 

"  Well,  listen,  Morcerf."— '•  Ah,  Beau- 
champ,  I  see  you  know  something-  al- 
ready :  you  will  restore  me  to  life." 

"  I  do  not  6ay  there  is  any  truth  in 
what  I  am  going  to  tell  you  ;  but  it  is,  at 


least,  as  a  lig-ht  in  a  dark  night :  by  fol- 
lowing- it  we  may,  perhaps,  discover  some- 
thing more  certain." 

"Tell  me;  satisf}^  m^'-  impatience." — 
"  Well,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  did  not  like 
to  mention  on  mj^  return  from  Yanina." 

'•  Say  on." — "  I  went,  of  course,  to  the 
chief  banker  of  the  town  to  make  inquiries. 
At  the  first  word,  before  I  had  even  men- 
tioned 3^our  father's  name — 

"'Ah,'  said  he,  'I  guess  what  brings 
you  here.' — '  How,  and  why  ?  ' 

"  *  Because  a  fortnight  since  I  was  ques- 
tioned on  the  same  subject.' 

''  ' By  whom  ? '— '  By  a  banker  of  Paris, 
my  correspondent.' 

"  'Whose  name  is — ' 

"  '  Danglars.'  "— "  He  !  "  cried  Albert : 
"  yes,  it  is  indeed  he  who  has  so  long  pur- 
sued m.y  father  with  jealous  hatred.  He, 
the  man  who  would  be  popular,  cannot 
forgive  the  Count  of  Morcerf  for  being 
created  a  peer  ;  and  this  marriage,  broken 
off  without  a  reason  being  assigned — yes, 
it  is  all  from  the  same  cause." — "  Inquire, 
Albert,  but  do  not  be  angry  without  rea- 
son ;  inquire,  and  if  it  is  true — " 

"  Oh,  yes,  if  it  is  true,"  cried  the  young 
man,  "  he  shall  paj^  me  all  I  have  suf- 
fered."— ''  Beware,  Morcerf,  he  is  already 
an  old  man." 

"  I  will  respect  his  age  as  he  has  re- 
spected the  honor  of  my  family  ;  if  mj- 
father  had  offended  him,  wh}-  did  he  not 
attack  him  personally  ?  Oh,  no,  he  was 
afraid  to  encounter  him  face  to  face." 

**  I  do  not  condemn  you,  Albert ;  I  only 
restrain  you.*  Act  prudenth-." 

"  Oh,  do  not  fear  ;  besides,  you  will  ac- 
company me.  Beauchamp,  solemn  trans- 
actions should  be  sanctioned  by  a  witness. 
Before  this  day  closes,  if  M.  Danglars  is 
guiltv,  he  shall  cease  to  live,  or  I  will  die. 
Pardieu !  Beauchamp,  mine  shall  be  a 
splendid  funeral ! " 

"  Wlien  such  resolutions  are  made.  Al- 
bert, they  should  be  promptly  executed. 
Do  you  wish  to  go  to  i\I.  Dnnglai*s  ?  Lot 
us  go  immediately."  They  sent  for  a 
cabriolet.  On  entering  the  banker's  man- 
sion, they  perceived  the  pliaeton  and  sei-- 
vant  of  M.  Andrea  Cavalcanti.  •*  Ah. 
parblev  !  that's  good."'  said  Albert,  with 
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a  gloomy  tone.  "  If  M.  Danglars  will  not 
fig-ht  with  me,  I  will  kill  his  son-in-law; 
Cavalcanti  wull  certainly  fig-ht,''  The 
servant  announced  the  j'oung-  men  ;  but 
the  banker,  recollecting  what  had  tran- 
spired the  day  before,  did  not  wish  him 
admitted.  It  was,  however,  too  late  : 
Albert  had  followed  the  footman,  and, 
hearing  the  order  given,  forced  the  door 
open,  and,  followed  by  Beauchamp,  found 
himself  in  the  banker's  cabinet.  "Sir," 
cried  the  latter,  •'am  I  no  longer  at  lib- 
erty to  receive  whom  I  choose  in  my  house  ? 
You  appear  to  forget  yourself  sadly." 

' '  No,  sir,"  said  Albert,  coldly  ;  ''  there 
are  circumstances  in  which  one  cannot, 
except  through  cowardice — I  offer  j'ou 
that  refuge — refuse  to  admit  certain  per- 
sons at  least." — ••What  is  j-our  errand, 
then,  with  me,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  mean,"  said  Albert,  approaching, 
without  apparently  noticing  Cavalcanti, 
wlio  stood  with  his  back  toward  the  fire- 
place— "  I  mean  to  propose  a  meeting  in 
some  retired  corner  where  no  one  will  in- 
terrupt us  for  ten  minutes,  that  will  be 
sufficient ;  where  two  men  having  met, 
one  of  them  will  remain  on  the  ground." 
Danglars  turned  pale;  Cavalcanti  moved 
a  step  forward,  and  Albert  turned  toward 
him.  "And  you,  too,"  said  he,  "come, 
if  3'ou  hke,  M.  leComte  ;  you  have  a  claim, 
being  almost  one  of  the  family,  and  I  will 
give  as  many  rendezvous  of  that  kind  as  I 
can  find  persons  willing  to  accept  them." 
Cavalcanti  looked  at  Danglai-s  with  a 
stupefied  air;  and  tlic  latter,  making  an 
efl'ort,  rose  and  advanced  between  the  two 
young  people.  Albert's  attack  on  Andrea 
had  placed  him  on  a  difi^erent  footing,  and 
he  hoped  this  visit  had  another  cause  than 
tliat  he  had  at  first  supposed. 

"Indeed,  sir,"  said  he  to  Albert,  "if 
you  are  come  to  quarrel  with  this  gentle- 
man, becauso  I  liave  preTerred  him  loyou, 
I  shall  resign  the  case  to  the  procvrcur 
(hi  roj."—"  You  mistake,  sir,"  said  Mor- 
cerf,  with  a  gloomy  smile ;  "  I  am  not 
alluding  in  the  least  to  matrimony,  and  I 
only  addressed  myself  to  M.  Cavalcanti 
because,  he  appeared  disposed  to  interfere 
between  us.  In  one  respect  you  are  right, 
for  I  am  ready  to  quarrel  with  every  one 


to-day ;  but  you  have  the  first  claim,  M. 
Danglars." 

"Sir,"  replied  Danglars,  pale  with 
anger  and  fear,  "  I  warn  you,  when  I 
have  the  misfortune  to  meet  with  a  mad 
dog,  I  kill  it ;  and  far  from  thinking  my- 
self guilty  of  a  crime,  I  believe  I  do  soci- 
ety a  kindness.  Now,  if  you  are  mad, 
and  try  to  bite  me,  I  wall  kill  you  without 
pity.  Is  it  ni}'  fault  that  your  father  has 
dishonored  himself?" — "Yes;  miserable 
wretch ! "  cried  Morcerf,  "  it  is  your 
fault."  Danglars  retreated  a  few  steps. 
"My  fault!"  said  he;  "you  must  be 
mad  !  What  do  I  know  of  the  Grecian 
history  ?  Have  I  traveled  in  that  coun- 
try ?  Did  I  advise  your  father  to  sell  the 
castle  of  Yanina — to  betray — " 

"Silence  !"  said  Albert,  with  a  thun- 
dering voice.  "  No  ;  it  is  not  j'ou  who 
have  directly  made  this  exposure  and 
brought  this  sorrow  on  us,  but  3'ou  hj'po- 
critically  provoked  it."~"  I  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;   you  !     How  came  it  known  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  you  read  it  in  the  paper  in 
the  account- from  Yanina  ?" 

"Who  wrote  to  Yanina?  " 

"To  Yanina?" 

"  Yes.  Who  wrote  for  particulars  con- 
cerning my  father  ?  " 

"I  imagine  any  one  may  write  to  Ya- 
nini." — '•  But  one  person  only  wrote  !  " 

"  One  only  ?  " 

"Yes;  and  that  was  you  !  " — "  I,  doubt- 
less, wrote.  It  appears  to  me  that  when 
about  to  marr^'  your  daughter  to  a  young 
man,  it  is  right  to  make  some  inquiries 
respecting  his  family;  it  is  not  only  a 
right  but  a  duty." 

"You  wrote,  sir,  knowing  what  answer 
you  would  receive." — "I,  indeed!  I  as- 
sure you,"  cried  Danglars,  VAith  a  con- 
fidence and  security  proceeding  less  from 
fear  than  fiom  the  interest  he  really  felt 
for  the  young  man,  "I  solemnly  declare 
to  3'ou,  that  1  should  never  have  thought 
of  writing  to  Yanina,  did  I  know  anything 
of  Ali  Pasha's  misfortunes." 

"  Who,  then,  urged  you  to  write  ?  Tell 
me." — "  Pardieu  /  it  was  the  most  simple 
thing  in  tlie  world.  I  was  speaking  of 
your  father's  past  histony.  I  said  the 
origin   of  his   fortune   remained   obscure. 
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The  person  to  whom  I  addressed  my 
scruples  asked  me  where  j'our  father-had 
acquired  his  property  ?  I  answered,  '  In 
Greece.'  'Then,'  said  he,  'write  to  Ya- 
nina. '  "—"And  who  thus  advised  you  ?  " 
"  No  other   than  your  friend,    Monte- 

Cristo." 

''The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  told  you 
to  write  to  Yanina  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  and  I  wrote,  and  will  show  you 
my  correspondence,  if  you  like."  Albert 
and  Beauchamp  looked  at  each  other. 
"  Sir,"  said  Beauchamp,  who  had  not  yet 
spoken,  "you  appear  to  accuse  the  count, 
who  is  absent  from  Paris  at  this  moment, 
and  cannot  justify  himself." — "I  accuse 
no  one,  sir,"  said  Dang'lars  ;  "  I  relate, 
and  I  will  repeat  before  the  count  what  I 
have  said  to  you." 

"Does  the  count  know  what  answer 
you  received  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  showed  it  to  him."— "Did 
he  know  my  father's  Christian  name  was 
Fernand,  and  his  family  name  Mondego?" 

"Yes  ;  I  had  told  him  that  long-  since  ; 
and  I  did  nothing  more  than  any  other 
would  have  done  in  my  circumstances, 
and  perha  ps  less.  When,  the  daj'  after  the 
arrival  of  this  answer,  your  father  came, 
by  the  advice  of  Monte-Cristo,  to  ask  my 
daughter's  hand  for  you,  I  decidedly  re- 
fused him,  but  without  an}-  explanation 
or  exposure.  In  short,  why  should  I  have 
any  more  to  do  with  the  affair  ?  How  did 
the  honor  or  disgrace  of  M.  do  Morcerf 
alfect  me  ?  It  neither  increased  nor  de- 
creased m.y  income." 

Albert  felt  the  color  mounting  to  his 
brow  ;  there  was  no  doubt  upon  the  sub- 
ject, Danglars  defended  himself  with  the 
baseness,  but,  at  the  same  time,  with  the 
assurance,  of  a  man  who  speaks  the  truth, 
at  least  in  part,  if  not  wholly — not  for 
conscience'  sake,  but  through  fear.  Be- 
sides, what  was  Morcerf  seeking  ?  It  was 
not  whether  Danglars  or  Monte-Cristo 
was  more  or  less  guilty:  it  was  a  man 
who  would  answer  for  t\\Q  offense, 
whether  trifling  or  serious  ;  it  was  a  man 
who  would  fight,  and  it  was  evident  Dan- 
glars would  not  fight.  And  in  addition 
to  this,  everything  forgotten  or  unper- 
ceived  before,  presented  itself  now  to  his 


recollection.  Monte-Cristo  knew  every- 
thing, as  he  had  bought  the  daughter  of 
Ali  Pasha;  and,  knowing  everything,  he 
had  advised  Danglars  to  write  to  Yanina. 
The  answer  known,  he  had  yielded  to  Al- 
bert's wish  to  be  introduced  to  Haydee. 
and  allowed  the  conversation  to  turn  on 
the  death  of  Ali,  and  had  not  opposed 
Haj'dee's  recital  (but  having,  doubtless, 
warned  the  young  girl,  in  the  few  Romaic 
words  he  spoke  to  her,  not  to  discover 
Morcerf's  father).  Besides,  had  he  not 
begged  of  Morcerf  not  to  mention  his  fa- 
ther's name  before  Haydee  ?  Lastly,  he 
had  taken  Albert  to  Normandy  wlien  he 
knew  the  final  blow  approached.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  that  all  had  been  cal- 
culated and  previously  arranged  ;  Monte- 
Cristo  then  was  in  league  with  his  father's 
enemies.  Albert  took  Beauchamp  aside, 
and  communicated  these  ideas  to  him. 

"You  are  right,"  said  the  latter  ;  "  M. 
Danglars  has  only  been  a  secondary  agent 
in  this  sad  affair ;  and  it  is  of  ]\I.  de  Monte- 
Cristo  that  you  must  demand  an  explana- 
tion." Albert  turned.  "  Sir,"  said  he  to 
Danglars,  "  understand  that  I  do  not  tak«' 
a  final  leave  of  you  ;  I  must  ascertain  if 
your  insinuations  are  just,  and  am  going 
now  to  inquire  of  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo."  He  bowed  to  the  banker,  and 
went  out  with  Beauchamp.  without  ap- 
pearing to  notice  Cavalcanti.  Danglars 
accompanied  him  to  the  door,  where  he 
again  assured  Albert  no  motive  of  per- 
sonal hatred  influenced  him  against  the 
Count  de  Morcerf. 


CHAPTER  LXXXVIII. 

THE    INSULT. 

At  the  banker's  door  Beauchamp 
stopped  Morcerf.  "  Listen,"  said  he  : 
''just  now  I  told  you  it  was  of  M.  df 
]\Ionle-Cristo  you  must  demand  an  ex- 
planation." 

"  Yes  ;  and  we  are  going  to  his  liouse.'" 

"Reflect,  Moroorf,  one  moment  befoix^ 
you  go." — "  On  what  shall  I  reflect  ?  " 

"  On  the  importance  of  the  step  you  are 
taking.'' 

"Is  it  more  serious  than  going  to  M. 
Danglai-s?"— •' Yes;  M.  Danglars  is  a 
monev-lover.  and  those  who  love  money. 
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you  know,  think  too  much  of  what  they 
risk  to  be  easily  induced  to  fight  a  duel. 
The  other  is,  ou  the  contrary,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, a  true  nobleman  ;  but  do  yon 
not  fear  to  find  in  him  the  bravo  ?  " 

"I  only  fear  one  thing-,  namely,  to  find 
a  man  who  will  not  fig-ht." 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,"  said  Beauchamp, 
"he  will  meet  a^ou.  My  onl^^  fear  is  that 
lie  will  be  too  strong"  for  aou." — "My 
friend,"  said  Morcerf,  with  a  sweet  smile, 
"that  is  what  I  wish  :  the  happiest  thing- 
that  could  occur  to  me,  would  be  to  die  in 
my  father's  stead. ;  that  would  save  us 
all." — "Your  mother  would  die  of  grief." 

"My  poor  mother  !  "  said  Albert,  pass- 
ing his  hand  across  his  e3"es,  "  I  know  she 
would;  but  better  so  than  die  of  shame." 

"Are  3^ou  quite  decided,  Albert? " 

"Yes;  let  us  go." 

"  But  do  you  think  \\^e  shall  find  the 
count  at  home  ?  " — "  He  intended  return- 
ing some  hours  after  me,  and  doubtless  he 
is  now  at  home."  They  ordered  the  driver 
to  take  tiiem  to  No.  30,  Champs-Elysees. 
Beauchamp  wished  to  g-o  in  alone  ;  but 
Albert  observed,  as  this  was  an  unusual 
circumstance,  he  might  be  allowed  to  de- 
viate from  the  etiquette  of  duels.  The 
cause  which  the  young  man  espoused  was 
one  so  sacred  that  Beauchamp  had  only 
to  comply  with  all  his  wishes  :  he  yielded, 
and  contented  himself  with  following  Mor- 
<-erf.  Albert  bounded  from  the  porter's 
lodge  to  the  steps.  He  was  received  by 
]5aptistin.  The  count  had,  indeed,  just 
arrived,  but  he  was  bathing,  and  had  for- 
bidden that  any  one  should  be  admitted. 

"But  after  his  bath?  "  asked  Morcerf. 
."  My  master  will  go  to  dinner." — "  And 
after  dinner  ?  " 

"  He  will  sleep  an  hour."— "Tlien  ?  " 

"  He  isjS'oing'  to  the  opera." — "  Are  you 
sure  of  it  ?  "  asked  Albert. 

"  Quite,  sir  ;  my  masler  has  ordered  his 
horses  at  eight  o'clock  precisely."— "Very 
good,"  rephed  Albert;  "that  is  all  I 
wished  to  know."  Then,  turning  toward 
Beauchamp,  "If  you  have  anything  to 
attend  to,  Beauchamp,  do  it  directl}';  if 
you  have  any  appointjnmt  for  Ihis  even- 
ing", defer  it  lill  to-morrow.  I  depend  on 
3'ou  to  accompany  me  to  the  opera  ;  and. 


if  3'ou  can,  bring  Chateau-Renaud  with 
you^^" 

Beauchamp  availed  himself  of  Albert's 
permission,  and  left  liim,  promising  to  call 
for  him  at  a  quarter  before  eight.  On  his 
return  home,  Albert  expressed  his  wish  to 
Franz,  Debray  and  Morrel,  to  see  them  at 
the  opera  that  evening.  Then  he  went 
to  see  his  mother,  who,  since  the  events 
of  the  day  before,  had  refused  to  see  anj' 
one,  and  had  kept  her  room.  He  found 
her  in  bed,  overwhelmed  with  grief  at  this 
public  humiliation.  The  sight  of  Albert 
produced  the  effect  which  might  natural- 
ly be  expected  on  Mercedes  ;  she  pressed 
her  son's  hand,  and  sobbed  aloud  ;  but  her 
tears  relieved  her.  Albert  stood  one  mo- 
ment speechless  by  the  side  of  his  mother's 
bed.  It  was  evident,  from  his  pale  face 
and  knit  brows,  that  his  resolution  to  re- 
venge himself  was  growing  weaker.  "My 
dear  mother,"  said  he,  "dO  3'ou  know-  if 
M.  de  Morcerf  has  any  enem}^  ?  "  Mer- 
cedes starteil  ;  she  noticed  that  the  j'^oung 
man  did  not  say  my  father.  "My  son," 
she  said,  "persons  in  the  count's  situation 
liave  many  secret  enemies.  Those  who 
are  known  are  not  the  most  dangerous." 

"I  know  it,  and  appeal  to  your  pene- 
tration. You  are  of  so  superior  a  mind 
nothing  escapes  3'ou." 

"Why  do  you  say  so?" — "Because, 
for  instance,  you  noticed,  on  the  evening- 
of  the  ball  \ve  gave,  M.  de  Monte-Cristo 
would  eat  nothing  in  our  house."  Mer- 
cedes raised  herself  on  her  feverish  arm. 
"  M.  de  Monte-Cristo!"  she  exclaimed; 
"  and  how  is  he  connected  with  the  ques- 
tion you  asked  me  ?  " 

"You  know,  my  mother,  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo  is  almost  an  Oriental,  and  it  is 
customary  with  them  to  secure  full  liberty 
of  revenge  by  not  eating"  or  drinking  in 
the  house  of  their  enemies." 

"  Do  you  say  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  is  our 
enemy  ?  "  replied  Mercedes,  becoming 
paler  than  the  sheet  which  covered  her. 
"  Who  lold  you  so  ?  Why,  you  are  mad, 
Albert!  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  has  only 
sl)Own  ns  kindness.  M.  de  Monte-Cristo 
saved  your  life;  you,  yourself,  presented 
him  to  us.  Oil  !  I  entreat  you,  my  son,  if 
you  had  entertained  such  an  idea,  dispel 
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it;  cand  n\y  counsel  to  you— even   more, 
my  prayer,  is,  retain  his  friendship." 

''My  mother,"  replied  the  young-  man, 
•'you  have  special  reasons  for  telling- me 
to  conciliate  that  man." 

••I!"  said  Mercedes,  blushing  as 
rapidly  as  she  had  turned  pale,  and  again 
becoming  paler  than  ever.— "  Yes,  doubt- 
less •  and  it  is  not  because  he  can  never 
do  us  any  harm  ?"  Mercedes  shuddered, 
and,  fixing  on  her  son  a  scrutinizing  gaze, 
"You  speak  strangely,"  said  she  to  Al- 
bert, "  and  you  appear  to  have  some 
singular  prejudices.  What  has  the  count 
done  ?  Three  days  since  you  were  with 
him  in  Normandy ;  only  three  days  since 
we  looked  on  him  as  our  best  friend." 

An  ironical  smile  passed  over  Albei-t's 
lips.  Mercedes  saw  it,  and,  with  her 
double  instinct  of  a  woman  and  a  mother, 
she  guessed  all,  but,  prudent  and  strong- 
minded,  she  concealed  both  her  sorrows 
and  her  fears.  Albert  was  silent ;  an  in- 
stant after,  the  countess  resumed  :  "  You 
came  to  inquire  after  my  health;  I  will 
candidly  acknowledge  I  am  not  well. 
You  should  install  ^yourself  here  and 
cheer  my  solitude.  I  do  not  wish  to  be 
left  alone."  — "My  mother,"  said  the 
3'^oung  man,  "you  know  how  gladl}'^  I 
would  obej''  your  wish ;  but  an  urgent  and 
important  affair  obliges  mo  to  leave  jo\i 
the  whole  evening." 

"Well!"  replied  Mercedes,  sighing; 
"go,  Albert,  I  will  not  make  jow  a  slave 
to  your  filial  piety."  Albert  pretended 
he  did  not  hear,  bowed  to  his  mother,  and 
quitted  her.  Scarcely'  had  he  shut  the 
door,  than  Mercedes  called  a  confidential 
servant,  and  ordered  him  to  follow  Albert 
wherever  he  should  go  that  evening,  and 
to  come  and  t.ell  her  immediatel}'-  what  he 
observed.  Then  she  rang  for  her  lady's 
maid,  and,  weak  as  she  was,  she  dressed, 
in  order  to  be  ready  for  whatever  might 
happen.  The  footman's  mission  was  an 
easy  one.  Albert  went  to  his  room,  and 
dressed  with  unusual  care.  At  ten  min- 
utes to  eight  Beauchamp  arrived  :  he  had 
seen  Chateau-Renaud,  who  promised  to 
be  in  the  orchestra  before  the  curtain  was 
raised.  Both  got  into  Albert's  coup(\ 
who,  having  no  reason  to  conceal  where 


he  was  going,  called  aloud,  "To  the 
opera."  In  his  impatience,  he  had  ar- 
rived before  the  commencement  of  the 
performance. 

Chateau-Renaud  was  at  his  post ;  ap- 
prised b3''  Beauchamp  of  the  circum- 
stances, he  required  no  explanation  from 
Albert.  The  conduct  of  this  son,  seeking 
to  avenge  his  father,  was  so  natural,  that 
Chateau-Renaud  did  not  seek  to  dissuade 
him,  and  was  content  with  renewing  his 
assurances  of  devotedness  to  Albert.  De- 
bra^'^  was  not  y^t  come,  but  Albert  knew 
he  seldom  lost  a  scene  at  the  opera. 
Albert  wandered  about  the  theater  until 
the  curtain  was  drawn  np.  He  hoped  to 
meet  with  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  either  in 
the  lobby  or  on  the  stairs.  The  bell  sum- 
moned him  to  his  seat,  and  he  entered 
the  orchestra  with  Chateau-Renaud  and 
Beauchamp.  But  his  ejes  scarcely  quit- 
ted the  box  between  the  columns,  which 
remained  obstinately  closed  during  the 
whole  of  the  first  act.  At  last,  as 
Albert  was  looking  at  his  watch,  about 
the  hundredth  time,  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  second  act,  the  door  opened, 
and  Monte-Cristo,  dressed  in  black,  en- 
tered, and  leaning  over  the  front  of  the 
box,  looked  round  the  pit.  Morrel  fol- 
lowed him,  and  looked  also  for  his  sister 
and  brother-in-law ;  he  soon  discovered 
them  in  another  box,  and  kissed  his  hand 
to  them. 

The  count,  in  his  survey'  of  the  pit, 
encountered  a  pale  face  and  threatening 
eyes,  which  evidently  sought  to  gain  his 
attention.  He  recognized  Albert,  but 
thought  it  better  not  to  notice  him,  as  he 
looked  so  angry  and  discomposed.  With- 
out communicating  his  thoughts  to  his 
companion,  he  sat  down,  drew  out  his 
opera-glass,  and  looked  another  way. 
Although  apparently  not  noticing  Albert, 
he  did  not,  however,  lose  sight  of  him  : 
and  when  the  curtain  fell  at  the  end  of 
the  second  act,  he  saw  him  leave  the 
orchestra  with  his  two  friends.  Then  Ills 
head  was  seen  passing  at  the  back  of  the 
boxes,  and  tlie  count  knew  the  approach- 
ing storm  was  intended  to  fall  on  him. 
He  was  at  the  moment  conversing  cheer- 
fully with  Morrel,  but  he  was  well  pre- 
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pared  for  what  might  happen.  The  door 
opened,  and  Monte-Cristo,  turning  round, 
saw  Albert,  pale  and  trembling,  followed 
by  Beauchamp  and  Chateau-Renaud. 

"  Well,"  cried  he,  with  that  benevolent 
politeness  which  distinguished  his  saluta- 
tion from  the  common  civilities  of  the 
world,  '•  m3'  cavalier  has  attained  his 
object.     Good-evening,  M.  de  Morcerf." 

The  countenance  of  this  man,  who  pos- 
sessed such  extraordinary  control  over  his 
feelings,  expressed  the  most  perfect  cordi- 
sMty.  Morrel  only  then  recollected  the 
letter  he  had  received  from  the  viscount, 
in  which,  without  assigning  an}''  reason, 
he  begged  him  to  go  to  the  opera,  but  he 
understood  that  something  terrible  was 
brooding. 

*'  We  are  not  come  here,  sir,  to  ex- 
change hypocritical  expressions  of  polite- 
ness, or  false  professions  of  friendship," 
said  Albert,  "  but  to  demand  an  explana- 
tion, count."  The  trembling  voice  of  the 
young  man  was  scarceh'  audible.  ''An 
explanation  at  the  opera  ?"  said  the  count, 
with  that  calm  tone  and  penetrating  e3'-e 
which  characterizes  the  man  who  knows 
his  cause  his  good.  "Little  acquainted 
as  I  am  with  the  habits  of  Parisians,  I 
should  not  have  thought  this  the  place 
for  such  a  demand."  —  "Still,  if  people 
will  shut  themselves  up,"  said  Albert, 
**  and  cannot  be  seen  because  they  are 
bathing,  dining,  or  asleep,  we  must  avail 
ourselves  of  the  opportunity  whenever 
they  are  to  be  seen." 

"lam  not  difficult  of  access,  sir;  for 
yesterday,  if  m}'  memory  does  not  deceive 
me,  you  were  at  my  house." — "Yesterday 
I  was  at  your  house,  sir,"  said  the  young 
man  ;  "  because  then  I  knew  not  who  you 
were."  In  pronouncing  these  words  Al- 
bert had  raised  his  voice  so  as  to  be  heard 
by  those  in  the  adjoining  boxes  and  in  the 
lobby.  Thus  the  attention  of  many  was 
attracted  by  this  altercation.  "Where 
are  you  come  from,  sir  ?  Yon  do  not- 
appear  to  be  in  the  possession  of  3'our 
senses." — "  Provided  I  understand  your 
perfidy,  sir,  and  succeed  in  making  you 
understand  that  1  will  ho.  revenged.  T  shall 
be  reasonable  enough,"  said  Albert  furi- 
ously. 


"  I  do  not  understand  you,  sir,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo  ;  '•'  and  if  I  did,  your  tone  is 
too  high.  I  am  at  home  here,  and  I  alone 
have  a  right  to  raise  my  voice  above  an- 
other's. Leave  the  box,  sir ! "  Monte- 
Cristo  pointed  toward  the  door  with  the 
most  commanding  dignit3\  "  Ah  !  I  shall 
know  how  to  make  30U  leave  your  home  1" 
replied  Albert,  clasping  in  his  convulsed 
grasp  the  glove,  which  Monte-Cristo  did 
not  lose  sight  of. — "Well,  well!"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  quietl3'',  ''  I  see  you  wish  to 
quarrel  with  me  :  but  I  would  give  3'ou 
one  counsel,  and  do  not  forget  it :  it  is  a 
bad  habit  to  make  a  display  of  a  challenge. 
Display  is  not  becoming  to  every  one,  M. 
de  Morcerf."  At  this  name  a  murmur  of 
astonishment  passed  round  the  group  of 
spectators  of  this  scene.  The3'-  had  talked 
of  no  one  but  Morcerf  the  whole  day.  Al- 
bert understood  the  allusion  in  a  moment, 
and  was  about  to  throw  his  glove  at  the 
count,  when  Morrel  seized  his  hand,  while 
Beauchamp  and  Chateau-Renaud,  fearing 
the  scene  would  sarpass  the  limits  of  a 
challenge,  held  him  back.  But  Monte- 
Cristo,  without  rising,  and  leaning  for- 
ward in  his  chair,  nierel3''  extended  his 
hand,  and  taking  the  damp,  crushed  glove 
from  the  clenched  hand  of  the  3'oung  man 
— "Sir,"  said  he,  in  a  solemn  tone,  "I 
consider  yonv  glove  thrown,  and  will  re- 
turn it  3'ou  round  a  bullet.  Now,  leave 
me,  or  I  will  summon  my  servants  to 
throw  you  out  at  the  door." 

Wild,  almost  unconscious,  and  with 
e3'es  inflamed,  Albert  stepped  back,  and 
Morrel  closed  the  door.  Monte-Cristo 
took  up  his  glass  again  as  if  nothing  had 
happened  :  he  certainly  must  have  had  a 
heart  of  brass  ami  face  of  marble.  Mor- 
rel whispered,  "  What  have  3'Ou  done  to 
him?" — "I?  Nothing — at  least  person- 
ally," said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  But  there  must  be  some  cause  for  this 
strang(!  scene." 

"  The  Count  de  Morcerf 's  adventui'e 
exasperates   the  3'oung   man."* 

"  Have  3'ou  an3'thing  to  do  with  it?  " 

**  It  was  I13'  Haydee  the  House  was  in- 
formed of  his  fat  tier's  treason." 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Morrel.  "I  had  been 
told,  but  would  not  credit  it,  that    the 
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Grecian  slave  I  have  seen  with  3'ou  here 
in  this  ver^'^  box  was  the  daughter  of  Ali 
Pasha." — ''It  is,  notwithstanding,  true." 
"Then,"  said  Morrel,  '' I  understand  it 
all,  and  this  scene  was  premeditated." 

"How  so?" 

"Yes.  Albert  wrote  to  request  me  to 
corae  to  the  opera,  doubtless  that  I  might 
be  a  witness  to  the  insult  he  meant  to 
offer  you." 

"  Probablj',"  said  Monte-Cristo,  with 
his  imperturbable  tranquillity. 

"  But  what  will  you  do  with  him  ?  " 

"With  whom  ?  "—"'With  Albert." 

"What  will  I  do  with  Albert  ?  As  cer- 
tainly, Maximilian,  as  I  now  press  your 
hand,  I  will  kill  him  before  ten  o'clock  to- 
morrow morning."  Morrel,  in  liis  turn, 
took  Monte-Cristo's  hand  in  both  of  his, 
and  he  shuddered  to  feel  how  cold  and 
steady  it  was. 

"Ah!  count,"  said  he,  "his  father 
loves  him  so  much  !  " 

"Do  not  speak  to  me  of  that!"  said- 
Monte-Cristo,  Avith  the  first  movement  of 
anger  he  had  betrayed  ;  "  I  will  make  him 
suffer."  Morrel,  amazed,  let  fall  Monte- 
Cristo's  hand.    "  Count !  count !  "  said  he. 

"Dear  Maximilian,"  interrupted  the 
count,  "  listen  how  adorabh'  Duprez  is 
singing  that  line — 

'  O  Mathilde  !  itlole  de  mon  arae  I ' 
I  was  the  first  to  discover  Duprez  at 
Naples,  and  the  first  to  applaud  him 
'  Bravo  !  bravo  ! '  "  Morrel  saw  it  was 
useless  to  say  more,  and  refrained.  The 
curtain,  which  had  been  drawn  up  during 
the  scene  with  Albert,  again  fell,  and  a 
rap  was  heard  at  the  door. 

"  Come  in  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  without 
his  voice  betraying  the  least  emotion  :  and 
immediately  Beauchamp  appeared.  "Good 
evening,  M.  Beauchamp,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  as  if  this  was  the  lirst  time  he  had 
seen  the  journalist  that  evening ;  "  take  a 
seat." 

Beauchamp  bowed,  and  sitting  down. 
"Sir,"  said  he,  "I  just  now  accompanied 
M.  de  Morcerf,  as  you  saw." — "  And  that 
means,"  replied  Monte-Cristo,  laughing, 
"that  you  had,  probably,  just  dined  to- 
gether, I  am  happy  to  see,  M.  Beau- 
champ, you  are  more  sober  than  he  was." 


"Sir,"  said  M.  Beauchamp,  "Albert 
was  wrong,  I  acknowledge,  to  betray  so 
much  anger,  and  I  come,  on  my  own  ac- 
count, to  apologize  for  him.  And  having 
done  so,  on  my  own  account  onl\%  you  un- 
derstand, M.  le  Comte,  I  would  add  that  I 
believe  you  too  gentlemanly  to  refuse  giv- 
ing him  some  explanation  concerning  your 
connection  with  Yanina.  Then  I  will  add 
two  words  about  the  young  Greek  girl." 
Monte-Cristo  motioned  him  to  be  silent. 

"  Come,"  said  he,  laughing,  "  there  are 
all  my  hopes  about  to  be  destroj^ed." 

"How  so  ?  "  asked  Beauchamp. 

■ '  Doubtless  you  wish  to  make  me  appear 
a  very  eccentric  character  ;  I  am,  in  your 
opinion,  a  Lara,  a  Manfred,  a  Lord  Ruth- 
ven  :  then,  just  as  I  am  arriving  at  the 
climax,  yo\i  defeat  3'ourown  end,  and  seek 
to  make  a  common  man  of  me.  You  bring 
me  down  to  3'our  own  level,  and  demand 
explanations  !  Indeed,  M,  Beauchamp,  it 
is  quite  laughable."  —  "Yet,"  replied 
Beauchamp,  haughtily,  "there  are  oc- 
casions when  probity  commands — " 

"  M.  Beauchamp,"  interposed  this 
strange  man,  "'  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo 
bows  to  none  but  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  himself.  Say  no  more,  I  entreat 
5'^ou.  I  do  what  I  please,  M.  Beauchamp, 
and  it  is  always  well  done." — "  Sir,"  re- 
plied the  3'oung  man,  "honest  men  are 
not  to  be  paid  with  such  coin.  I  require 
honorable  guarantees." — "I  am,  sir,  a 
living  guarantee,"  replied  Monte-Cristo, 
motionless,  but  with  a  threatening  look  : 
"  we  have  both  blood  in  our  veins  whicli 
we  wish  to  shed — that  is  our  mutual  guar- 
antee. Tell  the  viscount  so,  and  that  to- 
morrow, before  ten  o'clock,  I  shall  see 
what  color  his  is." — "Then.  I  have  only 
to  make  arrangements  fortlie  duel,"  s;iid 
Beauchamp. 

"It  is  quite  immatorial  to  me,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  "  and  it  was  very  unneces- 
sary to  disturb  me  at  the  opera  for  such 
a  tritle.  In  France  people  light  with  tho 
sword  or  pistol,  in  the  colonies  with  iho 
carbine,  in  Arabia  with  the  dagger.  Tell 
your  client  that,  although  I  am  the  in- 
sulted party,  in  order  to  carry  out  my  oc- 
conti'icity,  I  leave  him  the  choice  of  arms, 
and  will  accept  without  discussion,  with- 
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out  dispute,  anything-,  even  combat  by 
df-awing  lots,  wliich  is  always  stupid,  but 
with  me  different  from  other  people,  as  I 
am  sure  to  g-ain." — "  Sure  to  gain  !  "  re- 
peated Beauchamp,  looking"  with  amaze- 
ment at  the  count. 

"Certainly,"  said  Monte- Cristo,  slig-ht- 
iy  shrug-g-ing  up  his  shoulders,  "  otherwise 
I  would  not  fight  with  M.  de  Morcerf.  I 
shall  kill  him — I  cannot  help  it.  Only  by 
a  single  line  this  evening  at  my  house  let 
me  know  the  arms  and  the  hour  :  I  do  not 
like  to  be  kept  waiting-  " — "  Pistols,  then, 
at  eight  o'clock,  in  the  Bois  de  Vincen- 
nes,"  said  Beauchamp,  quite  disconcerted, 
not  knowing-  if  he  was  dealing-  with  an 
arrogant  bragg-adocio  or  a  supernatural 
being. 

'"Very  well,  sir,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 
''Now  all  that  is  settled,  do  let  me  see 
the  performance,  and  tell  3'our  friend  Al- 
bert not  to  come  any  more  this  evening- ; 
he  will  hurt  himself  with  all  his  ill-chosen 
barbarisms :  let  him  g-o  home  and  g-o  to 
sleep."  Beauchamp  left  the  box,  per- 
fectly amazed.  "Now,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  turning  toward  Morrel,  "  I  may 
depend  upon  you,  may  I  not?" — "Cer- 
tainly," said  Morrel,  "  I  am  at  3'our  ser- 
vice, count ;  still—"—"  What  ?  "— "  It  is 
desirable  I  should  know  the  real  cause." 

"That  is  to  say,  you  would  rather 
not?"— "No." 

"  The  young  man  himself  is  acting 
blindfolded,  and  knows  not  the  true  cause, 
which  is  known  only  to  God  and  to  rae  ; 
but  I  give  you  my  word,  Morrel,  that 
God  who  does  know  it  will  be  on  our 
side." — "Enough,"  said  Morrel,  "who 
is  your  second  witness  ?  " 

"  I  know  no  one  in  Paris,  Morrel,  on 
whom  I  could  confer  that  honor  licsidcs 
you  and  your  brother  Emmanuel.  Do 
you  think  Emmanuel  would  oblige  me  ?" 

"T  will  answ(M'  for  him,  count." 

"Well,  that  is  all  I  require.  To-mor- 
row morning,  at  seven  o'clock,  you  will 
be  with  me,  will  you  not?  " — "  We  will." 

"  Hush  !  tiie  curtain  is  rising.  Listen  ! 
I  never  lose  a  note  of  this  opera  if  I  can 
avoid  it;  the  music  of  '  William  Tell  '  is 
so  sweet  1  " 


CHAPTER  LXXXIX. 

THE   NIGHT. 

M.  DE  Monte-Cristo  waited,  according 
to  his  usual  custom,  until  Duprez  had 
sung  his  famous  "  Suivez-moi;  "  then  he 
rose  and  went  out.  Morrel  took  leave  of 
him  at  the  door,  renewing  his  promise  to 
be  with  him  the  next  morning  at  seven 
o'clock,  and  to  bring  Emmanuel  with  him. 
Then  he  stepped  into  his  coupe,  calm  and 
smiling,  and  was  at  home  in  five  minutes. 
No  one  who  knew  the  count  could  mistake 
his  expression,  wiien,  on  entering,  he  said, 
"  Ali,  bring  me  my  pistols  with  an  ivory 
cross." 

Ali  brought  the  box  to  his  master,  -rt'ho 
examined  his  arms  with  a  solicitude  very 
natural  to  a  man  who  is  about  to  intrust 
his  life  to  a  little  powder  and  shot.  These 
were  particular  pistols,  which  Monte- 
Cristo  had  had  made  to  shoot  at  a  target 
in  his  room.  A  cap  was  sufiicient  to  drive 
out  the  ball,  and  from  the  adjoining  room 
no  one  would  have  suspected  the  count 
was,  as  sportsmen  would  say,  keeping-  his 
hand  in.  He  was  just  taking  one  in  his 
hand,  and  looking  for  the  point  to  aim  at, 
on  a  little  iron  plate,  which  served  him  as 
a  target,  when  his  cabinet-door  opened, 
and  Baptistin  entered.  Before  he  had 
spoken  a  word  the  count  perceived  in  the 
next  room  a  female,  veiled,  who  had  fol- 
lowed closely  after  Baptistin,  and  now 
seeing  the  count  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand 
and  swords  on  the  table,  rushed  in.  Bap- 
tistin looked  at  his  master,  who  made  a 
sign  to  him,  and  he  went  out,  closing  the 
door  after  him.  "Who  are  you,  mad- 
anie  ?  "  said  the  count  to  the  veiled  fe- 
male. 

The  stranger  cast  one  look  around  her, 
to  b<;  certain  they  were  quite  alone,  then 
bending,  as  if  she  would  have  knelt,  and 
joining  her  hands,  she  said,  witli  an  ac- 
cent of  despair — "  Edmond,  .you  will  not 
kill  my  son  ?  "  The  count  retreated  a 
step,  uttered  a  slight  exclamation  and  lei 
fall  the  pistol  ho  held.  "  What  name  did 
you  pronounce  then,  Madame  de  Mor- 
cerf?"  said  he. — "Yours!"  cried  she, 
throwing  back  her  veil — "j'ours,  which  1 
alone,  i)erhaps,  have  not  forgotten.  Ed- 
mond, it  is  not  Madame  de  Morcerf  who 
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is  come  to  you,  it  is  Mercedes.""—'*  Mer- 
cedes is  dead,  madame,"  said  Moiite-Cris- 
to  •     ''I  know  no  one  now  of  that  name." 

''Mercedes  lives,  sir,  and  she  remem- 
bers, for  slie  alone  recognized  you  when 
she  saw  you,  and  even  before  she  saw 
you,  by  your  voice,  Edmoiid — by  the  sim- 
ple sound  of  your  voice,  and  from  that 
moment  she  has  followed  your  steps, 
watched  you,  feared  you,  and  she  needs 
not  to  inquire  what  hand  has  dealt  the 
blow  which  now  strikes  M.  de  Morcerf." 

"  Fernand,  do  you  mean?'"  replied 
Monte-Cristo,  with  bitter  iron}^ ;  '-'since 
we  are  recalling-  names,  let  us  remember 
them  all."  Monte-Cristo  had  pronounced 
the  name  of  Fernand  with  such  an  expres- 
sion of  hatred  that  Mercedes  felt  a  thrill 
of  horror  run  through  every  vein.  "You 
see,  Edmond,  I  am  not  mistaken,  and 
have  cause  to   say,    'Spare   my  son!'" 

•'And  who  told  you,  madauie,  I  have 
an}'  hostile  intentions  against  your  son?  " 

"  No  one,  in  truth  ;  but  a  mother  has  a 
twofold  sight.  I  g-uessed  all ;  I  followed 
him  this  evening-  to  the  opera,  and  have 
seen  all."  —  "If  you  have  seen  all, 
madame,  you  know  that  the  son  of  Fer- 
nand has  publicly  insulted  me,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  with  awful  calmness. 

"Oh!  for  pity's  sake!" — "You  have 
seen  that  he  would  have  thrown  his 
glove  in  my  face  if  Morrel,  one  of  my 
friends,  had  not  stopped  him." — "Listen 
to  me  :  my  son  has  also  guessed  who  you 
are  ;  he  attributes  his  father's  misfortunes 
to  you." 

"Madame,  3'ou  are  mistaken,  they  are 
not  misfortunes — it  is  a  punishment.  It 
is  not  I  who  strike  M.  de  Morcerf  ;  it  is 
Providence  which  punishes  him." — '•  And 
why  do  you  represent  Providence?  "  cried 
Mercedes.  "Why  do  you  remember, 
when  it  forgets?  What  are  Yanina  and 
its  vizier  to  you,  Edmond  ?  What  injury 
has  Fernand  Mondego  done  you  in  betray- 
ing All  Tebelen?" 

"And,  madame,"  replied  Monte-Cristo. 
"  all  ihis  is  an  alTair  between  the  French 
captain  and  the  daughter  of  Vasiliki. 
It  does  not  concern  me,  you  are  right  : 
and  if  I  have  sworn  to  revenge  myself,  it 
is  not  on  the  French  captain,  nor  on  the 


Count  de  Morcerf,  but  on  the  fisherman 
Fernand,  the  husband  of  the  Catalan 
Mercedes." — "Ah  !  sir,"  cried  the  coun- 
tess, "how  terrible  a  vengeance  for  a 
fault  which  fatality-  made  me  commit ! 
for  I  am  the  only  culprit,  Edmond ;  and 
if  you  owe  revenge  to  any  one,  it  is  to  me, 
who  had  not  fortitude  to  bear  your  ab- 
sence and  my  solitude."  —  "But,"  ex- 
claimed Monte-Cristo,  "  why  was  I 
absent?     And  why  were  you  alone?" 

"Because  you  had  been  arrested,  Ed- 
mond, and  were  a  prisoner." 

"  And  wli}'^  was  I  arrested?  Why  was 
I  a  prisoner  ?  " 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  Mercedes. — '"You 
do  not,  madame  ;  at  least  I  hope  not.  But 
I  will  tell  you.  I  was  arrested  and  be- 
came a  prisoner,  because  under  the  arbor 
of  La  Reserve,  the  day  before  I  was  to 
marry  j'ou,  a  man  named  Danglars  wrote 
this  letter,  which  the  fisherman  Fernand 
himself  posted,"  Monte-Cristo  went  to 
a  secretaire,  opened  a  drawer  by  a  spring, 
from  which  he  took  a  paper  which  had 
lost  its  original  color,  and  the  ink  of  which 
had  become  a  rustj'  hue  :  this  he  placed  in 
the  hands  of  Mercedes.  It  was  Danglai^s' 
letter  to  the  procureur  du  roi,  which  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  disguised  as  a 
clerk  from  the  house  of  Thomson  & 
French,  had  taken  fi'om  the  bundle  of 
Edmond  Dantes,  on  the  day  he  had  paid 
the  two  hundred  thousand  francs  to  M. 
de  Boville.  Mercedes  read  with  terror 
the  following  lines :  . 

"  The  procureur  du  roi  is  informed  by  a 
friend  to  the  throne  and  the  religious  in- 
stitutions of  his  country,  that  an  indi- 
vidual, named  Edmond  Dantes.  second  in 
command  on  board  the  Pharaon.  this  day 
arrived  from  Smyrna,  after  havmg touched 
at  Naples  and  Porto-Ferrajo,  has  been  the 
bearer  of  a  letter  from  Murat  to  the  usur{v 
er,  and  again  taken  charge  of  anotlior  let- 
ter from  the  usurper  to  the  Bonapartist 
club  in  Paris.  Ample  corroboration  of 
this  statement  may  be  obtained  by  ar- 
resting the  above-mentioned  Edmond 
Dantes.  who  either  carries  the  letter  for 
Paris  about  with  him.  or  has  it  at  his 
father's  abode.     Should  it  not  be  found  in 
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possession  of  either  fatlier  or  son,  tlien  it 
will  assuredl}'^  be  discovered  in  the  cabin 
belonging-  to  the  said  Dantes  on  board  the 
Fharaon.''^ 

"  How  dreadful  !  "  said  Mercedes,  pass- 
ing" her  hand  across  her  brow,  moist  with 
perspiration  ;  "  and  that  letter — " 

'•  I  bought  it  for  two  hundred  thousand 
francs,  madame, ' '  said  Mon  te- Cristo;  ''but 
that  is  a  trifle,  since  it  enables  me  to  jus- 
tiiy  mj'self  to  you." 

"And  the  result  of  that  letter—" 

"  You  well  know,  madame,  was  m}' 
arrest ;  but  you  do  not  know  how  long- 
that  arrest  lasted.  You  do  not  know  that 
I  remained  for  fourteen  3'ears  within  a 
quarter  of  a  league  of  you,  in  a  dungeon 
in  the  Chateau  d'If.  You  do  not  know 
that  each  day  of  those  fourteen  years  I 
renewed  the  vow  of  vengeance  which  I 
had  made  the  first  day  ;  and  yet  I  knew 
not  3'ou  had  married  Fernand,  m^'  calum- 
niator, and  that  m.y  father  had  died  of 
hunger." — "  Can  it  be  ?  "  cried  Mercedes, 
shuddering. 

"  That  is  what  I  heard  on  leaving  m}' 
prison,  fourteen  years  after  I  had  entered 
it,  and  that  is  wh3',  on  account  of  the 
living  Mercedes  and  my  deceased  father, 
I  have  sworn  to  revenge  myself  on  Fer- 
nand, and — I  have  revenged  myself." 

"  And  3'ou  are  sure  the  unhappy  Fer- 
nand did  that  ?  " 

"  1  am  satisfied,  madame,  he  did  what 
I  have  told  3'OU  ;  besides,  that  is  not  much 
more  odious  than  a  Frenchman,  by  adop- 
tion, having  passed  over  to  the  Knglisli  ; 
a  Spaniard,  by  birth,  having  fought 
against  the  Spaniards ;  a  stipendiary  of 
Ali  having  betrayed  and  murdered  Ali. 
Compared  with  such  things,  what  is  the 
letter  you  have  just  read  ?  A  lover's  de- 
ception, which  the  woman  who  has  mar- 
ried that  man  ought  certainly  I0  forgive, 
but  not  so  the  lovor  who  was  to  have 
married  her.  Woll  !  1ht»  French  did  not 
avenge  themsolvps  on  Ihe  Ira  it  or:  the 
Spaniards  did  not  shoot  the?  traitor :  Ali. 
in  his  tomb,  left  the  traitor  unpunished  : 
but  1.  betrayed,  sacriflr<'(l.  })nii('(l,  have 
risen  from  my  tomb,  by  the  gran'  of  God, 
to  punish  that  man.     He  sends   me  for 


that  purpose,  and  here  I  am."  The  poor 
woman's  head  and  arms  fell ;  her  legs 
bent  under  her,  and  she  fell  on  her  knees. 
"  Forgive,  Edmond,  forgive  for  my  sake, 
who  love  .you  still  !  " 

The  dignity  of  the  wife  stopped  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  lover  and  the  mother. 
Her  forehead  almost  touched  the  carpet, 
when  the  count  sprang  forward  and  raised 
her.  Then,  seated  on  a  chair,  she  looked 
at  the  manly  countenance  of  Monte-Cristo, 
on  which  grief  and  hatred  still  impressed 
a  threatening  expression.  "Not  crush 
that  accursed  race  !  "  murmured  he  ; 
"abandon  my  purpose  at  the  moment  of 
its  accomplishment !  Impossible,  mad- 
ame, impossible  !  " — "  Edmond,"  said  the 
poor  mother,  who  tried  every  means, 
"  when  I  call  you  Edmond,  wh}'  do  you 
not  call  me  Mercedes." 

"Mercedes!"  repeated  Monte-Cristo; 
"Mercedes!  Well!  j-es,  you  are  right, 
that  name  has  still  its  charms  ;  and  this 
is  the  first  time  for  a  long  period  that  I 
have  pronounced  it  so  distinctl3'.  O  Mer- 
cedes !  I  have  uttered  30ur  name  with  the 
sigh  of  melancholy,  with  the  groan  of  sor- 
row, with  the  last  effort  of  despair ;  1 
have  uttered  it  when  frozen  with  cold, 
crouched  on  the  straw  in  m3'-  dungeon  ;  1 
have  uttered  it,  consumed  with  heat, 
rolling  on  the  stone  floor  of  1113-  prison. 
Mercedes,  I  must  revenge  m3'self,  for  I 
suffered  fourteen  3'ears — fourteen  3a^ars  I 
wept,  I  cursed  ;  now  I  tell  3'ou,  Mercedes, 
I  must  revenge  m\^self  !  " 

The  count,  fearing  to  yield  to  the  en- 
treaties of  her  he  had  so  ardentl3'  loved, 
recalled  his  sufferings  to  the  assistance 
of  his  hatred.  "Revenge  3'ourself  then, 
Edmond,"  cried  the  poor  mother;  "but 
let  your  vengeance  fall  on  the  culprits; 
on  him.  on  me,  but  not,  on  m3'^  son  !  " 
Monte-Cristo  groaned,  and  seized  his 
beautiful  hair  with  both  hands. 

"Eilmond."  continued  Mercedes,  with 
her  arms  extended  toward  the  count,  "since 
T  first  Icnew  you.  T  have  adored  3^our  name, 
liave  respe(M(>d  vour  mernorx'.  Edmond, 
m3'^  friend,  do  not  rompel  me  to  tarnish 
tliat  noble  and  fine  image  reflected  inces- 
santl3'  on  the  mirroi-  of  m3'  lieart.  Ed- 
mond, if  you  knew  all  of  the  pra3'ers  I  have 
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addressed  to  God  for  you  while  I  thought 
you  were  living-  and  since  I  thought  you 
must  be  dead  !  Yes,  dead,  alas  !  I 
thou,"-ht  3'our  dead  body  was  buried  at 
the  foot  of  some  g-loomy  tower ;  I  thought 
your  corpse  was  precipitated  to  the  bottom 
of  one  of  those  gulfs  where  jailers  roll 
their  dead  prisoners,  and  I  wept !  What 
could  I  do  for  you,  Edmond,  besides  pray 
and  weep?  Listen;  during  ten  jears  1 
dreamed  each  night  the  same  dream.  I 
had  been  told  3'ou  had  endeavored  to  es- 
cape ;  that  3'ou  had  taken  the  place  of 
another  prisoner ;  that  j'ou  had  slipped 
into  the  winding-sheet  of  a  dead  body; 
that  you  had  been  precipitated  alive  from 
the  top  of  the  Chateau  d'lf ;  and  the  cry 
you  uttered  as  you  dashed  upon  the  rocks 
first  revealed  to  your  jailers  that  they 
were  your  murderers.  Well !  Edmond,  I 
swear  to  you,  by  the  head  of  that  son  for 
whom  I  entreat  3'^our  ^ity  —  Edmond, 
during  ten  .years  I  have  seen  every  night 
men  balancing  something  shapeless  and 
unknown  at  the  top  of  a  rock ;  during  ten 
years  I  have  heard  each  night  a  ten-ible 
cry  which  has  awoke  me,  shuddering  and 
cold.  And  I,  too,  Edmond — oh!  believe 
me— guilty  as  I  was — oh  !  yes,  I  too,  have 
suffered  much  !  " 

"  Have  you  felt  your  father  die  in  your 
absence?"  cried  Monte-Cristo,  again 
thrusting  his  hands  in  his  hair ;  *•  have 
you  seen  the  woman  3'ou  loved  giving 
her  hand  to  your  rival  while  j'ou  were 
perishing  at  the  bottom  of  a  dungeon  V 

*'No,"  interrupted  Mercedes,  ''but  I 
have  seen  him  whom  I  loved  on  the  point 
of  murdering  my  son."  Mercedes  pro- 
nounced these  words  with  such  deep 
anguish,  with  an  accent  of  such  intense 
despair,  that  Monte-Cristo  could  not  re- 
strain a  sob.  The  lion  was  daunted  ;  the 
avenger  was  conquered.  '"  What  do  you 
ask  of  me?"  said  he— "your  son's  life? 
Well !.  he  shall  live  !"  Mercedes  uttered 
a  cry  which  made  the  tears  start  from 
Monte-Cristo's  eyes ;  but  these  tears  dis- 
appeared almost  instantaneously,  for, 
doubtless,  God  had  sent  some  angel  to 
collect  them;  far  more  precious  were 
they  in  his  eyes  than  the  richest  pearls 
of  Guzerat  and  of  Ophir. 


"Oh!"  said  she,  seizing  the  count's 
hand,  and  raising  it  to  her  lips ;  "  oh ! 
tliank  you,  thank  you,  Edmond  !  now  3'ou 
are  exactly  what  I  dreamed  you  were, 
such  as  I  always  loved  you.  Oh  !  now  I 
may  say  so." 

"So  much  the  better,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  as  that  poor  Edmond  will  not 
have  long  to  be  loved  b}^  you.  Death  is 
about  to  return  to  the  tomb,  the  phantom 
to  retire  in  darkness." 

"  What  do  you  saj',  Edmond  ?  " 

"  I  say,  since  you  command  me,  Merce- 
des, I  must  die." 

•'Die  !  and  who  told  you  so  ?  who  talks 
of  dying?  whence  have  3'ou  these  ideas 
of  death?  " — "You  do  not  suppose,  that 
publicly  outraged  in  the  face  of  a  whole 
theater,  in  the  presence  of  your  friends 
and  those  of  your  son — challenged  by  a 
boy,  who  will  glory  in  m}-  pardon  as  in  a 
victory — you  do  not  suppose  I  can  for  one 
moment  wish  to  live.  What  I  most  loved 
after  you,  Mercedes,  was  myself,  ray  dig- 
jiity,  and  that  strength  which  rendered 
me  superior  to  other  men  :  that  strength 
was  my  life.  Wilh  one  word  you  have 
crushed  it,  and  I  die." 

"But  the  duel  will  not  take  place,  Ed- 
mond, since  3'ou  forgive  ?  " 

"  It  will  take  place,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
in  a  most  solemn  tone;  "  but  instead  of  you  r 
son's  blood  which  will  stain  the  ground, 
mine  will  flow."  Mercedes  shrieked,  and 
sprang  toward  Monte-Cristo,  but  suddenly 
stopping :  "Edmond,"  said  she,  "there 
is  a  God  above  us,  since  3'ou  live,  and 
since  I  have  seen  you  again ;  I  trust  to 
Him  from  my  heart.  While  waiting  his 
assistance  I  trust  to  your  word;  you 
have  said  my  son  should  live,  have  you 
not?" 

"Yes.  madame,  he  shall  live,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  surprised  that,  without 
more  emotion,  Mercedes  had  accepted  the 
heroic  sacrifice  he  made  for  her.  Mer- 
cedes extended  her  hand  to  tlie  count. 

"  Edmond,"  said  she,  and  her  eyes  were 
wet  with  tears  while  looking  at  him  to 
whom  she  spoke,  "  how  noble  it  is  of  ^'ou. 
how  great  the  action  you  have  just  per- 
formed; how  sublime  to  have  taken  pity 
on  a  poor  woman  who  offered  herself  to 
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you  with  every  chance  ag-ainst  her  !  Alas  ! 
I  am  gi'own  old  with  grief  more  than  with 
years,  and  cannot  now  remind  my  Ed- 
mond  by  a  smile,  or  b^^  a  look,  of  that 
Mercedes  whom  he  once  spent  so  many 
hours  in  contemplating-.  Ah  !  believe  me, 
Edmond,  I  told  you,  I  too  had  suffered 
much  ;  I  repeat  it,  it  is  melanchol}'  to  pass 
one's  life  without  having  one  joy  to  recall, 
without  preserving  a  single  hope ;  but 
that  proves  that  all  is  not  yet  over.  No  ; 
it  is  not  finished,  I  feel  it  by  what  remains 
in  m^'  heart.  Oh  !  I  repeat  it,  Edmond ; 
what  3'ou  have  just  done  is  beautiful — it  is 
grand,  it  is  sublime." 

"Do  3'ou  saj'-  so,  now,  Mercedes,  and 
what  would  you  sny  if  you  knew  the  ex- 
tent of  the  sacrifice  I  make  to  3'ou  ?  But, 
no,  no,  3'ou  cannot  imagine  what  I  lose  in 
sacrificing  my  life  at  this  moment."  Mer- 
cedes looked  at  the  count  with  an  air 
which  depicted  at  the  same  time  her  as- 
tonishment, her  admiration,  and  her  grati- 
tude. Monte-Cristo  pressed  his  forehead 
on  his  burning  hands,  as  if  his  brain  could 
no  longer  bear  alone  the  w^eight  of  its 
thoughts.  "  Edmond,"  said  Mercedes, 
"  I  have  but  one  word  more  to  say  to 
you."  The  count  smiled  bitterly.  ''Ed- 
mond," continued  she,  ''you  will  see  if 
my  face  is  pale,  if  my  eyes  are  dull,  if  m^- 
beauty  is  gone ;  if  Mercedes,  in  short,  no 
longer  resembles  her  former  self  in  her 
features,  you  will  see  her  heart  is  still  the 
same.  Adieu,  then,  Edmond  ;  I  have  noth- 
ing more  to  ask  of  Heaven — I  have  seen 
you  again — and  have  found  you  as  noble 
and  as  great  as  formerly  you  were.  Adieu, 
Edmond,  adieu,  and  thank  you." 

But  the  count  did  not  answer.  Mer- 
cedes opened  the  door  of  the  cabinet  and 
had  disappeared  before  he  had  recovered 
from  the  painful  and  profound  reverie  into 
which  his  IliwarLed  vengeance  had  phmged 
him.  The  clock  of  the  Invalides  struck 
one  when  the  carriage  which  conveyed 
Madame  de  Mnrcerf  away  rolled  on  the 
pavement  of  the  Champs-Ely  sees,  and 
made  Monte-Cristo  raise  his  head.  "What 
a  fool  I  was,"  said  he,  "  not  to  tear  my 
heart  out  on  the  day  when  I  I'esolved  to 
avenge  myself !  " 


CHAPTER    XC. 

THE   MEETING. 

After  Mercedes  had  left  Monte-Cristo, 
a  gloom}'  shadow  seemed  to  overspread 
everything.  Around  him  and  within  him 
the  flight  of  thought  appeared  stopped; 
his  energx'tic  mind  slumbered,  as  does  the 
bod}^  after  extreme  fatigue.  "What," 
said  he  to  himself,  while  the  lainp  and  the 
wnx  lights  were  nearl}'  burned  out,  and 
the  servants  were  Avaiting  impatiently  in 
the  anteroom  ;  "  what  !  this  edifice  which 
I  have  been  so  long  preparing— which  I 
have  reared  with  so  much  care  and  toil, 
is  to  be  crumbled  by  a  single  touch,  a 
word,  even  a  slight  breath  !  Yes,  this 
self,  of  whom  I  thought  so  much,  of  whom 
I  was  so  proud,  who  had  appeared  so 
worthless  in  the  dungeons  of  the  Chateau 
d'lf,  and  whom  I  had  succeeded  in  mak- 
ing so  great,  will  be  but  a  lump  of  clay 
to-morrow.  Alas !  it  is  not  the  death  of 
the  body  I  regret ;  for  it  is  not  that  de- 
struction of  the  vital  principle,  the  rest 
to  which  everything  is  tending,  to  which 
every  unhappy  being  aspires,  the  repose  of 
matter  after  which  I  so  long  sighed,  and 
which  I  was  seeking  to  attain  b}'  the  pain- 
ful process  of  starvation  when  Faria  ap- 
peared in  ni}'  dungeon.  What  is  death 
for  me  but  one  step  more  toward  i-epose  ? 
No,  it  is  not  existence,  then,  that  1  re- 
gret, but  the  ruin  of  our  projects,  so  slow- 
ly carried  out,  so  laboriously  framed. 
Providence  is  now  opposed  to  them,  when 
I  most  thought  it  would  be  propitious. 
It  is  not  God's  will  they  should  be  accom- 
})lished.  This  burden,  almost  as  heav\- 
as  a  world,  which  I  had  raised,  and  I  had 
thought  1o  bear  to  \\\o  end,  was  too  great 
for  my  strength,  and  I  was  compelled  to 
lay  it  down  in  the  middle  of  my  careei". 
Oh  !  shall  I  then  again  become  a  fatalist, 
whom  fourteen  years  of  despair  and  ten 
of  hope  had  rendered  a  believer  in  Provi- 
dence? And  all  this — all  this,  because 
my  li(':irl,  which  I  thought  dead,  wasonly 
sleeping;  because  it  lias  awoke  and  lias 
beaten  again  ;  because  1  have  yielded  to 
the  pain  of  the  emotion  excited  in  my 
breast,  by  a  woman's  voice.  Yet,"  con- 
tinued the  count,  becoming  each  moment 
more  absorbed  in  the  anticipation  of  the 
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dreadful  sacrifice  for  the  morrow,  which 
Mercedes  had  accepted,  ''Yet,  it  is  im- 
possible that  so  noble-minded  a  woman 
should  thus,  throug-h  selfislmess,  consent 
to  my  death  when  in  the  prime  of  life  and 
streng-th;  it  is  impossible  she  can  carry 
to  such  a  point  maternal  love,  or  rather 
delirium.  There  are  virtues  which  be- 
come crimes  by  exag-g-eration.  No,  she 
must  have  conceived  some  pathetic  scene ; 
she  will  come  and  throw  herself  between 
us,  and  what  would  be  sublime  here  will 
appear  there  ridiculous."  The  blush  of 
pride  mounted  to  the  count's  forehead  as 
this  thought  passed  through  his  mind. 
"  Ridiculous  ?  "  repeated  he  ;  "  and  the 
ridicule  will  fall  on  me.  I  ridiculous  !  no, 
1  would  rather  die." 

By  thus  exagg-erating-  to  his  own  mind 
the  anticipated  ill-fortune  of  tlie  next  day, 
to  which  he  had  condemned  himself  hy 
promising  Mercedes  to  spare  her  son,  the 
count  at  last  exclaimed — "F0II3'  !  folly  ! 
folly  !  to  carry  generosity  so  far  as  to 
place  myself  as  a  mark  for  that  j^oung 
man  to  aim  at.  He  will  never  believe  my 
death  was  a  suicide ;  and  yet  it  is  im- 
portant for  the  honor  of  m^^  memory — 
and  this,  surel^^,  is,  not  vanity,  but  a 
justifiable  pride — it  is  important  the 
world  sliould  know  that  I  have  consented, 
b^^  my  free  will,  to  stop  m^^  arm,  already 
raised  to  strike,  and  that  with  that  arm, 
so  powerful  against  others,  I  have  struck 
myself.  It  must  be,  it  shall  be."  Seizing 
a  pen,  he  drew  a  paper  from  a  secret 
drawer  in  his  bureau,  and  traced  at  the 
bottom  of  that  paper,  which  was  no  other 
than  his  will,  made  since  his  arrival  in 
Paris,  a  sort  of  codicil,  clearly  explaining 
the  nature  of  his  death.  "  I  do  this,  O 
my  God  !  "  said  he,  with  his  eyes  raised 
to  heaven,  "  as  much  for  th3'^  honor  as  for 
mine.  I  have  during  ten  years  considered 
myself  the  agent  of  thy  vengeance  ;  and 
other  wretches,  like  a  Morcerf,  a  Dan- 
ghirs,  a  Villefort,  even  that  Morcerf  him- 
self, must  not  imagine  tliat  chance  has 
freed  them  from  their  enemy.  Let  them 
know,  on  the  contrary,  that  their  punish- 
ment, which  had  been  decreed  by  Provi- 
dence, is  only  delayed  by  my  present  de- 
termination :  ami  although  they  escape  it 


in  this  world,  it  awaits  them  in  another 
and  that  they  are  only  exchanging  time 
for  eternity." 

While  he  was  thus  agitated  by  these 
gloomy  uncertainties,  these  wretched 
waking  dreams  of  grief,  the  first  rays  of 
twilight  pierced  his  windows,  and  shone 
upon  the  pale  blue  paper  on  which  he  had 
just  traced  his  justification  of  Providence. 
It  was  just  five  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
when  a  slight  noise  reached  his  ear,  which 
appeared  like  a  stifled  sigh;  he  turned  his 
head,  looked  around  him,  and  saw  no  one  ; 
but  the  sound  was  repeated  distinctly 
enough  to  convince  him  of  its  realit3^  He 
arose,  and  quietly  opening  the  door  of  the 
drawing-room,  saw  Haydee,  who  had 
fallen  on  a  chair  with  her  arms  hanging 
down,  and  her  beautiful  head  thrown 
back.  She  had  been  standing  at  the  door 
to  prevent  his  going  out  without  seeing 
her,  until  sleep,  which  the  young  can- 
not resist,  had  overpowered  her  frame, 
wearied  as  she  was  with  watching  so  long. 
The  noise  of  the  door  did  not  awaken  her. 
and  Monte-Cristo  gazed  at  her  with  affec- 
tionate regret.  "She  remembered  she 
had  a  son,"  said  he ;  '•'  and  I  forgot  I  had 
a  daughter."  Then,  shaking  his  head 
sorrowfulh^  " Poor  Haydee  !  "  said  he; 
"  she  wished  to  see  me  to  speak  to  me, 
she  has  feared  or  guessed  something. 
Oh  !  I  cannot  go  without  taking  leave  of 
her ;  I  cannot  die  without  confiding  her  to 
some  one."  He  quietly  regained  his  seat, 
and  wrote  under  the  other  lines — 

"  I  bequeath  to  Maximilian  i\Iorrel, 
captain,  and  son  of  my  former  patron, 
Pierre  Morrel,  shipowner  at  Marseilles, 
the  sum  of  twenty  millions,  a  part  of 
which  nmy  be  otTered  to  his  sister  Julia 
and  brother-in-law  Emmanuel,  if  he  does 
not  fear  this  increase  of  fortune  may  mar 
their  happiness.  These  twenty  millions 
are  concealed  in  my  grotto,  at  Monte- 
Cristo,  of  which  Bertuccio  knows  the 
secret.  If  his  heart  is  free,  and  he  will 
marry  Haydee,  the  daughter  of  All, 
pasha  of  Yanina,  whom  I  have  brought 
up  with  the  love  of  a  father,  and  who  has 
shown  the  love  and  tenderness  of  a  daugh- 
ter for  me,  he  will  thus  accomplish  my 
last  wisli.     This  will  has  already  consti- 
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tuted  Haydee  heiress  of  the  rest  of  my 
fortune;  consisting-  of  lands,  funds  in  En- 
gland, Austria,  and  Holland:  furniture 
in  my  different  palaces  and  houses;  and 
which,  without  the  twent}'  millions,  and 
the  legacies  to  my  servants,  may  still 
amount  to  sixty  millions." 

He  Avas  finishing  the  last  line  when  a 
cry  behind  him  made  him  start,  and  the 
pen  fell  from  his  hand.  "  Haydee,"  said 
he,  "  did  you  read  it  ?  " 

''Oh!  m^-^  lord,"  said  she,  "why  are 
you  writing-  thus  at  such  an  hour  ?  why 
are  3'ou  bequeathing  all  j-our  fortune  to 
me  ?     Are  you  going  to  leave  me  ?  " 

"  I  am  going  on  a  journey,  dear  child," 
said  Monte-Cristo,  with  an  expression  of 
infinite  tenderness  and  melancholy;  "and 
if  any  misfortune  should  happen  to  me — " 
The  count  stopped.  "  Well  ?  "  asUed  the 
young  girl,  with  an  authoritative  tone  the 
count  had  never  observed  before,  and 
which  startled  him.  "  Well !  if  any  mis- 
fortune happen  to  me,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  I  wish  my  daughter  to  be 
happy."  Ha3'dee  smiled  sorrowfully  and 
shook  Iier  head.  "  Do  you  think  of  dying, 
my  lord  ?  "  said  she. 

"The  wise  man  has  said,  It  is  good  to 
think  of  death,  my  child." 

"  Well !  if  you  die,"  said  she,  "bequeath 
your  fortune  to  others ;  for,  if  you  die,  I 
shall  require  nothing;  "  and,  taking  the 
paper,  she  tore  it  in  four  pieces  and  threw 
it  into  the  middle  of  the  room.  Then,  the 
effort  having  exhausted  her  strength,  she 
fell,  not  asleep  thistime,  but  fainting  on 
the  floor.  The  count  leaned  over  her  and 
raised  her  in  his  arms ;  and  seeing  that 
sweet  pale  face,  those  lovely  eyes  closed, 
that  beautiful  form  motionless,  and  to  all 
appearance  lifeless,  tlic  idea  occurred  to 
him  for  the  first  time,  that  perliaps  she 
loved  him  otherwise  than  as  a  daug-hter 
loves  a  father. 

"  Alas  !  "  inurinurcd  he,  with  intense 
suffering  ;  "  I  might  then  have  been  happy 
yet."  Then  he  carried  Haydee  to  her 
room,  resigned  her  to  the  care  of  licr 
attendants,  and  returning  to  his  cabinet, 
which  he  shut  qiiioUly  tliis  time,  he 
again  copied  the  destroyed  will.  As  he 
was   finishing,  the   sou  ml    of  a   cabriolet 


entering  the  yard  was  heard.  Monte- 
Cristo  approached  the  window,  and 
saw^  Maximilian  and  Emmanuel  alight. 
"Good!"  said  he;  "it  ^\as  time,"  and 
he  sealed  his  will  with  three  seals.  One 
moment  afterward  he  heard  a  noise  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  went  to  open  the  door 
himself.  Morrel  was  there,  he  had  come 
twenty  minutes  before  the  time  appointed. 
"I  am,  perhaps,  come  too  soon,  count," 
said  he,  "but  I  frankly  acknowledge,  I 
have  not  closed  m}'  e^-es  all  night,  nor  an}' 
one  in  my  liouse.  I  required  to  see  you 
strong  in  your  courageous  assurance, 
to  recover  myself."  Monte-Cristo  could 
not  resist  this  proof  of  affection,  he  not 
only  extended  his  hand  to  the  young  man, 
but  fiew  to  him  with  open  arms.  "Mor- 
rel," said  he,  "it  is  a  happy  daj-^  for  me, 
to  feel  lam  beloved  by  such  a  man  as  you. 
Good-morning,  Emmanuel ;  3'ou  will  come 
with  me  then,  Maximilian?" 

"  Did  you  doubt  it  ?  "  said  the  young 
captain. — "But  if  I  were  w^rong — " 

"I  watched  3'ou  during  the  whole  scene 
of  that  challenge  3'esterday  ;  I  have  been 
thinking  of  your  firmness  all  this  night, 
and  I  said, '  Justice  must  be  on  ^our  side, 
or  man's  countenance  is  no  longer  to  be 
relied  on.'  " — "But,  Morrel,  Albert  is  your 
friend  ?  '' — "  A  simple  acquaintance,  sir." 

"  You  met  on  the  same  day  3'ou  first 
saw  me  ?  " 

"  Trul3',  but  I  should  not  have  recol- 
lected it  had  you  not  renunded  me." 

"Thank  you,  Morrel."  Then  ringing 
the  bell  once,  "Look,"  said  he  to  All, 
who  came  immediatel}-,  "take  that  to 
my  solicitor.  It  is  my  will,  Morrel. 
When  I  am  dead,  you  will  go  and  exam- 
ine it." 

"  What  !  "  said  Morrel,  "  you  dead  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  must  I  not  be  piepared  for  every- 
thing, dear  friend  ?  But  what  did  j'ou  do 
yesterday  aftrr  you  left  me  ?" 

"  I  went  to  Toitonio,  where,  as  1  <'x- 
pected,  1  foiuid  Beauchamp  and  Chateau- 
Renaud.     I  own  I  was  seeking  them." 

"  Why,  when  all  was  arranged  ?  " 

"  Listen,  count,  the  atfair  is  serious  and 
unavoidable." — "  Did  you  doubt  it?  " 

"  No  ;  the  olTense  was  public,  and  every 
one  is  alreadv  talking  of  it."—"  Well  ?  " 
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"  Well  !  I  hoped  to  g-et  an  exchang-e  of 
arms  to  substitute  the  sword  for  the 
pistol;  the  pistol  is  blind." 

"Have  you  succeeded  ?  ''  asked  Monte- 
Cristo,  quickl3'-,  with  an  imperceptible 
g-leam  of  hope. — "  No,  for  your  skill  with 
the  sword  is  so  well  known." 

"  Ah  !  who  has  betra3'ed  me  ?  " 

''The  skillful  swordsman,  whom  j'ou 
have  conquered." 

"  And  you  failed  ?  " — "  They  positively 
refused."  —  "Morrel,"  said  the  count, 
"  hav-e  3^ou  ever  seen  me  fire  a  pistol  ?  " 

''Never." — "Well,  we  have  time;  look." 

Monte-Cristo  took  the  pistols  he  held  in 
his  hand  when  Mercedes  entered,  and  fix- 
ing an  ace  of  clubs  against  the  iron  plate, 
with  four  shots  he  successively  shot  off  the 
four  sides  of  the  club.  At  each  shot  Mor- 
rel  turned  pale.  He  examined  the  balls 
with  which  Monte-Cristo  performed  this 
dexterous  feat,  and  saw  that  they  were 
no  larger  than  deer-shot. 

"  It  is  astonishing  !  "  said  he ;  "  look, 
Emmanuel."  Then,  turning  toward  Monte- 
Cristo  :  "  Count,"  said  he,  "in  the  name 
of  all  that  is  dear  to  you,  I  entreat  you 
not  to  kill  Albert !  the  unhapp3'-  youth 
has  a  mother." — "You  are  right,"  said 
Monte-Cristo  ;  "  and  I  have  none." 

These  words  were  uttered  in  a  tone 
which  made  Morrel  shudder. 

"  You  are  the  offended  partj'",  count." 

"  Doubtless ;  what  does  that  imply  ?" 

"That  you  will  fire  first." 

"I  fire  first?" 
f/     "Oh!    I   obtained,    or  rather   claimed 
that;  we  had  conceded  enough  for  them 
to  yield  us  that." 

"  And  at  what  distance  ?  " 

"Twenty  paces."  A  terrific  smile 
passed  over  the  count's  lips,  "Morrel," 
said  he,  "  do  not  forget  what.  3'ou  have 
just  seen." 

"  The  only  chance  for  Albert's  safety', 
then,  will  arise  from  your  emotion." 

"  I  suffer  from  emotion  ?  "  said  Monte- 
Cristo. — "Or  from  your  generosity,  my 
friend  ;  to  so  good  a  mar'ksnian  as  you 
are,  I  may  say  what  would  appear  absurd 
to  another." 

"What  is  that?"— '•  Break  his  arm- 
wound  him — but  do  not  kill  him." 


"  I  will  tell  you,  Morrel,"  said  the 
count,  "  that  I  do  not  need  entreating  to 
spare  the  life  of  M.  de  Morcerf ;  he  shall 
be  so  well  spared,  that  he  will  return 
quietly'  with  his  two  friends,  while  I — " 

"  And  you  ?"—"  That  will  be  another 
thing;  I  shall  be  brought  home." 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Maximilian,  not  know- 
ing how  to  endure  himself. 

"  As  I  told  you,  my  dear  Morrel,  M.  de 
Morcerf  will  kill  me."  Morrel  looked  at 
him  in  utter  unconsciousness. 

"But  what  has  happened,  then,  since 
last  evening,  count  ?" — "  The  same  thing 
which  happened  to  Brutus  the  night 
before  the  battle  of  Philippi ;  I  have  seen 
a  phantom." — "And  that  phantom—" 

"Told  me,  Morrel,  I  had  lived  long 
enough."  Maximilian  and  Emmanuel 
looked  at  each  other.  Monte-Cristo  drew 
out  his  watch,  "Let  us  go,"  said  be; 
"it  is  five  minutes  past  seven,  and  the 
appointment  was  for  eight  o'clock."  A 
carriage  was  in  readiness  at  the  door. 
Monte-Cristo  stepped  into  it  with  his  two 
friends.  He  had  stopped  a  moment  in  the 
passage  to  listen  at  a  door,  and  Maxi- 
milian and  Emmanuel,  who  had  consider- 
ately' passed  forward  a  few  steps,  thought 
they  heard  him  answer,  by  a  sigh,  a  sob 
from  within.  As  the  clock  struck  eight, 
thej--  drove  up  to  the  place  of  meeting. 
"We  are  the  first,"  said  Morrel,  looking 
out  of  the  window.  "Excuse  me,  sir," 
said  Baptistin,  who  had  followed  his  mas- 
ter with  indescribable  terror,  ''  but  I 
think  I  see  a  caiTiage  down  there  under 
the  trees." 

Monte-Cristo  sprang  lighily  from  the 
carriage,  and  offered  his  haml  to  assist 
Emmanuel  and  Maximilian.  The  latter 
retained  the  count's  hand  between  his. 
"I  like,"  said  he,  "to  feel  a  hand  like 
this  when  its  owner  relies  on  the  goodness 
of  his  cause." 

"  Ti-uly,"  said  Emmanuel,  "I  perceive 
two  young  men  down  t  heiv,  who  are  evi- 
dently waiting."  Monte-Cristo  drew  Mor- 
rel. not  aside,  but  a  step  or  two  behind 
his  brother-in-law.  "  :Maxiiniiian,"  s;ud 
he,  "are  your  afTeotions  disengaged?" 
:Morrel  looked  at  Monte-Cristo  with  aston- 
ishment,    "  I  do  not  seek  j-our  confidence, 
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my  dear  friend.  I  only  ask  30U  a  simple 
question  ;  answer  it — that,  is  all  1  require." 

"  I  love  a  young"  girl,  count."" 

''Do  3'oij  love  her  much?  " 

"  More  than  my  life." 

"Another  hope  defeated!"  said  the 
count.  Then,  with  a  sigh,  "  Poor  Hay- 
dee  !  "  murmured  he. 

"'In  truth,  count,  if  I  knew  less  of  3'ou, 
I  should  think  you  were  less  brave  than 
you  are." 

"Because  I  sigh  when  thinking  of  some 
one  I  am  leaving?  Come,  Morrel,  it  is 
not  like  a  soldier  to  be  so  bad  a  judge  of 
courage.  Do  I  regret  life  ?  What  is  it 
to  me,  who  have  passed  twenty  j^ears  be- 
tween life  and  death  ?  Moreover,  do  not 
alarm  yourself,  Morrel :  this  weakness,  if 
it  is  such,  is  betrayed  to  yon  alone.  I 
know  the  world  is  a  drawing-room,  from 
which  we  must  retreat  politely  and  honest- 
\y ;  that  is,  with  a  bow,  and  all  debts  of 
honor  paid." 

"That  is  to  the  purpose.  Have  you 
brought  3'our  arms  ?  " 

"I? — what  for  ?  I  hope  these  gentle- 
men have  theirs." 

"  I  will  inquire,"  said  Morrel. 

"  Do,  but  make  no  treaty — j^ou  under- 
stand me?"  —  "You  need  not  fear." 
Morrel  advanced  toward  Beauchamp  and 
Chateau-Renaud,  who,  seeing  his  inten- 
tion, came  to  meet  him.  The  three  young 
people  bowed  to  each  other  courteously,  if 
not  affably. 

"Excuse  me,  gentlemen,"  said  Morrel, 
"  but  I  do  not  see  M.  de  Morcerf." 

"He  sent  us  word  this  morning,"  re- 
plied Chateau-Renaud,  "  that  he  would 
meet  us  on  the  ground." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Morrel.  Beauchamp  pulled 
out  his  watcii.  "  It  is  only  five  minutes 
past  eight,"  said  ht;  to  Morrel :  "  tliere  is 
not  much  time  lost  yet." — "Oh  !  I  made 
]io  allusion  of  that  kind,"  replied  Morrel. 

"There  is  a  cnrringe  coming,"  said 
Chateau-Renaud.  It  advanced  rapidly 
along  one  of  the  av(»nues  leading  toward 
the  open  space  where  Ihey  were  assem- 
bled. "You  are  doubtless  provided  with 
pistols,  gentlemen  ?  M.  de  Monte-Cristo 
yields  his  right  of  using  his." — "  We  had 
anticipated  this  kindne.ss  on  the  part  of 


the  count,"  said  Beauchamp,  "  and  I  have 
brought  some  arms  which  I  bought  eight 
or  ten  da^'S  since,  thinking  to  want  them 
on  a  similar  occasion.  They  are  quite 
new,  and  have  not  yet  been  used.  Will 
3^ou  examine  them  ?  " 

"'  Oh,  M.  Beauchamp,  if  you  assure  me 
M.  de  Morcerf  does  not  know  these  arms, 
you  may  readily  believe  your  word  will  be 
quite  sufficient." 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Chateau-Renaud, 
"it  is  not  Morcerf  coming  in  that  car- 
riage ; — faith,  it  is  Franz  and  Debray  I  " 
The  two  young  men  he  announced  were 
indeed  approaching.  "What  chance  brings 
you  here,  gentlemen  ?  "  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud, shaking  hands  with  each  of  them. 
"Because,"  said  Debra3\  "  Albert  sent 
this  morning  to  request  us  to  come." 
Beauchamp  and  Chateau-Renaud  ex- 
changed looks  of  astonishment.  "I  think 
I  understand  his  reason,"  said  Morrel. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "— "  Yesterday  afternoon 
I  received  a  letter  from  M.  de  Morcerf 
begging  me  to  attend  the  opera." 

"And  I,"  said  Debray. 

"And  I  also,"  said  Franz. 

"  And  we,  too,"  added  Beauchamp  and 
Chateau-Renaud.  "Having  wished  you 
all  to  Avitness  the  challenge,  he  now  wishes 
you  to  be  present  at  the  combat." 

"Exactly  so,"  said  the  3'oung  men; 
",you  have  probably  guessed  right." 

"But,  after  all  these  arrangements,  he 
does  not  come  himself,"  said  Chateau- 
Renaud  :  "  Albert  is  ten  minutes  after 
time." — "There  he  comes  !"  said  Beau- 
champ; "on  horseback,  at  full  gallop, 
followe<l  by  a  servant." 

"How  imprudent !"  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud, "  to  come  on  hoiseback  to  fight 
with  the  pistol,  after  all  the  instructions  1 
had  given  him." 

"And  besides,"  said  Beauchamp,  "with 
a  collar  above  his  cravat,  an  open  coat  and 
white  wnislcoat  ?  Why  has  he  not  painted 
a  spot  upon  his  heart? — it  would  have 
been  more  sinipl(\"  Meanwhile  Alliert 
had  arrived  within  ten  i>aces  of  tlie  group 
formed  by  the  five  young  men.  He 
jnmjied  from  his  horse,  1  lii-ew  the  bridle  on 
his  .servant's  arms,  and  joined  Ihem.  He 
was  pale,  and  his  eyes  were  red  and  swol- 
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len  •  it  was  evident  that  he  had  not  slept. 
A  shade  of  melancholy  gravity  overspread 
his  countenance,  which  was  not  natural  to 
him.  '•'  I  thank  3^ou,  gentlemen,"  said  he, 
**for  having  complied  with  vay  request ;  I 
feel  extremely  grateful  for  this  mark  of 
friendship."  Morrel  had  stepped  back  as 
Morcerf  approached,  and  remained  at  a 
short  distance.  ''  And  to  you,  also,  M. 
Morrel,  my  thanks  are  due.  Come,  there 
cannot  be  too  many." 

"Sir,"  said  Maximilian,  ''you  are  not 
perhaps  aware  that  I  am  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo's  friend?  " 

'*  I  was  not  sure,  but  I  expected  it.  So 
much  the  better ;  the  more  honorable  men 
there  are  here  the  better  I  shall  be  satis- 
fied." 

"  M.  Morrel,"  said  Chateau-Renaud, 
"will  you  apprise  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  that  M.  de  Morcerf  is  arrived,  and 
we  are  at  his  command  ?  "  Morrel  was 
preparing  to  fulfill  his  commission.  Beau- 
champ  had  meanwhile  drawn  the  box  of 
pistols  from  the  carriage.  "  Stop,  gentle- 
men !  "  said  Albert ;  '*  I  have  two  words 
to  say  to  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo." 

"In  private ?  "  asked  Morrel. 

"No,  sir ;  before  all  who  are  here." 

Albert's  witnesses  looked  at  each  other ; 
Franz  and  Debray  exchanged  some  words 
in  a  whisper  ;  and  Morrel,  rejoiced  at  this 
unexpected  incident,  went  to  fetch  the 
count,  who  was  walking  in  a  retired  path 
with  Emmanuel.  "  What  does  he  want 
with  me  ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  I  do  not  know,  but  he  wishes  to  speak 
to  you."— "Ah  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  I 
trust  he  is  not  going  to  tempt  me  by  some 
fresh  insult !  "— "  I  do  not  think  such  is 
his  intention,"  said  Morrel. 

The  count  advanced,  accompanied  by 
Maximilian  and  Emmanuel  :  his  calm  and 
s(M'ene  look  foi-inod  a  singular  contrast 
to  Albert's  grief-stricken  face,  who  np- 
m-oached  also,  followed  by  the  four  young 
"cople. 

When  at  three  paces  distant,  Albert  and 
1  lie  count  stopped. 

"Approach,  gentlemen,"  said  Albert: 
••  I  wish  you  not  to  lose  one  word  of  what 
1  am  about  to  have  the  honor  of  saying  to 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  ;  for  it  must  be 


repeated  by  you  to  all  who  will  listen  to 
it,  strange  as  it  may  appear  to  j'ou." 

"  Proceed,  sir,"  said  the  count. 

"  Sir,"  said  Albert,  at  first  with  a  trem- 
ulous voice,  but  which  gradually  became 
firmer ;  "  I  reproached  you  with  exposing 
the  conduct  of  M.  de  Morcerf  in  Epirus, 
for,  guilty  as  I  knew  he  was,  I  thought 
you  had  no  right  to  punish  him  ;  but  I  have 
since  learned  you  have  that  right.  It  is 
not  Fernand  Mondego's  treachery  toward 
Ali  Pasha  which  induces  me  so  readily  to 
excuse  you,  but  the  treacherj^  of  the  fish- 
erman Fernand  toward  you,  and  the  al- 
most unheard-of  miseries  which  were  its 
consequences  :  and  I  say  and  proclaim  it 
publicly,  that  you  were  justified  in  reveng- 
ing yourself  on  my  father ;  and  I,  his  son, 
thank  you  for  not  using  greater  severity." 
Had  a  thunderbolt  fallen  in  the  midst  of 
the  spectators  of  this  unexpected  scene,  it 
would  not  have  surprised  them  more  than 
did  Albert's  declaration.  As  for  Monte- 
Cristo,  his  ej'es  slowly  rose  toward  heaven 
with  an  expression  of  infinite  gratitude. 
He  could  not  understand  how  Albert's 
fiery  nature,  of  which  he  had  seen  so  much 
among  the  Roman  bandits,  had  suddenly- 
stooped  to  this  humiliation.  He  recognized 
the  infiuence  of  Mercedes,  and  saw  why 
her  noble  heart  had  not  opposed  the  sacri- 
fice she  knew  beforehand  would  be  useless. 
"Now,  sir,"  said  Albert,  "if  you  think 
my  apology  sufficient,  pray  give  me  youi- 
hand.  Next  to  the  merit  of  infallibility 
which  you  appear  to  possess,  I  rank  that 
of  candidly  acknowledging  a  fault.  But 
this  confession  concerns  me  only.  I  acted 
well  as  a  man,  but  you  have  acted  better 
than  man.  An  angel  alone  could  have 
saved  one  of  us  from  death — that  angel 
came  from  heaven,  if  not  to  make  us 
friends  (which,  alas  I  fatality  rcndei*s  im- 
possible), at  least  to  make  us  esteem  raoh 
other." 

Monte-Cristo,  with  moistened  eye.  heav- 
ing breast,  and  lips  half  open,  extended  to 
Albert  a  hand,  which  the  latter  prcsstxl 
with  a  sentiment  resembling  respectful 
fear.  "  Gentlemen,"  said  lie.  "  M.  do 
Monte-Cristo  receives  my  apology;  I  liad 
acted  hastily  toward  him.  Hasty  actions 
are  generallv  bad  ones.     Now  my  fault  is 
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repaired.  I  hope  the  world  will  not  call 
me  coward l}"^  for  acting-  as  mj^  conscience 
dictated.  But  if  any  one  should  entertain 
a  false  opinion  of  me,"  added  he,  drawing 
himself  up  as  if  he  would  challenge  both 
friends  and  enemies,  *'  I  shall  endeavor  to 
correct  his  mistake." 

"  What  has,  then,  happened  during-  the 
night  ?  "  asked  Beauchamp  of  Chateau- 
Renaud  ;  "  we  appear  to  make  a  very 
sorry  fig-ure  here." 

''In  truth,  what  Albert  has  just  done 
is  either  very  despicable  or  very  noble," 
replied  the  baron. — "What  can  it 
mean?"  said  Debray  to  Franz.  "The 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  acts  dishonor- 
abl}'  to  M.  de  Morcerf,  and  is  justi- 
fied by  his  son  !  Had  I  ten  Yaninas  in 
m3'^  famil3%  I  should  only  consider  m^-^self 
the  more  bound  to  fight  ten  times."  As 
for  Monte-Cristo,  his  head  Avas  bent 
down,  his  arms  were  powerless ;  bowing 
under  the  weight  of  twenty-four  j'ears' 
reminiscences,  he  thought  not  of  Albert, 
of  Beauchamp,  of  Chateau-Renaud,  or  of 
any  of  that  group  ;  but  he  thought  of  that 
courageous  woman  Avho  had  come  to  plead 
for  her  son's  life,  to  whom  he  had  otfered 
his,  and  who  had  now  saved  it  by  the  rev- 
elation of  a  dreadful  family  secret,  capa- 
ble of  destroying  forever,  in  that  3'oung 
man's  heart,  ervQvy  feeling  of  filial  piety. 

"Providence  still!"  murmured  he; 
"  now  only  am  I  fully  convinced  of  being 
the  emissary  of  God  !  " 


CHAPTER  XCI. 

THE   MOTHER   AND   SON. 

The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  bowed  to 
the  five  young  people  with  a  melancholy 
and  dignified  stnile,  and  got  into  liis  car- 
riage with  Maximilian  and  Emmanuel. 
Albert,  Beauchamp,  and  Chateau-Renaud 
remained  alone.  The  young  man's  look 
at  his  two  friends,  without  being  limid, 
appeared  to  ask  their  opinion  of  what  he 
had  just  done. 

"Indeed,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Beau- 
champ first,  who  had  either  the  most  feel- 
ing or  the  least  dissimulation,  **  allow  me 
to  congratulate  you;  this  is  a  very  un- 
hoped for  conclusion  of  a  very  disagree- 
able a  If  air." 


Albert  remained  silent  and  wrapped  in 
thought.  Chateau-Renaud  contented  him- 
self with  tapping  his  boot  with  his  fiexible 
cane.  "Are  we  not  going?"  said  he, 
after  this  embarrassing  silence.  "  When 
you  please,"  replied  Beauchamp;  "allow 
me  only  to  compliment  M.  de  Morcerf, 
who  has  given  proof  to-day  of  such  chi- 
valric  generosit3^  so  rare." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Chateau-Renaud. 

"  It  is  magnificent,"  continued  Beau- 
champ, "to  be  able  to  exercise  so  much 
self-control !  " 

'•'Assuredly;  as  for  me  I  should  have 
been  incapable  of  it,"  said  Chateau-Ren- 
aud, with  most  significant  coolness. 

"Gentlemen,"  interrupted  Albert,  "I 
think  you  did  not  understand  that  some- 
thing very  serious  had  passed  between 
M.  de  ]\Ionte-Cristo  and  myself." — "  Pos- 
sibly, possibly,"  said  Beauchamp,  imme- 
diately ;  "  but  every  simpleton  would  not 
be  able  to  understand  3'our  heroism,  and 
sooner  or  later  you  will  find  youiself  com- 
pelled to  explain  it  to  them  more  energet- 
ically than  would  be  convenient  to  your 
bodily  health  and  the  duration  of  your 
life.  ]\Iay  I  give  you  a  friendl3'  counsel  ? 
Set  out  for  Naples,  the  Hague,  or  St. 
Petersburg — calm  countries,  where  the 
point  of  honor  is  better  understood  than 
among  our  hot-headed  Parisians.  Seek 
quietude  and  oblivion,  so  that  you  may 
return  peaceably  to  France  after  a  few 
yeai-s.  Am  I  not  right,  M.  de  Chateau- 
Renaud  ?  " 

"That  is  quite  my  opinion,'"  said  the 
gentleman:  "  nothing  induces  serious  duels 
so  much  as  a  fruitless  one." — "Thank  you, 
g(>ntlemen,"  replied  Albert,  with  a  smile 
of  indilVerence  ;  "I  .shall  follow  your  ad- 
vice— not  because 30U  give  it,  but  because 
I  had  before  intended  to  quit  France.  1 
tliank  you  equally  for  the  service  j'ou 
liave  i-eiuU'red  me  in  being  my  seconds. 
It  is  dec^ply  engraved  on  my  heart,  since, 
after  what  you  have  just  said,  I  reraem 
ber  that  only."  Chateau-Renaud  and 
Beauchamp  looked  at  each  other;  the 
impression  was  the  same  on  both  of 
them,  and  the  tone  in  which  Morcerf  had 
just  expressed  his  thanks  was  so  deti-r- 
mineil    that    the  position  would  hare  be- 


THE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-ORISTO. 


543 


I 


come  embarrassing-  for  all  if  the  conver- 
sation had  continued. 

"  Farewell,  Albert,"  said  Beauchamp 
suddenly,  carelessly  extending  his  hand 
to  the  young"  man,  without  the  latter  ap- 
pearing to  rouse  from  his  lethargy  ;  in 
tact,  he  did  not  notice  the  offered  hand. 

''Farewell/'  said  Chateau-Renaud  in 
his  turn,  keeping  the  httle  cane  in  his  left 
Jiand,  and  bowing  with  his  right.  Albert's 
lips  scarcel}"^  whispered  "  Farewell,"  but 
his  look  was  more  explicit :  it  embraced 
a  whole  poem  of  restrained  anger,  proud 
disdain,  and  generous  indignation.  He 
preserved  his  melancholy  and  motionless 
position  for  some  time  after  his  two  friends 
had  regained  their  carriage ;  then,  sud- 
denly loosing  his  horse  from  the  little  tree 
to  which  his  servant  had  fastened  it,  he 
sprang  on  it  and  galloped  off  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Paris.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he 
was  entering  the  hotel  of  the  Rue  du  Hel- 
der.  As  he  alighted,  he  thought  he  saw 
behind  the  curtain  of  the  count's  bedroom- 
his  father's  pale  face.  Albert  turned  away 
his  head  with  a  sigh,  and  went  to  his  own 
apartments.  He  cast  one  lingering  look 
on  all  the  luxuries  which  had  rendered 
life  so  easy  and  so  happy  since  his  in- 
fancy ;  he  looked  at  the  pictures,  whose 
faces  seemed  to  smile,  and  the  landscapes, 
which  appeared  painted  in  brighter  colors. 
Then  he  took  away  his  mother's  portrait 
with  its  oaken  frame,  leaving  the  gilt 
frame,  from  which  he  took  it,  black  and 
empty.  Then  he  arranged  all  his  beau- 
tiful Turkish  arms,  his  fine  English  guns, 
his  Japanese  china,  his  cups  mounted  in 
silver,  his  artistic  bronzes,  signed  Feu- 
cheres  or  Barye;  examined  the  cupboards, 
and  placed  the  key  in  each  ;  threw  into  a 
drawer  of  his  secretaire,  which  he  left 
open,  all  the  pocket-money  he  had  about 
him,  and  with  it  the  thousand  fancy  jewels 
from  his  vases  and  his  jewel-boxes,  made 
an  exact  inventory  of  all,  and  placed  it  in 
the  most  conspicuous  pai-t  of  the  table, 
after  putting  aside  the  books  and  papers 
which  encumbered  it. 

At  the  commencement  of  this  work,  his 
servant,  notwithstanding  his  prohibition, 
came  to  his  room.  "  What  do  yon  want  ?" 
asked    he,    with   a   more  sorrowful    than 


angr^^  tone.  "  Pardon  me,  sir,"  rephed 
the  valet ;  ''  you  had  forbidden  me  to  dis- 
turb you,  but  the  Count  of  Morcerf  had 
called  me." — "  Well  ?  "  said  Albert. 

"  I  did  not  like  to  go  to  him  without 
first  seeing  j'ou." — "  Wh}'  ?  " 

"  Because  the  count  is  doubtless  aware 
that  I  accompanied  you  to  the  meeting 
this  morning." 

''  It  is  probable,"  said  Albert. 

"And  since  he  has  sent  for  me,  it  is 
doubtless  to  question  me  on  what  hap- 
pened there.  What  must  I  answer?  " — 
"The  truth." 

"  Then  I  shall  say  the  duel  did  not  take 
place  ?  " — "  You  will  say  I  apologized  to 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo.     Go." 

The  valet  bowed  and  retired,  and  Al- 
bert returned  to  his  inventory.  As  he  was 
finishing  this  work,  the  sound  of  horses 
prancing  in  the  j^ard,  and  the  wheels  of  a 
carriage  shaking  his  window,  attracted 
his  attention.  He  approached  the  win- 
dow, and  saw  his  father  get  into  it,  and 
it  drove  away.  The  door  was  scarcely 
closed  when  Albert  bent  his  steps  to  his 
mother's  room  :  and  no  one  being  there  to 
announce  him,  he  advanced  to  her  bed- 
room, and,  distressed  by  what  he  saw  and 
guessed,  stopped  for  one  moment  at  the 
door.  As  if  the  same  soul  had  animated 
these  two  beings,  Mercedes  was  doing  the 
same  in  her  apartments  as  he  had  just 
done.  Everything  was  in  order  :  laces, 
dresses,  jewels,  linen,  money,  all  were  ar- 
ranged in  the  drawers,  and  the  countess 
was  carefully  collecting  the  keys.  Albert 
saw  all  these  preparations  ;  he  understood 
them,  and  exclaiming,  "  My  mother  !  "  he 
threw  his  arms  round  her  neck. 

The  artist  who  could  have  depicted 
the  expression  of  these  two  countenances 
would  certainly  have  made  of  them  a 
beautiful  picture.  All  tiiese  proofs  of  an 
energetic  resolution,  whicli  Albert  did  not 
fear  on  his  own  account,  alarmed  him  f'>'" 
his  mother. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?  "  askod  he. 

"What  were  you  doing  ?'' ivpliod  she. 

"i)lu  my  mother!"  exclaimed  Alberi. 
so  overcome  he  could  scarcely  s[>eak,  "it 
is  not  the  same  with  you  and  me — you 
cannot  have  made  the  same  resolution  I 
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have,  for  I  am  come  to  warn  you  that  I 
bid  adieu  to  your  house,  and — and  to 
you  ! " 

"  I  also,"  rephed  Mercedes,  "  am  going-, 
and  I  acknowledge  I  had  depended  on 
3'our  accompanying  me  ;  have  I  deceived 
myself?  " 

"My  mother,"  said  Albert,  with  firm- 
ness, "  I  cannot  make  3'ou  share  the  fate 
I  have  planned  for  mj^self.  I  must  live 
henceforth  without  rank  and  fortune,  and 
to  begin  this  hard  apprenticeship  I  niust 
borrow  from  a  friend  the  loaf  I  shall  eat 
until  I  have  earned  one.  So,  my  dear 
mother,  I  am  going  at  once  to  ask  Franz 
to  lend  me  the  small  sum  I  shall  require 
to  supply  my  present  wants." 

"You,  my  poor  child,  suffer  povertj'  and 
hunger  !  Oh,  saj^  not  so ;  it  will  break 
my  resolutions." 

''But  not  mine,  mother,"  replied  Albert. 
"  I  am  young  and  strong,  I  believe  I  am 
courageous,  and  since  yesterday  I  have 
learned  the  power  of  will.  Alas  !  my  dear 
mother,  some  have  suffered  so  much,  and 
yet  live,  and  have  raised  a  new  fortune  on 
the  ruin  of  all  the  promises  of  happiness 
which  Heaven  had  made  them — on  the 
fragments  of  all  the  hope  which  God  had 
given  them  !  I  have  seen  that,  my  motlier; 
I  know  that  from  the  gulf  in  which  their 
enemies  have  plunged  them  they  have  risen 
with  so  much  vigor  and  glory  that  in  their 
turn  they  have  ruled  their  former  con- 
querors, and  have  punished  them.  No, 
my  mother ;  from  this  moment  I  have 
done  with  the  past,  and  accept  nothing 
from  it — not  even  a  name,  because  you  can 
understand  j'our  son  cannot  bear  the  name 
of  a  man  who  ought  to  blush  before 
another." 

"  Albert,  my  cliild,"  said  M(M-C(;dos,  "if 
I  had  a  stronger  heart,  that  is  the  counsel 
I  would  have  given  you  ;  your  conscience 
has  spoken  when  my  voice  became  too 
weak  ;  listen  to  its  dictates.  You  had 
friends,  Albert ;  break  off  their  acquaint- 
ance. But  do  not  despair  ;  you  have  lifr* 
before  you,  my  dear  Albert,  for  you  are 
yet  scarcely  twenty-two  j'ears  old  ;  and  as 
a  pure  heart  like  yours  wants  a  spotless 
name,  lake  my  father's— it  was  Herrera. 
T  am  sure,  my  Albert,  whatever  may  be 


your  career,  you  will  soon  render  that 
name  illustrious.  Then,  my  friend,  return 
to  the  world  still  more  brilliant  from  the 
reflection  of  your  former  sorrows ;  and  if  I 
am  wrong,  still  let  me  cherish  these  hopes, 
for  I  have  no  future  to  look  forward  to  : 
for  me  the  grave  opens  when  I  pass  the 
threshold  of  this  house." 

"  I  will  fulfill  all  3'our  wishes,  my  dear 
mother,"  said  the  j^oung  man.  "Yes,  I 
share  3'our  hopes ;  the  anger  of  Heaven 
will  not  pursue  us — you  so  pure,  and  me 
so  innocent.  But  since  our  resolution  is 
formed,  let  us  act  promptlj'.  M.  de  Mor- 
cerf  went  out  about  half  an  hour  since  ; 
the  opportunity  is  favorable  to  avoid  an 
explanation." — "'I  am  read\',  vay  son," 
said  Mercedes.  Albert  ran  to  fetch  a 
hackney-coach ;  he  recollected  there  was 
a  small  furnished  house  to  let  in  the  Rue 
de  Saints-Peres,  where  his  mother  would 
find  a  humble  but  decent .  lodging,  and 
thither  he  intended  conducting  the  coun- 
tess. As  the  hackney-coach  stopped  at 
the  door,  and  Albert  was  alighting,  a  man 
approached,  and  gave  him  a  letter.  Al- 
bert recognized  the  bearer.  "  From  the 
count,"  said  Bertuccio.  Albert  took  the 
letter,  opened  it,  and  read  it ;  then  looked 
round  for  Bertuccio,  but  he  was  gone. 
He  returned  to  Mercedes,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes  and  heaving  breast,  and,  without 
uttering  a  word,  he  gave  her  the  letter. 
Mercedes  read  : 

Albert  — While  showing  you  that  I 
have  discovered  3'our  plans,  I  hope  also  to 
convince  you  of  my  delicacy.  You  ar«' 
free,  you  leave  the  count's  hotel,  and  3'on 
take  your  mother  to  your  home  ;  but  re- 
flect. Albert.,  you  owe  her  more  than 
your  i)oo?'  noble  heart  can  pay  her.  Keep 
the  struggle  for  yourself,  bear  all  the  suf- 
fering, but  spare  her  the  trial  of  poverty 
which  must  accompany  your  first  elforts  ; 
for  she  deserves  not  even  the  shadow  of 
the  misfortune  which  has  this  day  fallen 
on  her,  and  Providence  wills  not  the  inno- 
cent should  sulTer  for  the  guilty.  I  know 
you  are  going  to  leave  the  Rue  du  Held <  1 
without  taking  anything  with  you  ;  do  not 
seek  to  know  how  I  discovered  it ;  I  know 
it — that  is  sufhcient.    Now,  listen,  Albert. 


"KdMOND  DANTKb  !  "  THKN,  WITH  SKIHS  WHICH  WKKE  rNM.IKK  ANY  Hl'MAN  SOUND,  HK 
DKACiOKI)  HIMSKI.K  TO  THE  DOOK,  KKKLKI)  A<  UoHS  TIIK  COIUTYAUI),  AND  KAl-MNll  INTO  THK 
AltMS  OK  HIS  VALET,  HE  SAID,  IN  A  VOK  K  S<  Al{<  KI.V  INTEI.l.UJlULE— "  HoMK  !  HOMK!"  - 
Pnijr  M'J. 
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Twenty-four  years  ng-o  I  returned,  proud 
and  jovful,  to  my  country.  I  had  a  be- 
trothed, Albert,  a  lovely  girl,  whom  I 
adored,  and  I  was  bringing-  to  my  be- 
trothed a  hundred  and  fifty  louis,  pain- 
full^'-  amassed  by  ceaseless  toil.  This 
njoney  was  for  her;  I  destined  it  for  her, 
and,  knowing  the  treachery  of  the  sea,  I 
buried  our  treasure  in  the  little  garden  of 
the  house  my  father  lived  in  at  Marseilles, 
on  the  Allees  do  Meillan.  Your  mother, 
Albert',  knows  that  poor  house  well.  A 
short  time  since,  I  pa.ssed  through  Mar- 
seilles, and  went  to  see  the  old  house, 
which  revived  so  many  painful  recollec- 
tions, and  in  the  evening  I  took  a  spade 
and  dug  in  the  corner  of  the  garden, 
where  I  had  concealed  m^'  treasure.  The 
iron  box  was  tliere — no  one  had  touched 
it  !  it  was  under  a  beautiful  fig-tree  my 
father  had  planted  the  day  I  was  born, 
which  overshadowed  the  spot.  Well,  Al- 
bert, this  money,  which  was  formerly  de- 
signed to  promote  the  comfort  and  tran- 
quillit\^  of  the  woman  I  adored,  ma}^  now, 
from  a  strange  and  painful  circumstance, 
be  devoted  to  the  same  purpose.  Oh, 
feel  for  me,  who  could  offer  niillions  to 
that  poor  woman,  but  who  return  her 
only  the  piece  of  black  bread,  forgotten 
under  my  poor  roof  since  the  day  I  was 
torn  from  her  I  loved.  You  are  a  g-ener- 
ous  man,  Albert,  but  pei-haps  you  may  be 
blinded  by  pride  or  resentment ;  if  you 
refuse  me,  if  you  ask  another  for  what  I 
have  a  right  to  offer  you,  I  will  say  it  is 
ungenerous  of  you  to  refuse  the  life  of 
your  mother  at  the  hands  of  a  man  whose 
father  was  allowed  to  die  in  all  the  hor- 
rors of  poverty  and  despair  by  your  fa- 
ther." 

Albert  st  ood  pale  and  motionless  to  hear 
what  his  mother  would  decide  after  she 
had  finished  readir.g  this  letter.  Mer- 
cedes turned  her  eyes  with  an  ineffable 
look  toward  heaven.  "  I  accept  it,"  said 
she ;  '•  he  has  a  right  to  pay  tin;  dowry, 
which  I  shall  take  with  me  to  some  con- 
vent !  "  Putting  the  letter  in  her  bosom, 
she  t.ook^her  son's  arm,  and,  with  a  firmer 
step  than  she  even  herself  expected,  she 
went  downstaii's. 
18 


CHAPTER  XCII. 

THE    SUICIDE. 

Meanwhile  Monte-Cristo  had  also 
returned  to  town  Avith  Emmanuel  and 
Maximilian.  Their  return  was  cheerful. 
Emmanuel  did  not  conceal  his  joy  at  hav- 
ing seen  peace  succeed  to  war,  and  ac- 
knowledged aloud  his  philanthropic  tastes. 
Morrel,  in  a.  corner  of  the  carriage,  al- 
lowed his  brother-in-law's  gayety  to 
expand  itself  in  words,  while  he  felt  equal 
inward  joy,  which,  however,  betraA-ed  it- 
self cnlj^  by  his  look.  At  the  Barriere  du 
Trone  they  met  Bertuccio,  who  was  wait- 
ing- there,  motionless  as  a  sentinel  at  his 
post.  Monte-Cristo  put  his  head  out  of 
the  window,  exchanged  a  few  words 
with  him  in  a  low  tone,  and  the  steward 
disappeared.  "M.  le  Comte,"  said  Em- 
manuel, when  they  were  at  the  end  of 
the  Place  Royale,  "  Put  me  down  at  my 
door,  that  my  wife  may  not  have  a  single 
moment  of  needless  anxiety  on  my  ac- 
count or  3"ours." 

"If  it  were  not  ridiculous  to  make  a 
display'  of  our.  triumph,  I  would  invite  the 
count  to  our  house ;  besides  that,  he 
doubtless  has  some  trembling-  heart  to 
comfort.  So  we  will  take  le!ive  of  our 
friend,  and  let  him  hasten  home.'' — "Stop 
a  moment,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "do  not 
let  me  lose  both  m}' companions  ;  return, 
Emmanuel,  to  your  charming  wife,  and 
present  my  best  compliments  to  her,  and 
do  you,  Morrel,  accompany'  me  to  the 
Champs-Elysees." 

"Willingly,"  said  Maximilian;  "par- 
ticularly as  I  have  business  in  that  quar- 
ter."— "Shall  we  wait  breakfast  for  you?" 
asked  Emmanuel. 

"No,"  replied  the  young-  man.  The 
door  was  closed,  and  the  carriage  pro- 
ceeded. "See  what  good  fortune  I 
brought  you  !  "  said  Morrel.  when  he  was 
alone  with  the  count.  "Have  you  uo\ 
thought  so?  " 

"Yes,"  said  3[onte-Cristo.  "for  that 
reason  I  wished  to  keep  you  near  mo." 

"  It  is  miraculous  !  "  continued  Morn'l, 
answering  hisown  thoughts. — "  What?" 
said  Monte-Cristo.— ••  Wliat  has  just  hap- 
pened."—"  Yes,"  said  the  count,  "you 
are  rig-ht — it  is  miraculous." 
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**  For  Albert  is  brave,"  resumed  Mor- 
rel. — "Very  brave/'  said  Monte-Cristo  ; 
"  I  have  seen  him  sleep  with  a  sword  sus- 
pended over  his  head." 

"And  I  know  he  has  fought  two  duels," 
said  Morrel ;  '•'  how  can  you  reconcile  that 
with  his  conduct  this  morning-  ?  " 

"All  owing- to  3'our  influence,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo,  smilhig-. 

"  It  is  well  for  Albert  he  is  not  in  the 
army,"  said  Morrel.—"  Why  ?  " 

*' An  apolog-y  on  the  g-round  !  "  said  the 
young-  captain,  shaking-  his  head. 

"Come,"  said  the  count,  mildh',  "do 
not  entertain  the  prejudices  of  ordinary 
men,  Morrel  !  Acknowledg-e,  if  Albert  is 
brave,  he  cannot  be  a  coward  ;  he  must 
then  have  had  some  reason  for  acting-  as 
he  did  this  morning,  and  confess  that  his 
conduct  is  more  heroic  than  otherwise." 

"Doubtless,  doubtless,"  said  Morrel; 
"but  I  shall  sa3%  like  the  Spaniard,  *  He 
has  not  been  so  brave  to-da^'  as  he  was 
yesterda3^'  " 

"You  will  breakfast  with  me,  will  you 
not,  Morrel?  "  said  the  count,  to  turn  the 
conversation. 

"No,  I  must  leave  you  at  ten  o'clock." 

"'  Your  eftgagement  was  for  breakfast, 
then  ?  "  said  the  count. 

Morrel  smiled,  and  shook  his  head. 
"  Still  you  must  breakfast  somewhere." 

"  But  if  I  am  not  hungry  ?  "  said  the 
young  man. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  count,  "  I  only  know 
two  things  which  destroy  the  appetite  ; 
grief — and  as  I  am  happy  to  sec  yon  very 
cheerful,  it  is  not  that — and  love.  Now, 
after  what  j'ou  told  me  this  morning  of 
your  heart,  I  may  believe — " 

"Well,  count,"  replied  Morrel,  gaj'ly, 
"  I  will  not  dispute  it." 

"  But  you  will  not  makt;  me  3'our  con- 
fidant, Maximilian  ?  "  said  the  count,  in  a 
tone  which  showed  how  gladly  he  would 
have  been  admitted  to  the  secret. 

"I  showed  you  this  morning  I  had  a 
heart  ;  did  I  not,  count  ?  "  Monte-Cristo 
only  answered  by  extending  his  hand  to 
tlie  young  man.  "  Well  !"  continued  the 
latter,  "since  that  lieart  is  no  longer  with 
you  in  the  Bois  de  Vincennes,  it  is  else- 
where, and  I  nmst  go  and  find  it ." 


"  Go,"  said  the  count  deliberate!}',  "  go, 
dear  friend,  but  promise  me,  if  3'ou  meet 
with  any  obstacle,  to  remember  that  I 
have  some  power  in  tbis  world ;  that 
I  am  happj'  to  use  that  power  in  the  be- 
half of  those  I  love;  and  that  I  love 
you,  Morrel." 

"I  will  remember  it,"  said  the  3'oung 
man,  "  as  selfish  children  recollect  their 
parents  when  they  want  their  aid.  When 
I  need  yowY  assistance,  and  the  moment 
may  come,  I  will  come  to  you,  count." 

"Well,  I  rely  upon  your  promise.  Fare- 
well. Adieu,  till  we  meet  again."  They 
had  arrived  in  the  Charaps-El3'sees. 
Monte-Cristo  opened  the  carriage-door, 
Morrel  sprang  out  on  the  pavement,  Ber- 
tuccio  was  waiting  on  the  steps.  Morrel 
disappeared  through  the  avenue  of  Ma- 
rigny,  and  Monte-Cristo  hastened  to  join 
Bertuccio. — "  Well  ?  "  asked  he. 

"'  She  is  going  to  leave  her  house,"  said 
the  steward. — "'  And  her  son  ?  " 

"  Florentin,  his  valet,  thinks  he  is  going 
to  do  the  same." 

"  Come  this  way."  Monte-Cristo  took 
Bertuccio  into  his  cabinet,  wrote  the  letter 
we  have  seen,  and  gave  it  to  the  steward. 
"Go,"  said  he  quickly.  "Apropos,  let 
Haydee  bo  informed  I  am  returned. 

"  Here  I  am,"  said  the  young  girl, 
who,  at  the  sound  of  the  carriage,  had 
run  downstairs,  and  whose  face  M'as  radi- 
ant with  jo}'  at  seeing  the  count  return 
safely.  Bertuccio  left.  Every  transport 
of  a  daughter  finding  a  father,  all  the 
delight  of  a  mistress  seeing  an  adored 
lover,  were  felt  by  Haydee  during  the 
first  moments  of  this  meeting,  which  she 
had  so  eagerly  expected.  Doubtless, 
although  less  evident,  Monte- Cristo's  J03' 
was  not  less  intense  ;  joy  to  hearts  which 
have  suffered  long  is  like  the  dew  on  the 
ground  after  a  long  di'ought;  both  the 
lieart  and  the  ground  absorb  that  benefi- 
cent moisture  falling  on  them,  and  noth- 
ing is  out  unrdly  apparent. 

Monte-Cristo  was  beginning  to  think, 
what  ho  had  not  for  a  long  time  dared  to 
believe,  that  there  were  two  Mercedes  in 
the  world,  and  he  might  yet  be  happy. 
His  eye,  date  wit  h  happiness,  was  reading 
eagerly  the  moistened  gaze  of   Haydee, 


THE    COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


Si- 


'when  suddenly"  the  door  opened.  The 
count  knit  his  brow.  "  M.  de  Morcerf  !  " 
said  Baptistin,  as  if  that  name  sufficed  f^or 
his  excuse.  In  fact,  the  count's  face 
bri,i;litened. 

*'  Whicli,"  asked  he,  '•'  the  viscount  or 
the  count  ?  ''—"  The  count." 

"Oil!"  exclaimed  Ha^alee,  "is  it  not 
3^et  over?  " 

"  I  know  not  if  it  is  finished,  my  beloved 
child,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  taking-  the 
3'oung-  g-irl's  hand  ;  "  but  I  do  know  you 
have  nothing  more  to  fear." 

"  But  it  is  the  wretched — " 

'"  That  man  cannot  injure  me,  Ha.3'dee," 
said  Monte-Cristo;  "Mt  was  his  son  alone 
there  was  cause  to  fear." — •'  And  what  I 
have  suffered,"  said  the  young* girl,  "you 
shall  nevei"  know,  my  lord."  Monte- 
Cristo  smiled.  "  By  m3"  father's  tomb  !  " 
said  he,  extending  his  hand  over  the  head 
of  the  .young  girl,  "  I  swear  to  3'ou,  Hay- 
dee,  that  if  an^^  misfortune  happens,  it 
will  not  be  to  me." — "I  believe  .you,  my 
lord,  as  implicitl.y  as  if  God  had  spoken 
to  me,"  said  the  3^oung  girl,  presenting- 
her  forehead  to  him.  Monte-Cristo 
pressed  on  that  pure  beautiful  forehead 
a  kiss  which  made  two  hearts  throb  at 
once,  the  one  violentl^^,  the  other  secretly'. 
"Oh!"  murmured  the  count,  "shall  I 
then  bo  permitted  to  love  again  ?  Ask 
M.  de  Morcerf  into  the  drawing-room," 
said  he  to  Baptistin,  while  he  led  the 
beautiful  Greek  girl  to  a  private  stair- 
case. 

We  must  explain  this  visit,  which,  al- 
though Monte-Cristo  expected,  is  unex- 
pected to  our  readers.  Wiiile  Mercedes, 
as  we  have  said,  was  making  a  similar 
inventory  of  her  property  to  Albei't's, 
while  she  was  arranging*  her  jewels,  shut- 
ting her  drawers,  collecting  her  keys,. to 
leave  everything  in  perfect  order,  she  did 
not  perceive  a  pale  and  sinister  face  at  a 
glass  door  which  threw  light  into  the 
passage,  from  which  everything  could  be 
both  seen  and  heard.  He  who  was  thus 
looking,  without  being  heard  or  seen, 
probably  heard. and  saw  all  that  passed 
in  Mailame  de  Morcerf's  apartments. 
From  that  glass  door  the  ^K\le-faced  man 
went  to  the  count's  bedroom,  and  raised. 


with  a  contracted  hand,  the  curtain  of  a 
window  overlookmg  the  courtyard.  He  , 
remained  there  ten  minutes,  motionless 
and  dumb,  hstening  to  the  beating-  of  his 
own  heart.  For  him  those  ten  minutes 
were  ver^^  long-.  It  was  then  Albert,  re- 
turned from  his  rendezvous,  perceived  his 
father  watching-  for  his  arrival  behind 
a  curtain,  and  turned  aside.  The  count's 
e,ye  expanded  ;  he  knew  Albert  had  in- 
sulted the  count  dreadfully,  and  that,  in 
ever\^  country"  in  the  world,  such  an  insult 
would  lead  to  a  deadh'  duel.  Albert 
returned  safely — then  the  count  was  re- 
veng-ed. 

An  indescribable  raj^  of  jo}'  illumined 
that  wretched  countenance,  like  the  last 
iwy  of  the  sun  befoi'e  it  disappears  behind 
a  mass  of  clouds  which  appear  more  like 
its  tomb  than  its  couch.  But  as  we  have 
said,  he  waited  in  vain  for  his  son  to  '^ome 
to  his  apartment  with  the  account  of  his 
triumph.  He  easih*  understood  whv  his 
son  did  not  come  to  see  him  before  he  went 
to  avenge  his  father's  honor;  but  when 
that  was  done,  wh.y  did  not  his  son  come 
and  throw  himself  into  his  arms  ? 

It  was  then,  when  the  count  could  not  see 
Albert,  he  sent  for  his  servant,  whom  he 
knew  was  authorized  not  to  conceal  an\-- 
thing  from  him.  Ten  minutes  afterward 
the  General  Morcerf  was  seen  on  the  steps 
in  a  black  coat  with  a  military  collar., 
black  pantaloons,  and  black  gloves.  He 
had  apparently  given  previous  orders ; 
for,  as  he  reached  the  bottom  step,  his 
carriage  came  from  the  coach-house  ready 
for  him.  The  valet  threw  into  the  carriagre 
his  military  clock,  in  which  two  swords 
were  wrapped:  and  shutting  the  door. 
he  took  his  seat  by  the  side  of  the  coach- 
man. The  coachman  stooped  down  fcr 
his  orders. 

"To  the  Champs-Elysoes,"  saui  liie 
g(Mieral ;  "the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo's. 
.Quickly  !  "  The  horses  boumled  be- 
neath the  whip,  and.  in  five  minutes,  they 
stopped  before  the  count's  door.  M.  dt> 
IMorcerf  opened  the  dotir  himself;  and. 
as  the  carriage  rolled  away,  he  passed  up 
the  walk,  rang,  and  entered  the  open  door 
with  his  servant . 

A    moment    afterward.    Baptistin    an- 
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nounced  the  Count  de  Morcerf  to  M.  de 
NMoiite-Cristo ;  and  the  latter,  leading- 
Huydee  aside,  ordered  1  he  Count  de  Mor- 
cerf to  be  asked  into  the  drawing-room. 
The  general  was  pacing  the  room  the 
third  time,  when,  in  turning,  he  perceived 
Monte-Cristo  at  the  door.  "Eh  !  it  is  M. 
de  Morcerf,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  quietly: 
"  I  thought  I  had  heard  wrong." — "  Yes, 
it  is  I,"  said  the  count,  whom  a  frightful 
contraction  of  the  lips  prevented  from  ar- 
ticulating freel^'. 

"  May  I  know  the  cause  which  procures 
me  tlie  pleasure  of  seeing  M.  de  Morcerf 
so  early?" — "Had  you  not  a  meeting 
with  my  son  this  morning?"  asked  the 
general. — "  I  had,"  replied  the  count. 

"And  I  know  my  son  had  g'ood  reasons 
to  wish  to  fight  with  3'ou,  and  to  endeavor 
to  kill  you." — "  Yes,  sir,  he  had  very 
good  ones;  but  you  see,  in  spite  of  them, 
he  has  not  killed  me,  and  did  not  even 
fight." 

"  Yet  he  considered  you  the  cause  of 
his  fa  tiler's  dishonor,  the  cause  of  the  fear- 
ful ruin  which  has  fallen  on  my  house." 

"Truly,  sir,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  with 
his  dreadful  calmness,  "  a  secondary 
cause,  but  not  the  principal." 

"  Doubtless  you  made,  then,  some  apol- 
ogy' or  explanation?" — "lexplained  noth- 
ing, and  it  is  he  who  apologized  to  me." 

"  But  to  what  do  you  attribute  this  con- 
duct?"— "To  the  conviction,  probably, 
that  there  was  one  more  guilty  than  me." 

"  And  who  was  that  ?  "— "  His  father." 

"Tiiat  maybe,"  said  the  count,  turn- 
ing pale;  "  but,  j'ou  know,  tlie  guilty  do 
not  like  to  find  themselves  convicted." — 
"  I  know  it.     And  I  expected  this  result." 

"  You  expected  my  son  to  bo  a  coward  I  " 
cried  tlie  count. — "  M.  Albert  de  Morcerf 
is  no  coward  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"  A  man  who  holds  a  sword  in  his  hand, 
and  sees  a  mortal  enemy  within  reach  of 
that  sword,  and  docs  not  fight  is  a  cow-, 
ard  !  Why  is  ho  not  here,  that  I  may  tell 
him  so?"— "Sir,"  replied  Monte-Cristo, 
coldly,  "  I  did  not  expect  you  had  come 
here  to  relate  to  me  your  little  family 
affairs.  Go  and  tell  M.  Albert  that,  and 
he  may  know  what  to  answer  .>  ou." 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !  "  said  the  general,  smil- 


ing faintl3%  "  I  did  not  come  for  that  pur- 
pose ;  3'ou  aie  light  !  I  came  to  tell  you 
that  I  also  look  upon  you  as  my  enemy  ! 
I  came  to  tell  .you  I  hate  you  instinctively  ! 
That  it  seems  as  if  I  had  always  known 
you,  and  always  hated  you  ;  and,  in  short, 
since  the  young  people  of  the  present  day 
will  not  fight,  it  remains  for  us  to  do  it. 
Do  you  think  so,  sir?" — "Certainly. 
And  when  I  told  you  I  had  foreseen  the 
result,  it  is  the  honor  of  your  visit  I  al- 
luded to." 

"So  much  the  better.  Are  you  pre- 
pared ?  " — "  Yes,  sir." 

"  You  know  that  we  shall  fight  till  one 
of  us  is  dead  !  "  said  the  general,  whose 
teeth  were  clenched  with  rage. — "Until 
one  of  us  dies,"  repeated  Monte-Cristo, 
moving  his  head  slighth'  up  and  down. 

"Let  us  start,  then;  we  need  no  wit- 
nesses."— "Truly,"  said  Monte-Cri.sto, 
"it  is  unnecessary,  we  know  each  other 
so  well  1  " 

"On  the  contrar}'^,"  said  the  count, 
"'  we  know  so  little  of  each  other." 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  with  the 
same  indomitable  coolness  ;  "  let  us  see. 
Are  you  not  the  soldier  Fernand  who  de- 
serted on  the  eve  of  the  battle  of  Water- 
loo ?  Are  you  not  the  Lieutenant  Fer- 
nand who  served  as  guide  and  S{)y  to  the 
French  army  in  Spain?  Are  you  not  the 
Captain  Fernand  who  betrayed,  sold,  and 
murdered  his  benefactor,  Ali  ?  And  have 
not  all  these  Fernands,  united,  made  the 
Lieutenant-General  de  Morcerf,  peer  of 
France?" 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  the  general,  as  if  branded 
with  a  hot  iron,  "  wretch  !  to  reproach  ine 
with  my  shame,  when  about,  perhaps, 
to  kill  nie.  No,  I  did  not  say  1  was  a 
stranger  to  you  ;  I  know  well,  demon,  that 
yon  have  penetrattHl  into  the  darkness  of 
tln'  past ,  and  that  you  hav(;  reatl.  by  the 
light  of  what,  flambeau  I  know  not.  every 
page  of  my  lif»>  :  but,  perhaps,  I  may  be 
more  honorable  in  my  shame  than  you 
undei"  your  pompous  coverings.  No — no, 
I  am  aware  you  know  me;  but  I  know 
you  not,  adventun'r,  sewn  up  in  gold 
and  jewelry.  You  have;  called  yourself, 
at  Paris,  the  Count  of  Monle-Cristo  ;  in 
Italy,  Sinbad  the  Sailor;  in  Malta,  I  for- 
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g-et  what.  But  it  is  youi-  real  name  I 
want  to  know,  in  the  midst  of  your  hun- 
dred names,  that  I  may  pronounce  it 
when  we  meet  to  fig-ht,  at  the  moment 
when  I  phmge  my  sword  through  your 
heart." 

The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  turned  dread- 
fullv  pale,  his  ej'e  seemed  to  burn  with  a 
devouring"  fire ;  he  bounded  toward  a 
dressing-- room  near  his  bedroom,  and,  in 
less  than  a  moment,  tearing-  off  liis  cravat, 
liis  coat  and  waistcoat,  he  put  on  a  sailor's 
jacket,  and  hat,  from  beneath  wliich  rolled 
his  long-  black  hair.  He  i-eturned  thus, 
formidable  and  implacable,  advancing 
with  liis  arms  crossed  on  his  breast,  to- 
ward the  general,  who  could  not  under- 
stand why  he  had  disappeared  ;  but  who 
on  seeing  him  ag'ain,  and  feeling  liis  teeth 
chatter  and  his  legs  sink  under  him,  drew 
back,  and  only  stopped  when  he  found 
a  table  to  support  his  clenched  hand. 
"Fernand,"  cried  he,  ''of  my  hundred 
names  I  need  only  tell  you  one,  to  over- 
whelm you  !  But  you  guess  it  now  :  do 
you  not  ? — or,  rather,  yo\i  j-emember  it  ? 
For,  notwithstanding  all  my  sorrows  and 
my  tortures,  I  show  you  to-day  a  face 
which  the  happiness  of  revenge  makes 
young  again — a  face  you  must  often  have 
seen  in  your  dreams  since  3'our  marriage 
with  Mercedes,  my  betrothed  !  " 

The  general,  with  his  head  thrown 
back,  haniis  extended,  gaze  fixed,  looked 
silently  at  this  dreadful  apparition;  then 
seeking  the  wall  to  support  him,  he 
glided  along  close  to  it  until  he  reached 
the  door,  through  which  he  went  out 
backward,  uttering-  this  single  mournful, 
lamentable,  distressing  cry  —  "Edniond 
Dantes!"  Then,  with  sighs  which  were 
unlike  any  human  sound,  he  dragged 
himself  to  the  dooi-,  reeled  across  the 
courtyard,  and  falling  into  the  arms  of 
his  valet,  he  said,  in  a  voice  scarcely  in- 
telligible—'•  Home  !  home!"  The  fresh 
ail-,  and  the  shame  he  felt  at  having  ex- 
posed hiniseir  before  his  servants,  par- 
tially recalled  his  senses;  but  the  ride 
was  short,  and  as  he  drew  near  his  house 
all  his  wretchedness  revived.  He  stopped 
at  a  short  distance  from  the  house  and 
alighted.     The  door  of  the  hotel  was  wiile 


open,  a  hackney-coach  was  standing  in 
the  middle  of  the  yard — a  strange  sight 
before  so  noble  a  mansion  ;  the  count 
looked  at  it  with  terror;  but  without 
daring  to  ask,  he  rushed  toward  his 
apartment.  Two  pei-sons  were  coming 
down  the  stairs :  he  had  only  time  to 
creep  into  a  cabinet  to  avoid  them.  It 
was  jMercedes  leaning  on  her  son's  arm 
and  leaving  the  hotel.  They  passed  close 
b}'  the  unhappy  being,  who,  concealed 
behind  the  damask  door,  almost  felt 
Mercedes'  di^ss  brush  past  him,  and  his 
son's  warm  breath  pronouncing  these 
words — "  Courage,  my  mother  !  Come, 
this  is  no  longer  our  home  !  "  The  words 
died  awa}',  the  steps  were  lost  in  the  dis- 
tance. The  general  drew  himself  up, 
chnging  to  the  door;  he  uttered  the  most 
dreadful  sob  which  ever  escaped  from  the 
bosom  of  a  father  abandoned  at  the  same 
time  by  his  wife  and  son.  He  soon  heard 
the  clatter  of  the  iron  step  of  the  hack- 
i3e3--coach,  then  the  coachman's  voice, 
and  then  the  rolling  of  the  heav}-  vehicle 
shook  the  windows.  He  darted  to  his 
bedroom  to  see  once  more  all  he  had 
loved  in  the  world :  but  the  hackney- 
coach  drove  on  without  the  head  of  oitlj«r 
Mercedes  or  her  son  appearing  at  the 
window  to  take  a  last  look  at  the  house 
or  the  deserted  father  or  husband.  And 
at  the  very  moment  when  the  wheels  of 
that  coach  crossed  the  gateway  a  report 
was  heard,  and  a  thick  smoke  escaped 
through  one  of  the  panes  of  the  window, 
which  was  broken  by  the  explosion. 


CHAPTER  XCHI. 

VALENTIN  li. 

We  may  easily  conceive  where  Mor- 
rel's  appointment  was.  On  lea  vmg  Mont<?- 
Cristo  lie  walked  slowly  toward  Ville- 
fort's ;  we  say  slowly,  for  ^lorrel  had 
more  than  half  an  hour  to  spare  to  s:o 
five  hundred  steps,  l>ut  he  had  hastened 
to  take  leave  of  Monte-Cristo  l)ecanse  he 
wished  to  be  alone  with  his  t])ouglits. 
He  knew  his  time  well— the  hour  when 
Valentine  was  giving  Noirtior  his  bi-oak- 
fast,  and  was  sure  not  to  be  disturbed  in 
the  performance  of  this  pious  duty. 

Noirtier  and  Valentine  had  given  him 
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leave  to  ^o  twice  a  week,  and  he  was  now 
availing-  Ijimself  of  that  permission.  He 
arrived  ;  Valentine  was  expecting-  him. 
Uneasy  and  almost  wandering,  she  seized 
his  hand  and  led  him  to  her  g-randfather. 
This  uneiisiness,  amounting  almost  to 
wildness,  arose  from  the  report  Morcerf *s 
adventure  had  made  in  the  world  ;  the 
affair  of  the  Opera  was  generally  known. 
No  one  at  Villefort's  doubted  that  a  duel 
would  ensue  from  it.  Valentine,  with  her 
woman's  instinct,  guessed  that  Morrel 
would  be  Monte-Cristo's  witness,  and 
fi-orn  the  j'oung  man's  well-known  cour- 
age and  his  great  affection  for  the  count, 
sh '3  feared  he  would  not  content  himself 
with  the  passive  part  assigned  to  him. 
We  ma.y  easily  understand  how  eagerly' 
the  particulars  were  asked  for,  given,  and 
received  ;  and  Morrel  could  read  an  in- 
describable joy  in  the  e^-^es  of  his  beloved, 
when  she  knew  that  the  termination  of 
this  affair  was  as  happj^  as  it  Avas  un- 
expected. 

"Now,"  said  Valentine,  motioning  to 
Morrel  to  sit  down  near  her  grandfather, 
while  she  took  her  seat  on  his  footstool, 
"now  let  us  talk  about  our  own  affairs. 
YcMi  know,  Maximilian,  grandpapa  once 
thought  of  leaving  this  house  and  tnking 
an  apartment  away  from  M.  de  Ville- 
fort's."—  "Yes,"  said  Maximilian,  "I 
recollect  tlie  project,  of  which  I  highly 
approved." 

"Well,"  said  Valentine,  "  3'ou  may 
approve  again,  for  grandpapa  is  again 
thinking  of  it."— "  Bravo  !  "  said  Maxi- 
milian.— "And  do  .you  know,"  said  Val- 
entine, "what  reason  grandpapa  gives 
for  leaving  this  house?" 

Noirtier  looked  at  Valentine  to  impose 
silence,  but  she  did  not  notice  him  ;  her 
looks,  her  eyes,  her  smile,  were  all  for 
Morrel. 

"Oh!  whatever  may  be  M.  Noii-tiei-'s 
reason,"  answered  Morrel,  "  I  will  readily 
believe  it  to  be  a  good  one." 

"An  excellent  one!"  saiii  Valentine. 
"  He  pretends  the  air  of  the  Faubourg  St. 
Honore  is  not  good  for  inc." 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Morrel  ;  "  in  that  M. 
Noirtier  maybe  riglit  :  your  health  has 
not  appeared  good  the  l;isl,  fortnight." 


"Not  very,"  said  Valentine.  "And 
grandpapa  is  become  mj'  physician  ;  and 
I  have  the  greatest  confidence  in  him, 
because  he  knows  everything." 

"Do  you  then  really  suffer?"  asked 
Morrel,  quickh'. 

"Oh,  it  must  not  be  called  suffering;  I 
feel  a  general  uneasiness,  th:it  is  all.  I 
have  lost  my  appetite,  and  my  stomach 
feels  to  be  struggling  to  become  accus- 
tomed to  something."  Noirtier  did  not 
lose  a  word  of  what  Valentine  said.  "And 
what  treatment  do  3'ou  adopt  for  this 
singular  complaint  ?  " — "  A  very  simple 
one,"  said  A^alentine.  "I  swallow  every 
morning  a  spoonful  of  the  mixture  pre- 
pared for  my  grandfather.  When  I  say 
one  spoonful,  I  began  by  one — now  I  take 
four.  Grandpapa  sa3^s  it  is  a  panacea." 
Valentine  smiled,  but  it  was  evident  she 
suffered. 

Maximilian,  in  his  devbtedness,  gazed 
silently  at  her.  She  was  ver^'  beautiful, 
but  her  usual  paleness  had  increased ;  her 
eyes  were  more  brilliant  than  ever,  and 
her  hands,  which  were  generally  white 
like  mother-of-pearl,  now  more  resembled 
wax,  to  which  tnne  was  adding  a  yellow- 
ish hue.  From  Valentine  the  young  man 
looked  toward  Noirtier.  The  latter 
watched  with  strange  and  deep  inten-st 
the  young  girl,  absoi-bed  by  her  affection  ; 
and  he  also,  like  j\[ori-el,  followed  those 
traces  of  inward  suffering,  which  were  so 
little  perceptible  to  a  common  observer, 
they  escaped  the  notice  of  every  one  but 
the  gi-andfather  and  the  lover. 

"But,"  said  Morrel,  "I  thought  this 
mixture,  of  which  you  now  take  four 
spoonfuls,  was  prepared  for  M.  NoiiMier?" 

"  I  know  it  is  very  bitter,"  said  Valen- 
tine ;  "so  bitter,  tliat  all  I  di-ink  after- 
ward appears  to  have  tlui  same  taste." 
Noirtier  looked  inquiringly  at.  his  grand- 
daughter. "Yes;  grandpapa,"  said 
Valentine;  "it  is  so.  Just  now,  before 
I  came  down  to  you,  I  di  ank  a  glass  of 
eau  sncvvc  :  I  left  half,  because  it  seenied 
so  bitter."  Noirtier  turned  pale,  and 
made  a  sign  tiiat  lie  wislied  to  sjieak. 
Valentine  rose  to  fitch  the  dictionary. 
Noirtier  watched  hei-  with  evident  an- 
guish.    In  fact,  the  blood  was  I'ushing  to 
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the  youTi°'  g'irl's  head  alread}',  licr  cheeks 
were  becomhig  red.  "  Oh  !  "  cried  she, 
without  Josing-  any  of  her  cheerfulness, 
•'  this  is  sins-ular  !  A  dimness  !  Did  the 
sun  shine  in  my  eyes."  And  she  leaned 
;i.i;;nnst  tlie  window. 

'•  The  sun  is  not  shining-,"  said  Morrel, 
more  alarmed  by  Noirtier's  expression 
th;in  by  Valentine's  indisposition.  He 
ran  toward  her.  The  young-  g-irl  smiled. 
^'  Comfoi-t  yourself !  "  said  she  to  Noirtier. 
^•' Do  not  be  alarmed,  Maximilian;  it  is 
nothing-,  and  luis  already  passed  away. 
But  listen  I  Do  I  not  hear  a  carriag-e  in 
the  court^-ard  ?  "  She  opened  Noirtier's 
door,  ran  to  a  window  in  the  passag-e,  and 
returned  hastily.  '-'Yes,"  said  she,  "it 
is  Madame  Danglars  and  her  daughter. 
who  are  come  to  call  on  us.  Good-by  I  I 
must  run  away,  for  the}'  would  send  here 
for  me;  or,  rather,  farewell  till  I  see  you 
again.  Stay  with  g-randpapa,  Maximilian  ; 
I  promise  you  not  to  persuade  them  to 
stay." 

Morrel  watched  her  as  she  left  the  room  ; 
he  heard  her  ascend  the  little  staircase 
which  led  both  to  Madame  de  Villefort's 
apartments  and  to  hers.  As  soon  as  she 
was  g-one,  Noirtier  made  a  sign  to  Morrel 
to  take  the  dictionary.  Morrel  obej-ed  ; 
guided~by  Valentine,  he  had  learned  how 
to  understand  the  old  man  quickly.  Ac- 
customed, however,  as  he  was,  and  having 
to  repeat  most  of  the  letters  of  the  alpha- 
bet, and  to  find  every  word  in  the  diction- 
ary, it  was  ten  minutes  before  the  thought 
of  tiie  old  man  was  translated  hy  these 
words,  "Fetch  the  glass  of  water  and  the 
deca.nter  from  Valentine's  room."  Mor- 
rel rang  immediately  for  the  servant  who 
had  taken  Barrois'  situation,  and  in  Noii'- 
tier's  na  me  gave  that  order.  The  servant 
soon  returneii.  The  decanter  and  the 
glass  W(>re  completely  empty.  Noirtier 
made  a  sign  that  he  wished  to  speak. 
"Why  are  the  "lass  and  decanter  empty  ?" 
asi^ed  he  ;  "  Valent  ine  said  she  only  drank 
half  the  glassful."  The  translation  of 
this  new  question  occupied  anothiM-  five 
miiuites.  •■  I  do  not  know."  said  the  ser- 
vant. "  but  the  housemaid  is  in  Mademoi- 
selle V^alentine's  room  :  perhaps  she  has 
emptied  them.'^— "  Ask  her,"  said  ^[orrel. 


translating  Noirtier's  thought  this  time 
by  his  look.  The  servant  went  out,  but 
returned  almost  immediately'.  "Made- 
moiselle Valentine  passed  through  the 
room  to  go  to  Madame  de  Villefort's," 
said  he;  "and  in  passing,  as  she  was 
thirsty,  she  drank  what  remained  in  the 
glass;  as  for  the  decanter,  M.  Edward 
had  emptied  that  to  make  a  pond  for  his 
ducks."  Noirtier  raised  his  eyes  to  heav- 
en, as  a  gambler  does  who  stakes  his  all 
on  one  stroke.  From  that  moment  the 
old  man's  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  door, 
and  did  not  quit  it. 

It  was  indeed  Madame  Danglars  and 
her  daughter  whom  Valentine  had  seen  ; 
they  had  been  ushered  into  Madame  de 
Villefort's  room,  who  had  said  she  would 
receive  them  there.  That  is  why  Valen- 
tine passed  through  her  room,  Avhich  was 
on  a  level  with  Valentine's,  and  only  sepa- 
rated from  it  by  Edward's.  The  two 
ladies  entered  the  drawing-room  with  tliat 
sort  of  official  stiffness  which  announced  a 
communication.  Between  worldly  people 
a  shadow  is  soon  caught.  Madame  de 
Villefort  received  them  with  equal  solem- 
nity. Valentine  entered  at  this  moment 
and  the  formalities  were  resumed.  "My 
dear  friend,"  said  the  baroness,  while  the 
two  young  people  were  shaking  hands,  "  I 
and  Eugenie  are  come  to  be  the  first  to 
announce  to  you  the  approaching  marriage 
of  my  daughter  with  Prince  Cavalcanti." 
Danglars  kept  up  the  title  of  prince.  The 
popular  banker  found  it  answered  better 
than  count.  "  Allow  me  to  present  you  my 
sincere  congratulations,"  rejilied  Madame 
de  Villefort.  "  M.  le  Prince  Cavalcanti 
appears  a  young  man  of  rare  qualities." 

"  Listen,"  said  the  baroness,  smiling: 
"speaking  to  you  as  a  friend.  I  would 
say,  the  prince  does  not  yet  appear  all  he 
will  be.  He  has  about  him  a  litlle  of  that 
foreign  manner  by  which  French  pei-sons 
recognize,  at  first  sight,  the  Italian  or 
G«'rman  nobleman.  Besides,  ho  gives  evi- 
dence of  great  kindness  of  disposition. 
much  keenness  of  wit,  and  as  to  suitable- 
ness, ]\I.  Danglars  assures  me  his  fortune 
is  majestic — that  is  his  term." — **  And 
then."  said  Euirenie.  while  turning  over 
the   leaves   of   Madame  de  Villefort's  al- 
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bum,  "add  that  you  have  taken  a  great 
fancy  to  the  young-  man." 

"And,"  said  Madame  de  Villefort,  "  I 
need  not  nsk  3'ou  if  j^ou  share  tliat 
fanc}^?" — "I!"  replied  Eugenie,  with 
her  usual  candor.  "  Oh,  not  the  least  in 
the  world,  madame  !  My  wish  w^as  not 
to  confine  myself  to  domestic  cares,  or  the 
caprices  of  an}^  man,  but  to  be  an  artist, 
and,  consequently,  free  in  heart,  in  per- 
son, and  in  thoug-ht."  Eug-enie  pro- 
nounced these  words  with  so  firm  a  tone 
that  the  color  mounted  to  Valentine's 
cheeks.  The  timid  g-irl  could  not  under- 
stand that  vig-orous  nature  which  ap- 
peared to  have  none  of  the  timidities  of 
woman. 

"At  an}"  rate,"  said  she,  "since  I  am 
to  bo  married  whetlier  I  will  or  not,  I 
oug-lit  to  bo  thankful  to  Providence  for 
having-  released  me  from  my  eng-agement 
with  M.  Albert  de  Morcerf,  or  I  should 
this  day  have  been  the  wife  of  a  dishon- 
ored man." — "  It  is  true,"  said  the  baron- 
ess, with  that  strang-e  simplicity  some- 
times met  with  among  fashionable  ladies, 
and  of  which  plebeian  intercourse  can 
never  entirely  deprive  them — "  it  is  very 
true  that,  had  not  the  Morcerfs  hesitated, 
my  daughter  would  have  married  that  M. 
Albert.  The  g-eneral  depended  mucli  on 
it ;  he  even  came  to  force  M.  Danglars. 
We  have  had  a  narrow  escape." 

"But,"  said  Valentine,  timidlj^  "does 
all  the  father's  shame  revert  upon  tlie 
son?  M.  Albert  appears  to  me  quite  in- 
nocent of  tlie  1  reason  cliarg^ed  against  the 
g-(Mieral." — "Excuse  me,"  said  the  im- 
placable young-  g-irl,  "  M.  Albert  claims 
and  well  deserves  his  share.  It  appears 
that  after  having-  challenged  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo  at  the  Opera  yesterday',  he  apolo- 
gized oti  the  ground  to-day." — "  Impossi- 
blr  I  "  said   Madame  de  Villefort. 

"Ah,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Madame 
Danglars,  with  the  same  simplicity  we 
before  noticed,  "it  is  a  fact!  I  heard  it 
fi-om  M.  Debray.  who  was  present  at  the 
explanation."  Valentine  also  knew  the 
truth,  but  she  did  not  answer.  A  single 
word  had  reminded  her  lliat  Morrel  was 
expecting  her  in  M.  Noirtier's  room. 
Deeply  engag-ed   with    a    sort   of    inwai-d 


contemplation,  Valentine  had  ceased  for  a 
moinent  to  join  in  the  conversation.  She 
would,  indeed,  have  found  it  impossible  to 
repeat  what  had  been  said  the  last  few 
minutes,  when  suddenh^  Madame  Dan- 
g-lars'  hand,  pressed  on  her  arm,  aroused 
her  from  her  letharg-y. 

"What  is  it?"  said  she,  starting-  at 
Madame  Danglars'  touch  as  she  Avould 
have  done  from  an  electric  shock.  "It  is, 
m\'  dear  Valentine,"  said  the  baroness, 
"'  that  you  are,  doubtless,  sulfer-ing." 

"I?"  said  the  young  g-irl,  passing  her 
hand  across  her  burning-  forehead. 

"Yes,  look  at  j-ourself  in  that  g-hiss : 
you  have  turned  pale  and  red  succes- 
sively, three  or  four  times  in  one  minute." 

"  Indeed,"  cried.  Eug-enie,  "  you  are 
very  pale!" — "Oh,  do  not  be  alarmed! 
I  have  been  so  for  some  days."  Artless 
as  she  was,  the  j'ouug-  g-irl  knew  this  was 
an  opportunity  to  leave  ;  besides,  Madame 
de  Villefort  came  to  her  assistance.  "  Re- 
tire, Valentine,"  said  she  ;  "you  are  really 
suffering,  and  these  ladies  will  excuse  you  ; 
drink  a  glass  of  pure  water,  it  v.ill  restore 
3-0U."  Valentine  kissed  Eugenie,  bowed 
to  Madame  Danglars,  who  had  already 
risen  to  take  her  leave,  and  went  out. 
"That  poor  child,"  said  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort, when  Valentine  was  gone,  "  she 
makes  me  v%ry  uneasy,  and  I  should  not 
be  astonished  if  she  had  some  serious  ill- 
ness." Meanwhile,  Valentine,  in  a  sort  of 
excitement  which  she  could  not  quite  under- 
stand, had  crossed  Edward's  room  with- 
out noticing  some  trick  of  the  child,  and 
through  her  own  had  reached  the  little 
staircase.  She  was  at  the  bottom  except-  ' 
ing  three  steps;  she  already  heard  Mo r- 
iHil's  voice,  when  suddenlj'  a  cloud  passed 
over  liei'e^'es,  her  stiffened  foot  missed  the 
step,  her  hands  had  no  power  to  hold  the 
baluster,  and,  falling-  against  the  wall,  she 
rolled  down  these  three  steps  rather  than 
walked.  Morrel  bounded  to  the  door, 
opened  it.  and  found  Valentine  extended 
on  the  floor.  Rapid  as  lightning,  he  raised 
lier  in  his  arms  and  placed  her  in  a  chair. 
Valentine  opened  lier  eyes. 

"  Oh.  what  a  clumsy  thing  I  am  !  "  said 
she.  wit  h  feverish  volubility  ;  "  I  no  longer 
knew  m\-  wav.     I  forgot  there  were  three 
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more  steps  before  the  landing-.'"— "  You 
liave  hurl  yourself,  perhaps,"  said  Mori-el. 
"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Valentine  ?  " 
Valentine  looked  round  her  ;  she  saw  the 
deepest  terror  depicted  in  Noirtier's  eyes. 
••  Comfort  yourself,  dear  grandpapa," 
said  she,  endeavoring-  to  smile;  ''it  is 
notliing- — it  is  nothing- ;  I  was  g-idd}',  tliat 
is  all."— '' Anotlier  giddiness  !  "said  Mor- 
rel,  clasping-  liis  liands.  '-'Oh,  attend  to 
it,  Valentine,  I  entreat  3'ou." — "  But  no," 
said  Valentine — "no,  I  tell  \o\\  it  is  all 
past,  and  it  w;is  nothing-.  Now,  let  me 
tell  3^ou  some  news  :  Eugenie  is  to  be  mar- 
ried in  a  week,  and  in  three  days  there  is 
to  be  a  g-rand  feast,  a  sort  of  betrothing- 
festival.  We  are  all  invited,  my  fathei^, 
Madame  de  Viilefort,  and  I — at  least,  I 
understood  it  so." — '•'  When  will  it,  then, 
"be  our  turn  to  think  of  these  thing-s  ?  Oh, 
Valentine,  you,  who  have  so  much  influ- 
ence over  your  g-randpapa,  try  to  make 
him  answer — Soon." 

"  And  do  you,"  said  Valentine,  "  depend 
on  me  to  stimulate  the  tardiness  and 
arouse  the  memory  of  g-randpapa  ?  " 

"Yes,"  cried  Morrel,  ''be  quick!  So 
long"  as  you  are  not  mine,  Valentine,  I 
shall  always  think  I  may  lose  you.'' 

"Oil  !"  replied  Valentine,  with  a  con- 
vulsive movement,  "Oh!  indeed,  Maxi- 
milian, you  are  .too  timid  for  an  officer, 
for  a  soldier  wlio,  they  say,  never  knows 
fear.  Ah  !  ah  !  ah  I  "  She  burst  into  a 
forced  and  melancholy  laugh,  her  arms 
stiffened  and  twisted,  her  head  fell  back 
on  her  chair,  and  she  remained  motionless. 
The  cry  of  terror  which  was  stopped  on 
Noirlier's  lips  seemed  to  start  from  his 
eyes.  Morrel  understood  it;  he  knew  he 
must  call  assistance.  The  young  man 
ran  the  bell  violently;  the  housemaid  who 
had  been  in  MademoisellcValentinc's  room, 
and  the  servant  who  had  replaced  Bar- 
rois.  ran  in  at  the  sau":*'  moment.  Valen- 
tine was  so  pale,  so  cold,  so  inanimat(V. 
that,  without  listening-  to  what  wns  s:iid 
to  them,  they  were  seized  with  the  fear 
which  pervaded  thnt  liouse.  ;uid  they  flew 
into  the  passage  ci-ying  lor  help.  ]Madame 
Danglars  and  Eugenie  wcM-e  g-oing- out  at 
that  moment;  they  hoanl  the  cause  of 
the  disturbance. 


••  I   told   3'ou   so  !  "   cried   Madame  de 
Viilefort.     "Poor  child!" 


CHAPTER  XCIV. 

THE   CONFESSION. 

At  the  same  moment  M.  de  A-'illefort's 
voice  was  heai-d  calling-  from  his  cabinet, 
"What  is  tlie  liiatter?"  Morrel  con- 
sulted Noit-tier's  look,  who  had  recovered 
his  self-command,  and  with  a  glance  indi- 
cated the  closet  where,  once  before,  under 
somewhat  similar  circumstances,  he  had 
taken  refug-e.  He;  had  only  time  to  g-et 
his  hat,  and  throw  himself  breathless  into 
the  closet;  the  procureur's  footstep  was 
heard  in  the  passag-e.  Viilefort  sprang 
into  the  room,  ran  to  Valentine,  and  look 
her  in  his  ai-ms.  "A  physician,  a  piiysi- 
cian  !  M.  d'Avrig-ny  !  "  cried  Viilefort ; 
"  or  rather  I  will  go  for  him  myself."  He 
flew  from  the  apai-tment,  and  Morrel,  at 
the  same  moment,  darted  out  at  the  other 
door.  He  had  been  struck  to  the  heart  by 
a  frig-htful  recollection — the  conversation 
he  had  heard  between  the  doctor  and 
Viilefort,  the  night  of  Madame  de  Saint- 
Meran's  death,  recurred  to  him;  these 
symptoms,  to  a  less  alarming"  extent,  were 
the  same  which  had  preceded  tiie  deatli  of 
Ban-ois.  At  the  same  time  Monte-Cristo's 
voice  seemed  to  resound  in  his  ear,  who 
had  said,  only  two  hours  before,  "  What- 
ever you  want,  j\Iorrel,  come  to  me :  I 
have  g-reat  power."  More  rapidly  than 
thought,  he  darted  down  the  Rue  Matig- 
non  and  thence  to  the  Avenuedes  Champr,- 
Elysees. 

Meanwhile  M.  de  Viilefort  arrived  in  a 
hired  cabriolet  at  M.  d'Avrigrny's  door. 
He  rang  so  violently  that  the  porter  came 
alarmed.  Viilefort.  ran  upstaii-s  wirliout 
saying  a  word.  The  porter  knew  liini. 
and  let  him  pass,  only  calling- to  him,  ■•  In 
his  cabinet,  ^[.  le  Procureur  du  Roi — in 
his  cal)inet  !  "  Viilefort  pushed,  or  i-athor 
forced,  the  door  open.  "Ah  I"  said  'he 
doctor,  "  is  it  you  ?  " — "  Yes,"  said  Viile- 
fort, closing  the  door  after  him.  "it  is  I, 
wlio  am  come  in  my  turn  to  ask  yon  if  we 
are  quite  alone.  Doctor,  my  house  is 
accursed  I"—-' What!  "  said  tlie  latter, 
with  apparent  coolness,  but  with  d«*ep 
emotion,  "have  you  another  invalid?" 
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"Yes,  doctor,"  cried  Villefort,  seizing-, 
with  a  convulsive  g-rasp,  a  handful  of 
hair,   '*\yes  I  " 

D'Avrig-ny's  look  implied,  '•  I  told  3'ou 
it  would  be  so."  Then  he  slowly  uttered 
these  words,  "Who  is  now  dying  in  your 
house?  What  new  victim  is  going-  to 
accuse  you  of  weakness  before  God  ?  "  A 
mournful  sob  burst  from  Villeforl's  heart; 
he  approached  the  doctor,  and  seizing-  his 
arm — ••Valentine!"  said  he,  "it  is  Val- 
entine's turn  !  "  —  "  Your  daughter  !  " 
cried  D'Avrig-ny,  with  g-rief  and  surprise. 

"You  see  j-ou  were  deceived,"  mur- 
mured the  mag-istrate  ;  "  come  and  see 
her,  and  on  her  bed  of  ag-ony  entreat  her 
pardon  for  having-  suspected  her." 

"  Each  time  you  have  applied  to  me," 
said  the  doctor,  "it  has  been  too  late: 
still  I  will  g-o.  But  let  us  make  haste, 
sir  ;  with  the  enemies  3'ou  have  to  do  with 
there  is  no  time  to  be  lost." 

'•  Oh  !  this  time,  doctor,  you  shall  not 
have  to  repi-oach  me  with  weakness.  This 
time  I  will  know  the  assassin,  and  will 
pursue  him." — "  Let  us  try  first  to  save 
the  victim  before  we  think  of  revengitig- 
her,"  said  D'Avrig-ny.  '•  Come."  The 
same  cabriolet  which  had  broug-ht  Ville- 
fort took  them  back  at  full  speed,  at  the 
same  moment  when  Morrel  rapped  at 
Monte-Cristo's  door.  The  count  was  in 
his  cabinet,  and  was  reading-,  with  an 
angry  look,  something-  which  Bortuccio 
had  broug-ht  in  liaste.  Hearing-  Morrel 
annoiniced,  who  had  left  him  only  two 
hours  before,  the  count  raised  iiis  head. 
He,  as  well  as  tlie  count,  liad  evidently 
been  much  ti-ied  during  those  two  hours, 
for  he  had  left  him  smiling-,  and  returned 
with  a  disturbed  air.  The  count  rose,  and 
sprang-  to  meet  him.  "  What  is  the  mat- 
ter, Maximilian?"  asked  he;  "you  are 
pale,  and  the  perspiration  rolls  from  your 
forehead."  Morrel  fell,  rather  than  .sat, 
down  on  a  cliair.  "Yes,"  said  he,  "I 
came  quickly  ;  I  wanted  to  speak'  to  yoii." 

"Is  all  your  family  well?"  asked  the 
count,  with  an  affectionate  benevolence, 
whose  sincerity  no  one  could  for  a  mo- 
ment doubt. 

"Thank  you,  count, — thank  you."  said 
the   young   man,   evidently   embarrassed 


how  to  beg-in  the  conversation;  "yes, 
every  one  in  my  family  is  well." 

"So  much  the  better;  yet  you  have 
something-  to  tell  me  ?  "  replied  the  count, 
with  increased  anxiety. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mon-el,  "  it  is  true  ;  I  have 
just  left  a  house  where  death  has  just  en- 
tered, to  run  to  you." 

"Are  you  then  come  from  M.  de  Mor- 
cerf's?  "  asked  Monte-Cristo. 

"  No,"  said  Morrel  ;  "  is  some  one  dead 
in  his  house  ?  " 

"  The  g-eneral  has  just  blown  his  brains 
out,"  replied  Monte-Cristo,  with  great 
coolness. — "Oh  !  what  a  dreadful  event  I" 
cried  Maxamilian. 

"  Not  for  the  countess,  nor  for  Albert," 
said  Monte-Cristo;  "a  dead  father  or  hus- 
band is  better  than  a  dishonored  one  : 
blood  washes  out  shame." — "  Poor  coun- 
tess !  "  said  Maximilian,  "  I  pity  her  ver3' 
much  ;  she  is  so  noble  a  woman  !  " 

"  Pity  Albert  also,  Maximilian  ;  for, 
believe  me,  he  is  the  worthy  son  of  the 
countess.  But  let  us  return  to  yourself : 
you  have  hastened  to  me  ;  can  I  have  the 
happiness  of  being:  useful  to  you  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  need  your  help;  that  is,  I 
thought,  like  a  madman,  you  could  lend 
me  your  assistance  in  a  case  where  God 
alone  can  succor  me." — "  Tell  me  what  it 
is,"  replied  Monte-Cristo.. 

"  Oh  :  "  said  Morrel,  "  I  know  not,  in- 
deed, if  I  may  reveal  this  secret  to  mortal 
ears ;  but  fatality  impels  me,  necessity 
constrains  me,  count — "  Morrel  hesitated. 
"  Do  you  think  I  love  you  ?  "  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  taking  the  ^'oung  man's  hand  af- 
fectionately in  his. 

"  Oh  I  von  encourage  me!  and  some- 
t-hing-  tflls  nie  thei-e,"  placing  his  hand 
on  his  heai-t.  *•  that  I  ought  to  have  no 
secret  from  you."' — "You  are  right,  Mor- 
rel :  God  is  speaking  to  yoin-  htart,  and 
your  lieart  speaks  to  you.  Tell  me  what 
it  sa3's." — "Count,  will  you  allow  me  to 
send  Baptistin  to  inquire  after  someone 
you  know  ?  '* — •'  1  ;nn  at  your  service,  and 
still  mon^  my  servants." — "Oh!  I  can- 
not, live,  if  sli(!  is  not  better." 

"  Shall  T  ring  for  Baptistin  !  " — "  No,  I 
will  go  and  speak  to  him  myself."  Mor- 
rel went  out,  called   Baptistin,  and  whis- 
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pered  a  few  words  to  him.  The  valet  ran 
directly.  "  Well,  have  you  sent  ?  "  asked 
Monte-Ciisto,  seeing-  Morrel  return. 

"  Yes,  and  now  I  shall  be  more  calm." 

"  You  Icnow  1  am  waiting/"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  smihng-. 

"  Yes,  and  I  will  tell  30U.  One  evening- 
I  was  in  a  garden  ;  a  clump  of  trees  con- 
cealed me  ;  no  one  suspected  I  was  there. 
Two  persons  passed  near  me — allow  me 
to  conceal  their  names  for  the  present; 
tliey  were  speaking-  in  au  undertone,  and 
yet  1  was  so  interested  in  what  they  said, 
that  I  did  not  lose  a  single  word." — '•  This 
is  a  gloomy  introduction,  if  I  maj^  judge 
from  3''oiir  paleness  and  shuddering:,  Mor- 
rel." — "Oh!  yes,  very  gloomy,  \y\j  friend  ! 
Some  one  had  just  died  in  the  house  to 
whicli  that  garden  belong-ed.  One  of  those 
persons  whose  conv(.'rsation  I  overheard 
was  the  master  of  the  liouse,  the  other, 
the  physician.  The  former  was  confiding- 
to  the  latter  his  grief  and  fear;  for  it  was 
the  second  time  within  a  month  that 
death  had  entered  suddenly  and  unexpect- 
edly that  house,  apparently  destined  to 
destruction  by  some  exti.'rminating-  ang-el, 
as  an  object  of  God's  ang-er." — "  Ah  I 
ah  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  looking  earnest- 
ly at  the  young-  man,  and,  by  an  imper- 
ceptible movement  turning'  his  chair,  so 
that  he  remained  in  the  shade  while  the 
light  fell  full  on  Maximilian's  face.  "Yes," 
continued  Morrel,  "  death  had  entered 
that  house  twice  within  one  month." 

"And  what  did  the  doctor  answer?" 
asked  Monte-Ci-isto. 

"  He  replied — he  replied,  that  the  death 
was  not  a  natural  one,  and  must  be  at- 
tributed-"—"To  what?"— "To  poison." 

"Indeed!"  said  Monte-Cristo,  with  a 
slight  coug-h,  which,  in  moments  of  ex- 
treme emotion,  helped  him  to  disg-uise  a 
blush,  or  his  paleness,  or  the  intense  in- 
terest with  which  he  listened;  "indeed. 
.Maximilian,  did  you  hear  that?  " — "Yes, 
my  dear  count,  I  heard  it ;  and  tlie  doctor 
added  that  if  another  death  occurred  in  a. 
sinular  way  he  must  appeal  to  justice." 
Monte  Cristo  listened,  or  appeared  to  do 
so,  with  the  greatest  calmness.  "  Well  1  " 
said  Maximilian,  "death  came  a  third 
time,  and  neither  the  master  of  the  house 


nor  the  doctor  said  a  word.  Death  is 
now,  perhaps,  striking-  a  fourth  blow. 
Count,  what  am  I  bound  to  do,  being  in 
possession  of  this  secret  ?  " 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"you  appear  to  be  relating-  an  adventure 
wliich  we  all  know  b\'  heart.  I  know  the 
house  where  3'ou  heard  it,  or  one  very 
similar  to  it;  a  house  with  a  garden,  a 
master,  a  physician,  and  where  there 
have  been  three  unexpecCed  and  sudden 
deaths.  Well  !  I  have  not  intercepted 
your  confidence,  and  yet  I  know  all  that 
as  well  as  you,  and  I  have  no  conscien- 
tious scruples.  No,  it  does  not  concern 
me.  You  say  an  exterminating  angel 
appears  to  have  devoted  that  house  to 
God's  ang-er — well!  who  says  your  sup- 
position is  not  realitj^  ?  Do  not  notice 
things  which  those  whose  interest  it  is  to 
see  them  pass  over.  It  is  God's  justice, 
instead  of  His  anger,  which* is  walking 
through  that  house,  ^Maximilian ;  tui-n 
away  your  face,  and  let  His  justice  accom- 
plish its  purpose."  Morrel  shuddered. 
There  was  something  mournful,  solenui, 
and  terrible  in  the  count's  manner. 
"  Besides,"  continued  he,  in  so  changed 
a  tone  that  no  one  would  have  supposed  it 
was  the  same  person  speaking — *  besides, 
wiio  says  that  it  will  begin  again?'' — 
"It  has  returned,  count!"  exclaimed  3Ior- 
rel ;  "  that  is  why  I  hastened  lo  you.'" 

"  Well !  what  do  you  wish  me  to  do  ?  Do 
you  wish  me,  for  instance,  to  give  infor- 
mation to  the  procureur  du  roi  ?  "  Monte- 
Cristo  uttereil  the  last  words  with  so  much 
meaning,  that  Morrel,  starting  up,  cried 
out,  "  You  know  of  whom  I  speak,  count, 
do  you  not  ?  " — "  Pei-fectly  well,  my  good 
friend  ;  and  I  will  prove  it  to  you  by  put- 
ting the  dots  to  the  /,  or,  rather,  by  nam- 
ing- the  persons.  You  were  walking  one 
evening  in  M.  de  Villefort's  garden  :  from 
what  you  relate.  I  suppose  it  to  have  been 
the  evening  of  Madame  de  Saint-^fei-an's 
death.  You  heard  ^[.  de  Villefort  talking 
to  M.  d'Avrigny  about  the  death  of  M.  de 
Saint-Meran,  and  that,  no  less  surprising, 
of  the  countess.  M.  d'Avriu^ny  said  he 
believed  they  both  proceedeil  from  poison  : 
and  you,  honest  man.  have  ever  since  biMin 
asking  your  heart,  and  sounding  your  con- 
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science,  to  know  if  you  ought  to  expose  or 
conceal  this  secret.  Why  do  you  torment 
them  ?  •  Conscience,  what  hast  tliou  to  do 
with  me  ?  '  as  Sterne  said.  M3''  dear  fel- 
low, let  them  sleep  on,  if  they  are  asleep ; 
let  them  grow  pale  in  their  drowsiness,  if 
they  are  disposed  to  do  so  ;  and  pray  do 
you  remain  in  peace,  who  have  no  remorse 
to  disturb  you."  Deep  grief  was  depicted 
on  Morrel's  features ;  he  seized  Monte- 
Cristo's  hand.  '"  But  it  is  begiiming  again, 
I  say !  " 

"Well !  "  said  the  count,  astonished  at 
his  perseverance,  wliich  he  could  not  un- 
derstand, and  looking  still  more  earnestly 
at  Maximilian,  "■  let  it  begin  again  :  it  is  a 
family  of  Atrides ;  God  has  condemned 
tliem,  and  they  must  submit  to  their  pun- 
ishment. They  will  all  disappear,  like  the 
fabrics  children  build  with  cards,  and 
which  fall,  one  by  one,  uniler  the  breath  of 
their  builder,  even  if  there  are  two  hun- 
dred of  them.  Three  months  since,  it  was 
M.  de  Saint-Meran ;  Madame  de  Saint- 
Meran  two  months  since  ;  the  other  day 
it  was  Bariois  ;  to-day,  the  old  Noirtier, 
or  young  Valentine." 

"  You  knew  it  ?  "  cried  Morrel,  in  such 
a  paroxysm  of  terror  that  Monte-Cristo 
started  ;  he  whom  the  falling  heavens 
would  have  found  unmoved;  "you  knew 
it,  and  said  nothing'-?  " — '•  And  what  is  it 
to  uje  ?  "  replied  Monte-Cristo,  shrugging 
his  shoulders  :  "  do  I  know  ti)ose  people  ? 
and  must  I  lose  the  one  lo  save  the  othei*  ? 
Failli,  no,  for  between  the  culprit  and  the 
victun  I  have  no  choice." 

"  But  I,"  cried  Morrel,  groaning  with 
sorrow — "  I  love  her  !  " 

"You  love?  —  whom?"  cried  Monte- 
Cristo,  starting  on  his  feet,  anil  seizing 
the  two  hands  wliich  Morrel  was  raising 
toward  heaven. 

"  I  love  most  fondly — I  love  madly — I 
'lOve  as  a  man  who  would  give  his  life- 
blood  to  spare  her  a  leai' —  I  love  Valen- 
tine de  ViUefort,  who  is  being  murdered 
at  this  moment.  I  Doyoii  understand  me  ? 
I  love  her  ;  and  I  ask  God  and  you  how  I 
can  save  her?"  Monte-Cristo  uttered  a 
cry  which  thos(?  otily  ran  conceive  who 
have   heard  the  roar  of  a   wounded  lion. 

"  Unhappy  man  1  "  cried  he.  wringing 


his  hands  in  his  turn;  "3'ou  love  Valen- 
tine !  —  that  daughter  of  an  accursed 
race  !  "  Never  had  Morrel  witnessed  such 
an  expression — never  had  so  terrible  an 
e^^e  flashed  before  his  face — never  had  the 
genius  of  terror  he  had  so  often  seen, 
either  on  the  battlefield  or  in  the  mur- 
derous nights  of  Algeria,  shaken  around 
him  more  dreadful  fire. 

He  drew  back  terrified. 

As  for  Monte-Cristo,  after  this  ebulli- 
tion, he  closed  his  eyes,  as  if  dazzled  by 
internal  light.  In  a  moment  he  restrain- 
ed himself  so  powerfully  that  the  tem- 
pestuous heaving  of  his  breast  subsided, 
as  turbulent  and  foaming  waves  yield  to 
the  sun's  genial  influence  when  the  cloud 
has  passed.  This  silence,  self-control,  and 
struggle  lasted  about  twenty  seconds, 
then  the  count  raised  his  pallid  face. 

"See,"  said  he,  "  my  dear  friend,  how 
God  punishes  the  most  thoughtless  and 
unfeeling  men  for  their  indifference,  by 
presenting  dreadful  scenes  to  their  view. 
I,  who  was  looUing  on,  an  eager  and 
curious  spectator— I,  who  was  watching 
the  working  of  this  mournful  tragedy — 
I,  who,  like  a  wicked  angel,  was  laughing 
at  the  evil  men  committed,  protected  by 
secrec^'^  (a  secret  is  easily  kept  by  the  rich 
and  powerful),  I  am,  in  my  turn, bitten  by 
the  ser  pent  whose  tortuous  course  I  was 
watching,  and  bitten  to  the  heart !  " 

Morrel  groaned.  "Come,  come,"  contin- 
ued the  count,  "complaints  are  unavailing; 
be  a  man,  be  strong,  be  full  of  hope,  for  I 
am  here,  and  will  watch  over  you." 

MoiMvl  shook  his  head  sorrowfully. 

"I  tell  you  to  hope.  Do  you  under- 
stand me?"  cried  Monte-Cristo.  "Re- 
member that  1  never  uttered  a  falsehood 
and  am  never  deceived.  It  is  twelve 
o'clock,  IMaximilian  :  thank  Heaven  that 
you  came  at  noon  I'atherthan  in  the  even- 
inir,  or  to-morrow  morning.  Listen,  Mor- 
rel ! — it  is  noon;  if  Valentine  is  not  now 
dead.  sh«!  will  not  die."  —  "How  so?" 
.cried  Moi?i'l,  "  when  I  left  her  dying?" 

Monte-Cristo  pressed  his  hands  to  his 
foreheail.  What  was  passing  in  that 
brain,  so  loaded  with  dreadful  secrets? 
What  does  the  angel  of  light ,  or  the  angel 
of  darkness,   say    to   that   mind,  at  once 
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implacable  and  g-enerous?  God  only 
knows.  Monte- Cristo  raised  his  head 
once  more,  and  this  time  he  was  calm  as 
a  child  awaking-  from  its  sleep. 

"Maximilian,"  said  he,  "  return  home. 
I  command  you  not  to  stir — attempt  noth- 
ing ;  not  to  let  \oui-  countenance  betray 
a  thoLig-ht,  and  I  will  send  you  tiding-s. 

Go  !  " 

'•'  Oh  !  count,  you  overwhelm  me  with 
that  coolness.  Have  you,  then,  power 
against  death  ? — Are  you  superhuman  ? — 
Are  you  an  angel?"  And  the  young 
mail,  wlio  had  never  shrunk  from  dang-er, 
shrank  before  Monte-Cristo  with  inde- 
scribable teiTor.  But  Monte  Cristo  look- 
ed at  him  with  so  melanchol}'  and  sweet 
a  smile,  that  Maximilian  felt  the  tears 
filling-  liis  e3^es.  "  I  can  do  much  for  you, 
my  fi-iend,"  replied  the  count.  '*'Go;  I 
must  be  alone,"  Morrel,  subdued  by  the 
extraordinary  ascendency  Monte-Cristo 
exercised  over  everything-  around  him, 
did  not  endeavor  to  resist  it.  He  pressed 
tlie  count's  hand  and  left.  He  stopped 
one  moment  at  the  door,  for  Baptistin, 
whom  he  saw  in  the  Rue  Matignon,  and 
who  was  running-. 

Meanwhile,  Villefort  and  D'Avrig-ny 
had  made  all  possible  haste,  Valentine 
had  not  revived  from  her  fainting  fit  on 
tiieir  arrival,  and  the  doctor  examined 
the  invalid  with  all  the  care  the  circum- 
stances demanded,  and  with  an  interest 
which  the  knowledge  of  the  secret 
doubled.  Villefort,  closely  watching  his 
countenance  and  his  lips,  waited  the  re- 
sult of  the  examination.  Noirtier,  paler 
than  even  the  young  girl,  more  eager 
than  Villefort  for  the  decision,  was 
watching  also  intently  and  affectionately. 
At  last  D'Avrigny  slowly  uttered  these 
words  :— "  She  is  still  alive  !  ''—"  Still  ?  " 
cried  Villefort;  "oh!  doctor,  what  a 
dreadful  word  is  that." — "  Yes,"  said  the 
physician,  "I  repeat  it:  she  is  still  alive, 
and  I  am  astonished  at  it."—"  But  is  she 
safe?  "  asked  the  father. 

"Yes,  since  she  lives."  At  that  mo- 
ment D'Avrigny's  .glance  met  Noirtier's 
eye.  It  glistened  wit.h  such  extraordinary 
joy,  so  rich  and  fnli  of  thought,  that  the 
physician    was    struck.     He    placed    tlie 


young  girl  again  on  the  chair;  her  lips 
were  scarcely  discernible,  they  ,were  so 
pale  and  white,  as  well  as  her  whole  face : 
and  remained  motionless,  looking  at  Noir- 
tier, who  appeared  to  anticipate  and  com- 
mend all  he  did.  "  Sir,"  said  D'Avrigny 
to  Villefort,  "call  Mademoiselle  Valen- 
tine's maid,  if  j'ou  please."  Villefort 
went  himself  to  find  her  and  D'AvrigM3' 
approached  Noirtier.  "Have  \-ou  some- 
thing to  tell  me  ?  "  asked  he!^  The  old 
man  winked  his  eyes  expressively,  which 
we  may  remember  was  his  onl}'  wa}'  of 
expressing  his  approval. 

"  Privately  ?"—"  Yes." 

"  Well,  I  will  remain  with  you."  At 
this  moment  Villefort  retui-ned,  followed 
\)y  the  lady's  maid  ;  and  after  her  came 
Madame  de  Villefort. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  then,  with  this 
dear  child  ?  she  has  just  left  me,  and  she 
complained  of  feeling  unwell:  but  I  did 
not  tliiiik  seriousl\-  of  it."  The  young 
woman,  with  tears  in  her  eyes  and  every 
mai-k  of  affection  of  a  true  mother,  ap- 
proached Valentine  and  took  her  hand. 
D'Avrigny  continued  to  look  at  Noirtier; 
he  saw  the  eyes  of  the  old  man  dilate  and 
become  round,  his  cheeks  tui-n  pale  and 
tremble;  the  perspiration  stood  in  drops 
upon  his  forehead.  "Ahl"  said  he,  invol- 
untarily following  Noirtier's  eyes,  which 
were  fixed  on  Madame  de  Villefort.  who 
repeated — "  This  poor  child  wouUl  be  bet- 
ter in  bed.  Come,  Fanny,  we  will  put  her 
in."  M.  d'Avrigny,  who  saw  that  would 
be  a  means  of  his  remaining  alone  with 
Noirtier,  expressed  his  opinion  tliat  it  was 
the  best  thini:-  that  could  be  done  ;  but  he 
forbade  anything  being  given  to  her  be- 
sides what  he  ordered. 

They  carried  Valentine  a  way  :  she  had 
revived,  but  could  scarcely  move  or  speak. 
so  shaken  was  her  frame  by  the  attack. 
She  had,  however,  jnst  pow(«r  to  give 
hei-  grandfathtM"  one  parting  look:  who, 
ill  losing  her,  seenu'd  to  be  resigning  his 
very  soul,  D'Avri-ny  followed  th.' inva- 
lid, wrote  a  pi-escription,  onlered  Ville- 
fort to  lake  a  cabriolet,  go  in  pei-son  to  a 
chemist's  to  get  the  pn-soribcd  nn'dicine. 
brinu-  it  himself,  and  wait  for  him  in  liis 
daughter's  room.     Then,  having  ivnewed 
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his  injunction  not  to  give  Valentine  any- 
thing, be  went  down  again  to  Noirlier, 
shut  the  doors  carefull}',  and  after  con- 
vincing hunself  no  one  was  listening — 
"Do  you,"  said  he,  '"know  anything-  of 
this  young  lady's  illness?" — "Yes," 
said  the  old  man. 

"  We  have  no  time  to  lose ;  I  will  ques- 
tion, and  do  you  answer  ine."  Noirlier 
made  a  sign  that  he  was  ready  to  answer. 
"Did  you  anticipate  the  accident  which 
has  happened  to  your  granddaughter  ?  " 
— -"Yes."  D'Avrig-ny  reflected  a  mo- 
ment; then  approaching- Noirtier — "Par- 
don Avhat  I  :im  going  to  say,"  added  he, 
"but  no  indication  should  be  neglected  in 
this  terrible  situation.  Did  you  see  poor 
Barrois  die  ?  "  Noirtier  raised  his  eyes  to 
heaven.  "  Do  you  know  of  what  he  died  ?  " 
asked  D'Avrigny,  placing  his  hand  on 
Noirtier's  shoulder. — "  Yes,"  replied  tlie 
old  man. — "  Do  you  think  he  died  a  natu- 
ral death?"  A  sort  of  smile  was  dis- 
cernible on  the  motionless  lips  of  Noirtier. 
— "  Then  j^ou  have  thought  Barrois  was 
poisoned?  "-"Yes." 

"Do  you  think  the  poison  he  fell  a  vic- 
tim to  was  intended  for  him  ?  " 

"No." — "  Do  3'ou  tliink  the  same  hand 
whicli  unintentionally  struck  Barrois  has 
now  attacked  Valentine  ?  "— "  Yes." 

"  Then  will  she  die,  too  ?  "  asked  D'Av- 
rign\',  fixing  his  penetrating  gaze  on  Noir- 
tier. He  watched  the  etfect  of  this  ques- 
tion on  the  old  man.  "No  !  "  replied  he, 
with  an  air  of  triumph  which  would  have 
puzzled  the  most  clever  diviner. — "Then 
you  hope  ?  "  said  D'Avrigny,  with  sur- 
prise.— "  Yes." 

"What  do  you  hope?"  The  old  man 
made  him  understat)d  witli  his  eyes  tiiat  he 
could  not,  answer.  "Ah  !  yes,  it  is  true  !  " 
murmured  D'Avricny.  Then,  turning  to 
Noirtier — "  Do  you  hope  the  assassin  will 
be  tried  ?  "— "  No."—"  Then  you  liope  tlie 
poison  will  take  no  effect  on  Valentine  ?  " 
— "  Yes." 

"  It  is  no  news  to  you."  added  D'Av- 
rigny, "to  tell  you  an  attempt  h;is  been 
m:ide  to  poison  her?  "  The  old  man  made 
a  sign  that  he  entertained  no  doubt 
upon  the  subject.  "Then  how  do  you 
hope  Valentine  will  escape?"     Noirtier 


kept  his  ej'es  steadilj^  fixed  on  the  same 
spot.  D'Avrigny'  followed  the  direction, 
and  saw  they  were  fixed  on  a  bottle  con- 
taining the  mixture  which  he  took  every 
morning.  "Ah!  ah  I  "  said  D'Avrigny, 
struck  with  a  sudden  thought,  ''has  it 
occurred  to  you — "  Noirtier  did  not  let 
him  finish.  "Yes,"  said  he. — "To  prepare 
her  system  to  resist  poison  ?  '" — ''Yes." — 
"B}'" accustoming  her  by  degrees?" — "Yes, 
yes,  yes,"  said  Noirtier,  delighted  to  be  un- 
derstood.— "  Trul}'  !  I  had  told  j-ou  there 
was  brucine  in  the  mixture  I  give  you  !" 

"Yes." — "And  by  accustoming  her  to 
that  poison,  you  have  endeavored  to  neu- 
tralize the  effect  of  a  similar  poison  ?  " 
Noirtier's  jo.v  continued.  "'  And  you 
have  succeeded  !  "  exclaimed  D'Avrig-n3\ 
"Without  that  precaution  Valentine 
would  have  died  before  assistance  could 
have  been  procured.  The  dose  has  been 
excessive,  but  she  has  onl}'  been  shaken 
by  it;  and  this  time,  at  any  rate,  Val- 
entine will  not  die."  A  superhuman  joy 
expanded  the  old  man's  e^'es,  which  were 
raised  to  word  heaven  with  an  expression 
of  infinite  gratitude.  At  this  moment  Vil- 
lefort returned.  "Here,  doctor,"  said  he, 
"is  what  you  sent  me  for." 

"  Was  this  prepared  in  your  presence?  " 

"Yes,"  replied  the  procureur  du  roi. 

"Have  you  not  let  it  g-o  out  of  your 
hands?"— "No."  D'Avrigny  took  the 
bottle,  poured  some  drops  of  the  mixture 
it  contained  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  and 
swallowed  them.  "Well,"  said  he,  "let 
us  go  to  Valentine:  I  will  give  instruc- 
tions to  every  one,  and  you,  ]\I.  do  Ville- 
fort,  will  3'oui-self  see  that  no  one  deviates 
fi'om  th(>m." 

At  the  moment  when  D'Avrigny  was 
returning  to  Valentine's  room,  accom- 
I)anied  b}'  Villefort,  an  Italian  priest,  of 
serious  demeanor  and  calm  and  firm  tone, 
hired  for  his  use  the  house  adjoining  the 
hotel  of  M.  de  Villefort.  No  one  knew 
how  the  three  former  tenants  of  that 
house  left.  it.  About  two  hours  afterward 
its  f()«ind:ition  was  reported  to  be  unsafe; 
but  the  report  did  not  prevent  the  new 
occupant  est;il)li.shing  hiniself  there  with 
his  mod''sl  fui-uiHire  the  same  day  at  five 
o'clock.      The   lease   was   drawn    up   for 
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three,  six,  or  nine  years  by  the  new  ten- 
ant, who,  according-  to  the  rule  of  the 
proprietor,  paid  six  months  in  advance. 
This  new  tenant,  who,  as  we  have  said, 
was  an  Itahan,  was  called  II  Sig-nor  Gia- 
como  Busoni.  Workmen  were  immedi- 
ately called  in,  and  the  same  night  the 
passengers  at  the  end  of  the  faubourg  saw 
witli  surprise  carpenters  and  masons  oc- 
cupied in  repaii'ing  the  lower  part  of  the 
tottering  house. 


CHAPTER  XCV. 

THE  FATHER  AND   DAUGHTER. 

We  have  seen  in  a  preceding  cliapter 
Madame  Danglars  coming  formally  to  an- 
nounce to  Madame  de  Villefort  the  ap- 
proaching marriage  of  Eugenie  Danglars 
and  M.  Andrea  Cavalcanti.  This  an- 
nouncement, which  implied,  or  appeared 
to  imply,  a  resolution  taken  by  all  the 
parties  concerned  in  this  great  affair,  had 
been  preceded  by  a  scene  to  which  our 
readers  must  be  admitted.  We  beg  them 
to  take  one  step  backward,  and  to  trans- 
port themselves,  the  morning  of  that  day 
of  great  catastrophes,  into  the  beautifully 
gilded  saloon  we  have  before  shown  them, 
and  which  was  the  pride  of  its  owner,  the 
Baron  Danglars.  In  this  room,  at  about 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  banker 
himself  had  been  walking  some  miimtes, 
thoughtful,  and  evidently  uneasy,  watch- 
ing each  door,  and  listening*  to  every 
sound.  When  his  patience  was  exhausted , 
he  called  his  valet.  ''Stephen,'"  said  he, 
"  see  wh}'  Mademoiselle  Eugenie  has  asked 
me  to  meet  her  in  the  drawing-room, 
and    \\\\y  she  makes   me   wait  so  long.'' 

Having  given  this  vent  to  his  ill-humor, 
the  baron  became  more  calm  ;  Mademoi- 
selle Danglars  had  that  morning  re- 
quested an  interview  with  her  father,  and 
had  fixed  on  that  drawing-room  as  the 
spot.  The  singularity  of  this  step,  and, 
above  all,  its  formal  character,  had  not  a 
little  surprised  the  banker,  who  had  im- 
mediately obej^ed  his  daughter  by  n^pair- 
ing  first  to  the  drawing-room.  St.>phen 
soon  i-eturned  from  his  errand.  "Made- 
moiselle's lady's  maid  says,  sir.  that 
mademoiselle  is  finishing  her  toilet,  and 
will  be  here  shoi-tly." 


Danglars  nodded,  to  signify  he  was  sat- 
isfied. To  the  world  and  to  his  servants 
Danglars  assumed  the  good-natured  mun 
and  the  weak  father.  This  was  one  of  his 
characters  in  the  popular  comedy  he  was 
performing;  it  was  a  physiognomy  he 
had  adopted,  and  which  appeai-ed  as  suit- 
able to  him  as  it  was  to  the  right  side  of 
the  profile  masks  of  the  fathers  of  the 
ancient  theaters  to  have  a  turncd-up  and 
laughing  lip,  while,  on  the  left  side,  it,  was 
drawn  down  and  ill-tempered.  Let  us 
hasten  to  sa3'  that,  in  private,  the  lurned- 
up  and  laughing  lip  descended  to  the  level 
of  the  drawn-down  and  ill-tempered  one  : 
so  that,  generally,  the  indulgent  man  dis- 
appeared to  give  place  to  the  brutal  hus- 
band and  domineering  father.  '•  Why  the 
devil  does  that  foolish  girl,  who  pretends 
to  wish  to  speak  to  me,  not  come  into  my 
cabinet  ?  and  why,  above  all,  can  she 
want  to  speak  to  me  at  all  ?  " 

He  was  revolving  this  worr3-ing  thought 
in  his  brain  for  the  twentieth  time,  when 
the  door  opened,  and  Eugenie  appeared, 
attired  in  a  figured  black  satin  dress,  her 
hair  arranged,  and  gloves  on,  as  if  going 
to  the  Italian  Opera.  ''Well,  Eugenie,, 
what  is  it  you  want  with  me  ?  and  why  in 
this  solemn  drawin.af-i'oom  when  the  cabi- 
net is  so  comfortable  ?  " 

"You  are  right,  sir,  and  have  pi-oposed 
two  questions  which  include  all  tl)e  con- 
versation we  are  going  to  have.  I  will 
answer  them  both,  and,  contrary  to  the 
usual  method,  the  last  first,  as  being  the 
least  complex.  I  have  chosen  tb.e  draw- 
ing-room, sir,  as  our  place  of  rendezvous, 
in  order  to  avoid  the  disagreeable  impres- 
sions and  influences  of  a  banker's  cabinet. 
Those  cash-books,  gilded  as  thej'  may  be, 
those  drawers,  locked  like  gates  of  fort- 
resses, those  heaps  of  bank-bills,  come 
from  I  know  not  where,  and  t  he  quantiit'S 
of  letters  from  England,  Holland.  Spain, 
India,  China,  anil  Peru,  have  generally  a 
strange  influence  on  a  father's  mind,  and 
make  him  forget  there  is  in  the  world 
an  interest  great»M' and  more  sacn'd  than 
the  good  opinion  of  his  oorrespondetits. 
I  have,  therefore,  chosen  this  drawing- 
room,  where  you  se.\  smiling  and  happy 
in  their  magnificent  frames,  your  portrait. 
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mine,  my  mother's,  and  all  sorts  of  rural 
landscapes  and  touching"  pastorals.  I 
rely  much  on  external  impressions;  per- 
h;ips,  with  regard  to  3'ou,  they  are  imma- 
terial ;  but  I  should  be  no  artist  if  1  had 
not  some  fancies." 

"Very  well,"  replied  M.  Danglars,  who 
had  listened  to  all  this  preamble  with  im- 
perturbable coolness,  but  without  under- 
standing a  word,  engaged  as  he  was,  like 
every  man  burdened  with  thoughts  of  the 
past,  in  seeking  the  thread  of  his  own 
ideas  in  those  of  the  speaker. 

"  There  is,  then,  the  second  pointcleared 
up,  or  nearly  so,"  said  Eugenie,  without 
the  least  confusion,  and  with  that  mascu- 
line pointedness  which  distinguished  her 
gesture  and  her  language  ;  "and  3'ou  ap- 
pear satisfied  with  the  explanation.  Now, 
let  us  return  to  the  first !  You  ask  me 
why  I  have  requested  this  interview ;  I 
Avill  tell  3'OU  in  two  words,  sir ;  I  will  not 
marr^'  M.  le  Comte  Andrea  Cavalcanti." 

Danglars  bounded  from  his  chair,  and 
with  this  motion  raised  his  e3'es  and  arms 
toward  heaven. 

"  Yes,  indeed,  sir,"  continued  Eugenie, 
still  quite  calm;  "you  are  astonished,  I 
see  ;  for  since  this  little  affair  commenced, 
I  have  not  manifested  the  slightest  oppo- 
sition ;  sure,  as  I  always  am,  when  the 
opportunity  arrives,  to  oppose  to  people 
who  liave  not  consulted  me,  and  things 
whicli  displease  me,  a  determined  and 
absolute  will.  However,  this  time,  this 
tranquillity,  this  passiveness,  as  philoso- 
phers sa\',  proceeded  from  another  source; 
it  pi-oceeded  from  a  wish,  like  a  submis- 
sive and  devoted  daughter  (a  slight  smile 
was  observable  on  the  purple  lips  of  the 
young  girl),  to  practice  obedience." 

"  Well  ?  "  asked  Danglars. 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  Eugenie,  "  1  have 
tried  to  the  very  last;  and  now  the  mo- 
ment has  come,  in  spit(?  of  all  my  efforts, 
I  feel  it  is  impossible."—"  Bui ,"  said  Dan- 
glars, whose  weak  mind  w:is  at  first  quite 
overwhelmed  with  the  wciirht  of  this  piti- 
less logic,  marking  cvidcMit  premeditation 
and  force  of  will.  "  what  is3'our  reason  for 
this  refusal,  Eugenie?  what  icason  do  you 
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"  My  reason  ?  "  replied  the  young  girl. 


"Well!  it  is  not  that  the  man  is  more 
ugly,  more  foolish,  or  more  disagreeable 
than  an3'  othei";  no,  M.  Andrea  Caval- 
canti ma3''  appear  to  those  who  look  at 
men's  faces  and  figures  a  ver3'  good  model. 
It  is  not,  either,  that  my  heiirt  is  less 
touched  hj  him  than  an3'  other;  that 
would  be  a  school-girl's  reason,  which  I 
consider  quite  beneath  me.  1  actually 
love  no  one,  sii';  3'on  know  it,  do  3'^ou 
not  ?  I  do  not,  then,  see  wh3',  without 
real  necessit3',  I  should  encumber  my  life 
with  a  perpetual  companion.  Has  not 
some  sage  said,  '  Rien  de  trop;'  ami  an- 
other, '  Portez  tout  avec  vous-meme  !  ' 
I  have  been  taught  these  two  aphorisms 
in  Latin  and  in  Greek  !  one  is,  I  believe, 
fi-om  Phtedrus,  and  the  other  from  Bias. 
Well,  m3'  dear  father,  in  the  shipwreck 
of  life — for  life  is  an  eternal  shipwreck  of 
our  hopes — I  cast  into  the  sea  m3'^  useless 
encumbrance,  that  is  all  ;  and  I  remain 
with  m3'  own  will,  disposed  to  live  per- 
fectl3'  alone,  and,  consequentl\',  perfect I3' 
free." — "  Unhapp3'  girl  !  unhap[\y  girl  1  " 
murmured  Danglars,  turning  pale,  for  he 
knew,  from  long  experience,  the  soliditj'- 
of  the  obstacle  he  so  suddenly  encoun- 
tered . 

"Unhapp3'^  girl!"  replied  Eugenie, 
"unhapp3'  girl!  do  3'OU  axiw.  sir?  No, 
indeed,  the  exclamation  appears  quite  the- 
atrical and  alTected.  Happ\-,  on  the  cot.- 
traiVy,  for  what  am  I  in  want  of?  The 
world  calls  me  beautiful.  It  is  sonwMhing 
to  be  well  received  :  I  like  a  favorable  re- 
ception ;  it  expands  the  countenance,  and 
tnose  around  me  do  not  then  appear  so 
\\S\y'.  I  possess  a  share  of  wit,  and  a  cer 
lain  relative  sensibility',  which  enables  me 
to  draw  from  general  life,  for  the  support 
of  mine,  all  I  meet  with  that  is  good.  lik(^ 
t,h(^  monkev  who  cracks  the  nut  to  get  at 
its  contents.  I  am  lich,  for  nou  hav«'  one 
of  the  first  fortunes  in  France  :  I  am  3'our 
onlv  daughter,  and  3-ou  are  not  so  tena- 
cious as  the  fatliers  of  La  Porte  Saint- 
Martin  and  La  Gaiete,  who  disinherit.d 
their  daughters  l>ecause  the.v  will  give 
the:n  no  grandchildren.  Besides,  the 
pj'ovidtMit  law  h;»s  deprived  ,you  of  the 
power  to  disinherit  me,  at  least.  ontirel3', 
as  it  has  also  of  the  power  to  compel  me 
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to  marry  a  particular  person .  Thus,  bea u- 
til'ul,  \vitt\%  soiuewhat  talented,  as  the 
comic  operas  say,  and  rich— and  that  is 
happiness,  sir— why  do  you  call  me  un- 
happy ?  '" 

Dang-lars,  seeing-  his  daughter  smiling-, 
and  proud  even  to  insolence,  could  not  en- 
tirely repress  his  brutal  feelings  ;  but  they 
belrayed  themselves  only  by  an  exclama- 
tion. Under  Ihe  inquiring  gaze  of  his 
daughter,  before  that  beautiful  black  eye- 
brow, contracted  bj'  interrogation,  he 
priidentlj^  tiu-ned  awa}^  and  calmed  him- 
self immediately,  daunted  by  the  iron 
hand  of  circumspection.  "  Truly,  my 
daugiiLer,''  replied  he,  with  a  smile,  ''  j^ou 
are  all  j'ou  boast  of  being,  excepl.ing  one 
*  thing;  I  will  not  too  hastily  tell  you 
which,  but  would  rather  leave  yon  to 
guess  it."  Eugenie  looked  at  Danglars, 
much  surprised  that  one  flower  of  her 
crown  of  pride,  with  which  she  had  so 
superbly  decked  herself,  should  be  dis- 
puted. "My  daughter,"  continued  the 
banker,  '-you  have  perfectly  explained  to 
me  the  sentiments  which  influence  a  girl 
like  you  who  is  deterrain(>d  she  will  not 
marry  ;  now  it  remains  for  me  to  tell  you 
the  motives  of  a  fathi-r  like  me.  who  has 
decided  his  daughter  shall  marry."  Eu- 
genie bowed,  not  as  a  submissive  daughter, 
but  as  an  adversary  prepared  for  a  dis- 
cussion. 

'•My  daughter,"  continued  Danglars, 
•'when  a  father  asks  his  daughter  to 
choose  a  husband,  he  lias  always  some 
reason  for  wishing  her  to  marry.  Some 
are  atfected  with  the  mania  to  which  you 
alluded  just  now,  that  of  living  again  in 
their  grandchildren.  This  is  not  my  weak- 
ness, I  tell  you  at  once  ;  family  joys  have 
no  charm  for  me.  I  may  acknowledge 
this  to  a  daughter  whom  I  know  to  be 
pliilosophical  enough  to  understand  my 
indilTerence,  and  not  to  impute  it  to  me  as 
a  crime." 

'•-4  Ja  honne  henre,''  said  Eugenie  ;  "■  let 
us  speak  candidly,  sir,  I  admire  it." 

'•'  Oh  !  "  said  Danglars  ;  ''  I  can,  when 
circumstances  render  it  desirable,  adopt 
your  system,  although  it  may  not  be  my 
general  practice.  I  will  therefore  pro- 
ceed.    I  have  proposed  to  you  to  marry. 


not  for  your  sake,  for,  indeed,  I  did  not 
think  of  you  in  the  least  at  the  moment 
(you  admire  candor,  and  will  now  be  satis- 
fied, I  hope)  ;  but  because  it  suited  me  to 
marry  you  as  soon  as  possible,  on  account 
of  certain  commercial  speculations  1  am 
desirous  of  entering  into."  Eugenie  be- 
came uneas}'. 

'•It  is  just  so,  I  assure  you,  and  you 
must  not  be  angry  with  me;  for  3-ou  have 
sought  this  disclosure.  I  do  not  willingly 
enter  into  all  these  arithmetical  explana- 
tions with  an  artist  like  you,  who  fear  to 
enter  my  cabinet  lt?st  you  should  imbibe 
disagreeable  or  anti-poetic  impressions  and 
sensations.  But  in  that  same  banker's 
cabinet,  where  you  \avy  willingly  pre- 
sented yourself  j'esterdaj'  to  ask  for  the 
thousand  francs  I  give  you  monthly  for 
pocket-money,  you  must  know,  my  dear 
young  lad}',  many  things  may  be  learned, 
useful  even  to  a  girl  who  will  not  marry. 
There  one  may  learn,  for  instance,  what, 
out  of  I'egard  to  your  nervous  susceptibil- 
ity, I  will  inform  you  of  in  the  drawing- 
room,  namel}',  that  the  credit  of  a  banker 
is  his  physical  and  moral  life;  that  credit 
sustains  him  as  breath  animates  the  body  ; 
and  M.  de  Monte-Ci'isto  once  gave  me  a 
lecture  on  that  subject,  which  I  have  never 
forgotten.  There  we  may  learn  that  as 
credit  sinks,  the  body  becomes  a  corpse ; 
and  this  is  what  must  liappen  very  soon 
to  the  banker  who  is  proud  to  own  so  good 
a  logician  as  you  for  his  daughter."  But 
Eugenie,  instead  of  stooping,  drew  her- 
self up  under  the  blov.-.  "  Ruined  1  "  said 
she.  —  "Exactly,  my  daughter:  that  is 
precisely  what  I  mean."  said  Danglars, 
almost  digging  his  nails  into  his  breast, 
while  he  i)reserved  on  his  harsh  features 
the  smile  of  the  heartless  thnn«rh  clever 
man  ;  "  ruined  !  yes,  that  is  it." 

"Ah  !  "  said  Eugenie. 

'•Yes,  ruined  I  now  it  is  revealed.  Ihis 
secret  so.fidl  of  horror,  as  the  tragic  poet 
says.  Now,  my  d.uujhter,  learn  fioni  my 
lips  how  you  may  alh'viale  this  misfort- 
une, so  far  as  it  will  atTect  you," 

'•  Oil  !  "  cried  Eugenie,  ".vou  an?  a  bad 
phj-siognomist,  if  you  imagine  I  deploi>\ 
on  my  own  account,  the  catastrophe  you 
announce  to  me.     I  ruined  !  and  what  will 
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that  sig-nif}'-  to  nie  ?  Have  I  not  my 
talent  left  ?  Can  I  not,  like  la  Pasta,  la 
Malibran,  la  Grisi,  acquire  for  myself 
what  you  would  never  have  g-iven  me, 
whatever  might  have  been  your  fortune, 
a  hundred  or  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
livres  per  annum,  for  which  I  shall  be  in- 
debted to  no  one  but  m^'^self ;  and  which, 
instead  of  being-  given  as  you  gave  me 
those  poor  twelve  thousand  francs,  with 
pouting"  looks  and  reproaches  for  my 
prodig-ality,  will  be  accompanied  with 
acclamations,  with  bravos,  and  with 
flowers  !  And  if  I  do  not  possess  that 
talent,  which  your  smiles  prove  to  me  you 
doubt,  should  I  not  still  have  that  furious 
love  of  independence,  which  will  be  a  sub- 
stitute for  all  treasure,  and  which  in  m.y 
mind  supersedes  even  the  instinct  of  self- 
preservation  ?  No,  I  grieve  not  on  my 
own  account,  I  shall  always  find  a  re- 
source ;  mN^  books,  m3'^  pencils,  m}-  piano, 
all  those  thing's  which  cost  but  little,  and 
which  I  shall  be  able  to  procure,  will  re- 
main my  own.  Do  you  think  that  I  sorrow 
for  Madame  Dang-lars  ?  Undeceive  your- 
self again  ;  either  I  am  g-reatly  mistaken, 
or  she  has  provided  ag-ainst  the  catas- 
trophe which  threatens  you,  and  which  will 
pass  over  without  affecting'  her  ;  she  has 
taken  care  of  herself,  at  least  I  hope  so, 
for  her  attention  has  not  been  diverted 
from  her  projects  by  watching-  over  me; 
she  has  fostered  my  independence  by  pro- 
fessedly indulging  my  love  for  liberty. 
Oh  !  no,  sir  ;  from  my  childhood  I  have 
seen  too  much,  and  undcisLood  too  much, 
of  what  has  passed  around  me,  for  mis- 
fortune to  have  an  undu(^  power  over  me  ; 
from  my  earliest  I'ecoUections,  I  have 
been  beloved  by  no  one — so  much  the 
worse  ;  that  has  naturally  led  me  to  love 
no  one — so  much  the  better  :  now  you 
have  my  profession  of  faith." 

"Then,"  said  Danglars,  pah;  with 
ang-er,  which  did  not  emanate  Jr-om  of- 
fended paternal  love — "then,  mademoi- 
selle, you  persist  in  your  determination  to 
accelerate;  my  ruin  ?  " — "Your  ruin?  I 
accelerate 5'^our  ruin  !  wliat  do  you  mean? 
I  do  not  imderstand  you." 

"So  much  tlie  better,  I  have  a  ray  of 
hope  left :  listen." — "  I  am  all  attention," 


said  Eugenie,  looking  so  oarnestl}-  at  her 
lather,  that  it  was  an  t^ffort  to  the  latter 
to  bear  her  powerful  gaze. 

"M.  Cavalcanti,"  continued  Dang-lars, 
"is  about  to  marry  j^ou,  and  will  place 
in  my  hands  his  fortune,  amounting-  to 
three  million  livres." 

"That  is  admirable  I '"'  said  Eugenie, 
with  sovereig-n  contempt,  smoothing-  her 
gloves  out  one  upon  the  other. 

"  You  think  I  shall  deprive  you  of 
those  three  millions,"  said  Danglars ; 
"but  do  not  fear  it.  They  are  destined 
to  produce  at  least  ten.  I  and  a  brother 
banker  have  obtained  a  grant  of  a  rail- 
way, the  only  speculation  which  in  the 
present  day  offers  any  prospect  of  imme- 
diate success,  like  the  chimerical  Missis- 
sippi, which  Law  formerly  supplied  for  the 
good  Parisians,  those  Cockneys  in  specula- 
tion. In  m\'  estimation,  a  million's  worth 
in  therailwa^'^  is  equal  to  an  acre  of  uncul- 
tivated land  upon  the  banks  of  the  Ohio. 
It  is  a  deposit,  belonging  to  a  mortgage, 
which  is  an  advance,  as  you  see,  since  we 
gain  at  least  ten,  fifteen,  twenty,  or  a 
hundred  livres'  worth  of  iron  in  exchange 
for  our  mor.ey.  Well,  within  a  week  1 
am  to  deposit  four  millions  for  m^'  share  ; 
these  four  millions,  I  promise  you,  will 
produce  ten  or  twelve." 

"  But  duiing  ni}"^  visit  to  3'ou  the  day 
before  ^^esterday,  sir,  which  you  appear 
to  recollect  so  well,"  replied  Eugenie,  "  I 
saw  3-ou  lay  up — is  not  that  the  term? — 
five  millions  and  a  half;  you  even  pointed 
them  out  to  me  in  two  drafts  on  the 
treasury,  and  you  were  astonished  that 
so  valuable  a  paper  did  not  dazzle  my 
e3'es  like  lightning." 

"  Yes,  but  those  five  millions  and  a  half 
are  not  mine,  and  are  onl\'  a  pi'oof  of  the 
great  coiiiidence  placed  in  me;  m^'  title 
of  popular  banker  has  gained  me  the  con- 
fidence of  the  hospitals,  and  the  five  mil- 
lions and  a  lialf  belong  to  the  lio.spitals  ; 
at  any  othei-  lime  1  should  not  have  hesi- 
tated to  make  use  of  them,  but  the  great 
losses  I  have  recently  sustained  are  w<'ll 
known.  •,\\\i\,  as  I  told  you.  my  credit  is 
rather  shaken.  That  deposit  may  be  at 
any  moment  withdrawn,  and  if  I  had  em- 
ployed It  for   a?ioilier   purpose,  I  should 
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brills'  on  me  a  disgraceful  bankruptcy. 
I  do  not  despise  bankruptcies,  believe  me, 
those  wliicii  enrich,  but  not  those  which 
ruin.  Now,  if  you  marry  M.  Cavalcanti, 
and  I  touch  the  three  millions,  or  even  if 
it  is  thought  I  am  going  to  touch  them, 
mv  credit  will  be  restored,  and  my  fort- 
une which  for  the  last  month  or  two  has 
been  swallowed  up  in  gulfs  which  have 
been  opened  in  my  path  by  an  inconceiva- 
ble fatality,  will  revive.  Do  you  under- 
stand me  ?  '" — "Perfectly  ;  you  pledge  me 
for  three  millions,  do  3^ou  not?  " 

"The  greater  the  amount,  the  more 
flattering  it  is  to  you  ;  it  gives  3''ou  an 
idea  of  j'our  value." — "  Thank  3'ou.  One 
word  more,  sir;  do  you  promise  me  to 
make  what  use  3'ou  can  of  the  report  of 
the  fortune  M.  Cavalcanti  will  bring, 
without  touching  the  sum  ?  This  is  no 
act  of  selfishness,  but  of  delicacy.  I  am 
willing  to  help  rebuild  your  fortune;  but 
I  will  not  be  an  accomplice  in  the  ruin  of 
others." — "But  since  I  tell  you,"  cried 
Danglars,  "  that  with  these  three  mil- 
lions— " — "Do  you  expect  to  recover  3'our 
position,  sir,  without  touching  those  three 
millions  ?  " 

"I  hope  so,  if  the  marriage  should  take 
plac(;  and  confii'iii  m,y  credit." 

"Shall  you  be  able  to  pay  M.  Caval- 
canti the  five  hundred  thousand  francs 
you  promise  for  m,y  dowry  ?  " 

"  He  shall  receive  them  on  returning 
from  the  town-hall." 

"  Well !"—"  What  next?  what  more 
do  .you  want  ?  " 

"I  wish  to  know  if,  in  demanding  my 
signature,  .you  leave  me  entirel.y  free  in 
my  person  ?  " — "  Absolutely  !  " 

*'  Then,  well,  as  I  said  before,  sir,  I  am 
read.y  to  marry  M.  Cavalcanti." 

"  But  what  are  .your  pr().iects  ?  " — "  Ah, 
that  is  111}'-  secret.  What  advantage 
should  I  have  over  you,  if,  knowing  your 
secret,  I  were  to  tell  3'ou  mine  ?  "  Dan- 
glars bit  his  lips.  "  Then,"  said  he. 
"you  are  ready  to  pay  the  ofTicial  visits, 
which  are  absolutely  indispensable?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Eugenie. 

"And  to  sigu  the  contract  in  three 
days?"— "Yes." 

"  Then,  in  my  turn,  I  will  say,  well  !  " 


Danglars  pressed  his  daughter's  hand  in 
his.  But  it  was  extraordinary,  neither 
did  the  father  saj^  "Thank  you,  my 
child,"  nor  did  the  dau.ghter  smile  at  her 
father.  "Is  the  conference  ended?" 
asked  Eugenie,  rising.  Danglars  mo- 
tioned that  he  had  nothing  more  to  sa.y. 
Five  minutes  afterward  the  piano  re- 
sounded to  the  touch  of  Mademoiselle 
d'Armill.y's  fingers,  and  I\Iademoisi-lle 
Danglars  was  singing  Brabantio's  male- 
diction on  Desdemona.  At  the  end  of  the 
piece  Stephen  entered,  and  announced  to 
Eugenie  that  the  horses  were  in  the  car- 
riage, and  the  baroness  was  waiting  for 
her  to  pa.v  her  visits.  We  have  seen 
them  at  Villefort's ;  the}'  proceeded  then 
on  their  course. 


CHAPTER  XCVI. 

THE   CONTRACT. 

Three  da^-s  after  the  scene  we  have  just 
described,  namely  towaid  five  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon  of  the  day  fixed  for  the  sig- 
nature of  the  contract  between  Mademoi- 
selle Eugenie  Danglars  and  Andrea  Cav- 
alcanti, whom  the  banker  persisted  in 
calling  prince,  as  a  fresh  breeze  agitated 
all  the  leaves  in  the  little  garden  situated 
in  front  of  the  Count  of  Monte  Cristo's 
house,  and  the  latter  was  preparing  to  go 
out  while  liis  horses  were  impatiently  paw- 
ing the  ground,  held  in  bv  the  coachman, 
who  had  been  seated  a  quart ei'  of  an  hour 
on  his  box,  the  elegant  phaeion  with 
which  we  are  familiar,  rapidl.v  turned  the 
angle!  of  the  entrance-gate,  and  threw, 
rather  than  set  down,  on  the  steps  of  the 
door,  ]\[.  Andrea  Cavalcanti.  as  much 
decked  and  as  gay  as  if  he,  on  his  side, 
was  going  to  marry  a  princess.  He  in- 
quin'd  after  the  count  with  his  usual 
familiarit.v,  and,  bounding  lightly  to  the 
fii'st  stoi-y,  met  him  on  tiie  top  of  liie 
stairs.  The  count  stopped  on  seeing  the 
young  man.  As  for  Atidrea  he  was 
launched,  and  when  once  launoed  nothing 
stopped  him.  "  Ah  !  gooil-nioinliiir.  m.v 
d<'ar  count,'*  said  h  •.  "  Ah.  M.  Andrea  !  " 
said  the  latter,  with  his  half-jesting  tone; 
"  how  do  .von  do." 

'•  Charniin-iy.  as  you  see.  I  ani  como 
to  talk  to  vou  about  a  thuusand  things; 
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but,  first  tell  me,  were  you  going"  out  or 
just  returned  ?  " 

''I  was  going  out,  sir." — '"Then,  in 
order  not  to  liinder  you,  I  will  get  up  with 
you,  if  you  please,  in  3'our  carriage,  and 
Tom  siiall  follow  with  my  phaeton  in  tow." 

"No,"  said  the  count,  wiih  an  imper- 
ceptible smile  of  conteuipt,  lor  he  had  no 
wish  to  be  seen  in  the  young  man's  so- 
ciety— "  no  ;  I  prefer  listening  to  you  here, 
my  dear  M.  Andrea  ;  we  can  chat  better 
indoors,  and  there  is  nocoacliinan  toover- 
hear  our  conversation."  The  count  re- 
turned to  a  small  drawing-room  on  the 
first  floor,  sat  down,  and,  crossing  his 
legs,  motioned  to  the  young  man  to  take 
a  seat  also.  Andrea  assumed  his  gayest 
manner.  "You  know,  my  dear  count," 
said  he,  "the  ceremony'  is  to  take  place 
this  evening.  At  nine  o'clock  the  con- 
tract is  to  be  signed  at  m.y  father-in-law's." 
— "Ah!  indeed?"  said  Monte-Cristo. — 
"  What ;  is  it  news  to  3'ou  ?  Has  not  M. 
Danglars  apprised  you  of  the  solemnity  ?" 

"  Oh,  3'es,"  said  the  count ;  "'  I  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  him  .yesterday,  but 
I  do  not  think  the  hour  was  mentioned." 

"Possibly;  my  father-in-law  trusled  to 
its  general  notoriety." 

"Well,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "you  are 
fortunate,  M.  C:ivalcanti !  it  is  a  most 
suitable  alliance  you  are  contracting,  and 
Mademoiselle  Danglars  is  a  pretty  girl." 

"  Yes,  indeed  she  is,"  replied  Caval- 
canti,  with  a  very  modest  tone. 

"  Above  all,  she  is  very  rich — at  least, 
I  believe  so,"  said  Monte-Ciisto. 

"  Yiivy  rich,  do  you  think  ?  "  i-eplied  the 
3"0ung  man. 

"  Doubtless  ;  it  is  said  M,  Danglars  con- 
ceals at  least  half  of  liis  fortune." 

"  And  he  acknowledges  fifl ccn  or-  twenty 
millions,"  said  Andrea,  with  a  look  spark- 
ling wilh  joy. 

"  Wii  liout  reckoning,"  added  Monto- 
Crislo,  "  that  he  is  on  the  eve  of  entering 
into  a  soi-t  of  speculation  already  in  vogut; 
in  the  United  S'ates  and  in  England,  but. 
quit,e  novel  in  France." 

"  Yes.  yes,  I  know  what,  you  allude  to — 
the  r.\ilway,  of  which  he  has  obtained  the 
grant,  is  it  not  ?  "— "  Precisely  !  it.  is  gen- 
erally believed  he  will  gain  ten  millions  by 


that  affair." — "Ten  millions!  Do  you 
thmk  so  ?  It  is  magnificent  !  "  said  Caval- 
canti,  who  was  quite  confounded  at  the 
metallic  sound  of  these  golden  words. 
"Without  reckoning,"  replied  Monte- 
Cristo,  "that  all  his  fortune  will  come  to 
you,  and  justly  too,  since  Mademoiselle 
Danglars  is  an  onl\^  daughter.  Besides, 
3'our  own  fortune,  as  your  father  assured 
me,  is  almost:  equal  to  that  of  ^^our  be- 
trothed. But,  enough  of  money  matters. 
Do  you  know,  M.  Andrea,  Ithinkj'ou  have 
managed  this  atFair  rather  skillfully?  " 

"Not  badly,  by  any  means,"  said  the 
young  man  :  "  I  was  born  for  a  diploma- 
tist."— "  Well,  you  must  become  a  diplo- 
matist ;  it  is  a  knowledge  not  to  be  ac- 
quired, you  know  ;  it  is  instinctive.  Have 
you  lost  your  heart?" — "Indeed  I  fear 
it,"  replied  Andrea,  in  the  tone  in  which 
he  had  heard  Dorante  or  Valere  rep\y  to 
Alceste  in  the  Theatre  Francais. — "Is 
3-our  love  returned  ?  " 

"I  suppose  so,"  said  Andrea,  with  a 
triumphant  smile,  "since  I  am  accepted. 
But  I  must  not  forget  one  grand  point." 
— "  Which  ?  "— "  That  I  have  been  singu- 
larly' assisted." — "  Nonsense  I  " — "  I  have 
indeed." — "  By  circumstances  ?  " — "No  ; 
by  you." 

"  By  me  ?  Not  at  all,  prince,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  laj'ing  a  marked  stress  on 
the  title;  "what  have  I  done  for  you? 
Are  not  3'our  name,  3'^our  social  position, 
and  your  merit  sufficient  ?  " — "  No,"  said 
Andiea — "  no  ;  it  is  useless  for  30U  to  sa v 
so,  count.  I  maintain  that  the  position 
of  a  man  like  a'ou  has  done  more  than  m.v 
nanie,  my  social  position,  and  m.v  merit." 

"  You  are  completel.v  mistaken,  sir," 
said  Monie-Cr'isto,  coldl.v,  who  felt  the 
perfidious  maneuver  of  the  .voung  man. 
and  undcMstood  the  bearing  of  his  words  ; 
".you  only  acquired  mv  ])i'otection  after 
tlx",  influence  atid  fortune  of  von r  father 
had  been  ascertained  ;  for,  after  all.  who 
procured  for  me.  who  had  never  seen 
eitlier  vou  or"^your  illustrious  father,  the 
pleasure  of  your  acquaintance?  —  Two 
of  m.v  good  friends,  Lord  Wilmore  and 
the  Abbe  Busoni.  What  encouraged  mo 
not  to  become  your  surety,  but  to  patron- 
ize you  ? — It  was  3'our  father's  name,  so 
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well  known  in  Italy  and  so  hig-hly  honored. 
P(,'rsonally,  I  do  not  know  you.*'  This 
calm  tone  and  perfect  ease  made  Andrea 
feel  he  was,  for  the  moment,  restrained 
bv  a  more  muscular  hand  than  his  own, 
and  tliat  the  restraint  could  not  be  easily 
broken  through. 

*•■  Oil  !  then  VL\y  father  has  really  a  very 
larg-e  foilune,  count  ?  " — '•  It  appears  so, 
sir,"  repUed  Monte-Cristo. 

"Do  you  know  if  my  promised  dowr^'-  is 
come  ?  '*' — "'I  have  been  advised  of  it." 

'•'But  the  three  millions  V — ''  The  three 
millions  are  probably  on  the  road." 
'•  Then  1  shall  really  have  them  ?  " 
"  Forsooth  !  "  said  the  count,  '•  I  do  not 
think  you  have  yet  known  the  want  of 
money."  Andrea  was  so  surprised,  he 
reflected  for  a  moment.  Then,  arousing" 
from  his  reverie — "Now,  sir,  I  have  one 
request  to  make  to  you,  which  you  will 
understand,  even  if  it  should  be  disagree- 
able to  you."  —  "Proceed,"  said  Monte- 
Ci'isto. — "I  have  formed  an  acquaint- 
ance, thard<s  to  my  good  fortune,  with 
many  noted  persons,  and  have,  at  least 
for  the  moment,  a  crowd  of  friends.  But 
marrying,  as  I  am  about  to  do,  before 
all  Paris,  I  ought  to  be  supported  by 
an  illustrious  name,  and,  in  the  absence 
of  the  paternal  hand,  some  powerful  one 
ought  to  lead  me  to  the  altar:  now,  my 
father  is  not  coming  to  Paris,  is  he?  He 
is  old,  covered  with  wouncls,  and  suffers 
dreadfully,  he  says,  in  traveling." 

"'  Indeed  !  " — "  Well,  I  am  come  to  ask 
a  favor  of  you." — "Of  me!" — "Yes,  of 
you." — "  And  pra\^  what  n\\\j  it  be  ?  " 

"Well,  to  take  his  part."— "Ah!  my 
dear  sir  !  What !  after  the  numerous  re- 
lations I  have  had  the  happiness  to  sus- 
tain toward  you,  you  know  me  so  little  as 
to  ask  such  a  thing  !  Ask  me  to  lend  you 
half  a  million,  and,  although  such  a  loan 
is  somewhat  rare,  on  my  honor  3'ou  would 
annoy  me  less  !  Know,  then,  what  I 
thought  I  had  already  told  you,  tliat,  in 
the  moral  participation  particularly  with 
this  world's  affairs,  the  Count  of  ]\[onte- 
Cristo  has  never  ceased  to  entertain  the 
scruples  and  ev{>n  the  superstitions  of  the 
East.  I,  who  have  a  seraglio  at  Cairo, 
one   at   Smyrna,    and  one   at   Constanti- 


nople, preside  at  a  wedding  ? — never  !  " 
— "  Then,  you  refuse  me  ?  " — "'  Decided- 
ly ;  and  were  you  my  son  or  my  brother, 
I  would  refuse  you  in  the  same  way." 

"'  But  what  must  be  done  ?  "  said  An- 
drea, disappointed. 

"You  said  just  now  you  had  a  hundred 
friends." — "Agreed  ;  but  you  introduced 
me  at  M.  Danglars'." 

"Not  at  all!  let  us  recall  the  exact 
facts.  You  met  him  at  a  dinner  party  at 
my  house,  and  you  introduced  youi'self  at 
his  house;  that  is  a  totally  different  atfa  ir." 

"  Yes,  but  \)y  my  marriage,  you  liave 
forwarded  that." — "I!  not  in  the  least, 
I  beg  you  to  believe.  Recollect  what  I 
told  you  when  you  asked  me  to  propose 
3'ou.  '■  Oh  !  I  never  make  matciies,  my 
dear  prince,  it  is  my  settled  principle.'  " 
Andrea  bit  his  lips. — '•  But  at  least  you 
will  be  there?"— "Will  all  Paris  be  there?" 
— "  Oh,  certainly."— "W\^ll,  like  all  Paris, 
I  shall  be  there  too,"  said  the  count. — 
"And  will  you  sign  the  contract  ?" — "  I 
see  no  objection  to  that;  my  scruples  do 
not  go  thus  far." — "Well,  since  you  Mill 
grant  me  no  more,  I  must  be  content  with 
what  you  give  me.  But  one  word  more, 
count."— "What  is  it  ?  "— "' Advice."— 
"Becareful;  advice  is  worse  than  a  .ser- 
vice."— "  Oh,  you  can  give  me  this  with- 
out compromising"  yourself." — "Tell  me 
what  it  is." — "Is  my  wife's  fortune  five 
hundred  thousand  livres  ?  " — "That  is  the 
sum  M.  Danglais  himself  announced." — 
"  Must  I  receive  it,  or  leave  it  in  the  hands 
of  the  notary  ?" 

"  This  is  the  way  such  affairs  are  gen- 
erally arranged  wl\n  it  is  wished  to  do 
them  stylishly  :— Your  two  soIicitoi"S  ap- 
point a  meeting,  when  tlie  contract  is 
signed,  for  the  next  day  or  the  following; 
then  they  exchange  the  two  portions,  for 
which  they  each  give  a  receipt;  then, 
when  the  marriage  is  celebrated,  they 
place  the  anunmt  at  your  disjwsal  as 
chief  of  the  community.*"—**  Heciuse." 
said  Andrea,  wilh  a  certain  ill-concealeti 
uneasiness.  **  I  thought  I  lieaixi  my 
father-m-law  say  he  intended  embarking 
our  property  iu  that  famous  railway  af- 
fair of  which  you  spoke  just  now." 

"Well,**  replied  Monto-Cristo,  "il  will 


566 


WORKS     OF    ALEXANDRE    DUMAS. 


be  the  way.  everybody  sa^-s,  of  treblin.sf 
your  fortune  in  tr  elve  months.  The 
Baron  Dang-lars  is  a  good  father,  and 
knows  how  to  calculate." 

"Come,  then,"  said  Andrea,  "all  is 
well,  excepting"  your  refusal,  Avhich  quite 
grieves  me." 

"  You  must  attribute  it  only  to  natural 
scruples  under  similar  circumstances." 

"  Well,"  said  Andrea,  "  let  it  be  as  you 
wish  :  this  evening"  then,  at  nine  o'clock." 

"Adieu  till  then."  Notwithstanding  a 
slight  resistance  on  the  part  of  Monte- 
Ci'isto,  whose  lips  tui'ned  pale,  but  who 
preserved  his  cei-emonious  smile,  Andrea 
seized  the  count's  hand,  pressed  it, 
jumped  into  his  phaeton,  and  disappeared. 

The  four  or  five  remaining"  hours  before 
nine  o'clock  arrived,  Andrea  emplo3'ed  in 
riding,  paying"  visits  destined  to  interest 
those  of  whom  he  had  spoken,  to  appear 
at  the  banker's'  in  their  gayest  equipages, 
dazzling  tliem  b}^  promises  of  grand  feasts, 
wliich  have  since  turned  every  brain,  and 
in  which  Danglars  was  just  becoming" 
initiated.  In  fact,  at  half-past  eight  in 
the  evening"  the  grand  saloon,  the  gallery 
adjoming,  and  the  three  other  drawing- 
rooms  on  the  same  floor,  were  filled  with 
a  perfuuied  ci"owd,  who  sympathized  but 
liti  le  in  the  event,  but  who  all  participated 
in  that  love  of  being'  present  wherever 
t  hei-e  is  anything  fresh  to  be  seen.  An 
Academician  would  say  that  soirees  of 
the  world  are  collections  of  flowers  which 
attract  inconstant  butterflies,  famished 
bees,  and  buzzing  drones. 

No  one  couhl  dispute  that  the  I'ooins 
were  splendidly  illuminated  ;  the  light 
streamed  forth  on  the  gold  moldings  and 
the  silk  hangings ;  and  all  the  bad  taste 
of  this  furniture,  wliich  liad  only  its  rich- 
ness to  boast  of,  shone  in  its  splendor. 
Mademoiselle  Eugenie  was  dressed  wiih 
elegant  simplicity;  a  figured  while  silK- 
dress,  a  white  rose  half  concealed  in  liei" 
jel -black  hair,  were  her  only  ornaments, 
una(:com[)anied  by  a  single  jewel.  Her 
eyes,  however,  b(M  rayed  that  perfect  con- 
lidence  which  coiil  i"adict(  d  the  girlish 
simplicity  of  this  modest  attire.  Madame 
Danglars  was  chatting  at  a  short  distance 
with  Debray,  Beauchamp.  and  Cltateau- 


Renand.  Debraj'  was  admitted  to  the 
house  for  this  grand  solemnity,  but  like 
every  one  else,  and  without  any  particular 
privilege.  M.  Danglars,  surrounded  by 
deputies  and  men  connected  with  the 
revenue,  was  explaining  a  new  theorj-  of 
taxation  which  he  intended  to  adopt  when 
the  course  of  events  had  compelled  gov- 
ernment to  call  him  into  the  ministry. 
Andrea,  on  whose  arm  \i\3^g  one  of  the 
most  consummate  dandies  of  the  Opera, 
was  explaining  to  him  rather  cleverlj'', 
since  he  was  obliged  to  be  bold  to  appear 
at  ease,  his  future  projects,  and  the  new 
luxuries  he  meant  to  introduce  to  Parisian 
fashions  with  his  hundred  and  seventy- 
five  thousand  livres  per  annum.  The 
crowd  moved  to  and  fro  in  those  rooms 
like  an  ebb  and  flow  of  turquoises,  rubies, 
emeralds,  opals,  and  diamonds.  As 
usual,  the  oldest  women  were  the  most 
decorated,  and  the  ugliest  the  most  con- 
spicuous. If  there  was  a  beautiful  lih', 
or  a  sweet  rose,  3'ou  had  to  search  for  it, 
concealed  in  some  corner  behind  a  mother 
with  a  turban,  or  an  aunt  with  a  bird-of- 
paradise. 

At  each  moment,  in  the  midst  of  the 
crowd,  the  buzzing,  and  the  laughter,  the 
doorkeeper's  voice  was  heard  announcing" 
some  name  well  known  in  the  financial  de- 
partment, respected  in  the  army,  oi*  illus- 
trious in  the  literary  world,  and  v;hich 
was  acknowledged  by  a  slight  movement 
in  the  diffei'ent  g"roups.  But  for  one  whoso 
privilege  it  was  to  agitate  that  ocean  of 
human  waxes,  how  man}"  were  iecei\ed 
with  a  look  of  indifference  or  a  sneer  of 
disdain  !  At  the  moment  when  the  liand 
of  the  massive^  timepiece,  represent  ingEn- 
dymion  asleep,  pointed  to  nine  on  its  g:old- 
en  face,  and  the  hammer,  the  faithful 
type  of  mechanical  thought,  struck  nine 
times,  the  name  of  Count,  de  Monte- 
Crist  o  resounded  in  iis  turn,  and, 
as  if  In-  an  electric  shock,  all  the 
assembly  turned  touaixl  the  door. 
The  count  was  dressed  in  black,  and  with 
his  habitual  simplicity;  his  white  waist- 
coat displayed  his  expansive  noble  chest, 
his  black  stock  appeared  singula I'ly  re- 
markable, contrasting  as  it  did  with  the 
deadly  paleness  of  his  face.    His  only  jew- 
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el  was  a  chain,  so  fine  that  the  slender 
g-old  thread  was  scarcely  perceptible  on 
his  white  waistcoat.  A  circle  was  formed 
immedialel^' round  the  door.  The  count 
perceived  atone  g-lance  Madame  Danglars 
at  one  end  of  the  drawing-room,  M.  Dan- 
erlars  at  the  other,  and  Eug-cnie  in  front  of 
him.  He  first  advanced  tjward  tlie  bar- 
oness, who  was  chatting-  with  Madame  de 
Villefort,  who  liad  come  alone,  Valentine 
being- still  an  invalid  ;  and  wilhout  turn- 
ing" aside,  so  clear  was  the  road  left  for 
him,  he  passed  from  the  baroness  to 
Eug-enie,  whom  he  compUmented  in  such 
rapid  and  measured  terms,  that  the  proud 
artist  was  quite  struclv.  Near  her  was 
Mademoiselle  d'Armilly,  who  thanked  the 
count  for  the  letters  of  introduction  he 
had  so  kindly  g-iven  her  for  Ital}',  which  she 
intended  immediatel,y  to  make  use  of.  On 
leaving-  these  ladies  he  found  himself  with 
Danglars,  who  had  advanced  to  meet  him. 
Having-  accomplished  these  three  so-, 
cial  duties,  Monte-Cristo  stopped,  looking 
around  him  with  that  expression  peculiar 
to  a  cer-tain  class,  which  seems  to  say, 
**  I  have  done  my  duty,  now  let  others  do 
tlu'irs."  Andrea,  who  wasinan  adjoining 
room,  had  shared  in  the  sensation  caused 
by  the  arrival  of  Monte-Cristo.  and  now 
came  forward  to  pay  liis  respects  to  the 
count.  He  found  him  completed  sur- 
rounded ;  all  were  eager  to  speak  to  him, 
as  is  always  the  case  with  those  whose 
words  are  few  and  weighty.  The  solicitors 
arrived  at  this  moment,  and  arranged 
their  scrawled  papei's  on  the  velvet  cloth 
embi-oidered  with  gold  which  covered  the 
table  prepared  for  the  signature;  it  was 
a  gilt  table  supported  on  lion's  claws. 
Oni;  of  the  notaries  sat  down,  the  other 
remained  standing.  They  were  about  to 
proceed  to  the  reading  of  the  contract, 
wiiich  half  Paris  assembled  was  to  sign. 
All  took  their  place,  or  rather  the  ladies 
I'ornu'd  a  circle,  while  the  gentlemen  (more 
indilVerent  as  to  the  phice  of  the  .s'////(' 
enenjiqne,  as  Boileau  says)  commented 
on  the  feverish  agitation  of  Andrea,  on 
M.  Danglars'  I'iveted  attention,  Eugenie's 
composure,  and  the  light  and  spriizhtly 
manner  in  which  the  baroness  treated  this 
important  adair. 


The  contract  was  read  during  a  pro- 
found silence.  But  as  soon  as  it  was 
finished,  the  buzz  Avas  redoubled  through 
all  the  drawing-rooms;  the  brilliant 
sums,  the  rolling  millions  which  were  to 
be  at  the  command  of  the  two  young 
people,  and  which  crowned  the  displ:iy 
which  had  been  made  in  a  room  entirely 
appropriated  for  that  purpose  of  the  wed- 
ding presents,  and  the  young  lady's  dia- 
monds, had  resounded  with  all  their 
delusion  on  the  jealous  assembly. 

Mademoiselle  Danglars'  charms  were 
heightened  in  the  opinion  of  the  young 
men,  and  for  the  moment  seemed  to  outvie 
the  sun  in  splendor.  As  for  the  ladies,  it 
is  needless  to  say  that,  while  jealous  of 
these  millions,  they  thought  they  did  not 
require  them  to  render  them  beautiful. 
Andrea,  surrounded  by  his  friends,  com- 
plimented, flattered,  beginning  to  believe 
in  the  reality  of  his  dream,  was  almost 
bewildered.  The  notary  solemnly  took  the 
pen,  flourished  it  above  his  head,  and  said: 

"  Gentlemen,  the  contract  is  to  sign." 

The  baron  was  to  sign  first;  then  the 
representative  of  M.  Cavalcanti,  senior; 
then  the  baroness  ;  afterward  the  future 
couple,  as  the}"  are  styled  on  the  cere- 
monious stamped  papers.  The  baron  took 
the  pen  and  signed,  then  the  representa- 
tive. The  baroness  approached,  leaning 
on  Madame  de  Villefort's  arm. 

"My  dear,"  said  she,  as  she  took  the 
pen,  *'  is  it  not  vexatious  ?  An  unexpected 
incident,  in  the  alTair  of  murder  and  theft 
at  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo's,  in  which 
he  nearly  fell  a  victim,  deprives  us  of  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  M.  de  ViUefort." 

'•  Indeed,"  said  M.  Danglars,  in  the 
same  tone  in  which  he  would  have  said, 
"  Faith,  I  care  very  little  about  it !  " 

"Indeed,"  said  Monte-Cristo.  ap- 
proaching, "I  am  much  afraid  I  am  the 
involuntary  cause  of  that  absence." 

"What!  you,  count?"  said  Madame 
Danglars,  signing:  "if  you  are.  take 
car(\  I  shall  in^-er  forgive  you." 

Andrea  pricked  up  his  em's. 

"But  it  is  not  my  fault;  as  I  shall  en- 
deavor to  prove."  Every  one  listentnl 
eagerly:  :Monte-Cristo,  who  so  rarely 
opened  his   lips,  was  about  to  speak. 
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*' You  reinember, "  said  the  count,  dur- 
ing" the  most  profound  silence,  "  tliat  tiie 
unhappy  wretch  who  came  to  rob  nie, 
died  at  my  house;  it  was  supposed  Jiewas 
stabbed  b\'  his  accomphce,  on  attempting- 
to  leave  it." — "  Yes,"  said  Danglars. 

"In  order  to  examine  his  wounds,  he 
was  undressed,  and  his  clothes  were 
thrown  into  a  corner,  where  officers  of 
justice  picked  them  up,  with  the  exception 
of  the  waistcoat,  which  they  overlooked." 

Andrea  turned  pale,  and  (\rew  toward 
the  door,  he  saw  a  cloud  rising  in  the 
hor-izon,  which  appeared  to  forebode  a 
coming  storm. 

*'Well!  this  waistcoat  was  discovered 
to-day,  covered  with  blood,  and  with  a 
hole  over  the  heart."  The  ladies  scream- 
ed, and  two  or  three  prepared  to  faint. 
*'  It  was  brought  to  me.  No  one  could 
guess  what  the  dirty  rag  could  be;  I 
alone  supposed  it  was  the  Avaistcoat  of 
the  victim.  M.y  valet,  in  examining  this 
mournful  relic,  felt  a  paper  in  the  pocket 
and  drew  it  out;  it  was  a  letter  addressed 
to  you,  baron." 

**'  To  me  !  "  cried  Danglars. — '•  Yes,  in- 
deed, to  you  ;  I  succeeded  in  deciphering 
your  name  undei'the  blood  Avith  whicli  the 
letter  was  stained,"  replied  Monte-Cristo, 
amid  the  general  burst  of  amazen)ent. 

'•  But,"  askiul  Madame  Danglars,  look- 
ing at  her  husband  with  uneasiness,  "  how 
could  that  prevent  M.  de  Villefort — " 

*•  In  this  simple  way,  madame,"  replied 
Monte-Cristo;  "the  waistcoat  and  the 
letter  were  both  what  is  termed  convic- 
tive  evidence  :  I  therefore  sent  it  all  to  M. 
le  Procureur  du  Roi.  You  understand, 
my  dear  baron,  legal  proceedings  are  the 
safest  in  criminal  cases;  it  was,  perhaps, 
some  plot  against  you."  Andrea  looked 
st(;adily  at  Monte-Cristo,  and  disappeared 
in  the  second  di-a  wing-room. 

"  Possibly."  said  Danulars;  "was  not 
this  murdered  man  an  old  galley-slave?" 

"Yes,"  rephcd  the  count;  "a  felon 
named  Caderoussc."  Danglars  turned 
slightly  pale,  Andrea,  reached  the  ante- 
room beyond  the  little  drawiiiu-i'oom. 

"But  pro  on  signing,"  si  id  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  I  perceive?  my  story  has  caused 
a  genei'al  emotion,  and  I  beg  to  apologize 


to  you,  baroness,  and  to  Mademoiselle 
Danglars."  The  baroness,  who  had 
signed,  returned  the  pen  to  the  notary. 
"Prince  Cavalcanti!"  said  the  latter; 
"Prince  Cavalcanti,  where  are  j'ou  ?" — 
"Andrea!  Andrea!"  repeated  several 
young  people,  who  were  already  on  suffi- 
ciently intimate  terms  with  him  to  call 
him  by  his  Christian  name. — "Call  the 
prince  !  inform  him  it  is  his  turn  to  sign  !  " 
cried  Danglars  to  one  of  the  door-keeprrs. 

But  at  the  same  instant  the  crowd  of 
guests  rushed,  terrified,  into  the  principal 
saloon,  as  if  some  frightful  monster  had 
entered  the  apartments,  qucerens  queia 
devoret.  Tliere  was,  indeed,  reason  to 
retreat,  to  b3  alarmed,  and  to  scream. 
An  officer  was  placing  two  soldiers  at  the 
door  of  each  drawing-room,  and  was  ad- 
vancing toward  Danglars,  preceded  by  a 
commissioner  of  police,  girded  with  his 
scarf.  Madame  Danglars  uttered  a  scream 
and  fainted.  Danglars,  who  thought  him- 
self threatened  (certain  consciences  are 
never  calm)  —  Danglars  appeared  before 
his  guests  with  a  terrified  countenance. 

"What  is  the  matter,  sir?"  asked 
Monte-Cristo,  advancing  to  meet  the 
commissioner. — "Which  of  you  g-entle- 
men,"  asked  the  magistrate,  without  re- 
pl.\ing  to  the  count,  "answers  to  the 
name  of  Andrea  Cavalcanti?  "  A  cry  of 
stupor  was  heard  from  all  parts  of  the 
room.  They  sea  relied  ;  they  queslioned. 
"  But  who,  then,  is  Andrea  Cavalcanti  ?  " 
asked  Danglars.  in  amazement. — "A  g-al- 
ley-slave,  escaped  from  confinement  at 
Toulon." — "  And  what  crime  has  he  com- 
mitted ?  " — "He  is  accused,"  said  the 
commissary,  with  his  inflexible  voice,  "  of 
having  assassinated  the  man  named  Cade- 
roussc*, his  formei*  companion  in  prison,  at 
the  moment  he  was  making  his  escape 
from  the  liouse  of  the  Count  of  Moiite- 
Crist-o."  Monte-Cristo  cast  a.  rapid 
glance  around  him.     Andrea  was  g-one. 


CHAPTER  XCVII. 

THH    DKPARTUKE   FOR    BELGIUM. 

A  Flow  nunules  after  the  scene  of  con- 
fusion produced  in  the  saloons  of  M.  Dan- 
glars by  ihe  unexpected  appearance  of  the 
brigade  of  soldiers,  and  by  the  disclosure 
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which  had  followed,  the  larg-e  hotel  was 
deserted  Avith  a  rapidity  which   the  an- 
J  nounccment  of  a  case   of    plague    or    of 

cholera  morbus  among-  the  guests  would 
li a vo  caused.     In  a  few  minutes,  through 
all  the  doors,  down  all  the  staircases,  by 
every  issue,  each  one  had  hastened  to  re- 
tire, or  rather  to  fly ;  for  it  was  one  of 
those  circumstances  in  which  it  is  useless 
to  attempt  to  impart  that  common  con- 
solation    wliich    makes    even     the    best 
friends  importunate   under  great  catas- 
trophes.    There  remained  in  the  banker's 
hotel  only  Danglars,  closeted  in  his  cabi- 
net,  and   making   his   statement    to  the 
officer  of  the  detachment ;  Madame  Dan- 
glars, terrified,  in  the  boudoir  with  which 
we  are  acquainted  ;    and  Eugenie,   who, 
Avith  haughty  air  and  disdainful  lip,  had 
retired  to  her  room  with  her  inseparable 
companion.    Mademoiselle    Louise    d'Ar- 
mill3\     As  for    the    numerous    servants 
(more  numerous  that  evening  than  usual, 
for  their  number  was  augmented  by  the 
cooks  and  butlers  of  the  Cafe  de  Paris), 
venting-  on  their  employers  their  anger  at 
what  they  termed   the  insult,   they   col- 
lected in  groups  in  the  hall,  ni  the  kitch- 
ens, or  in  their  rooms,  thinking  ver\'  little 
of  their  duty,  which  was  thus  naturally 
interrupted.     Of  all  this  household,  only 
two  individuals  deserve  our  notice  ;  these 
are  Mademoiselle  Eugenie  Danglars  and 
Mademoiselle  Louise  d'Armilly. 

The  betrothed  had  retired,  as  we  said, 
with  hauglity  air,  disdainful  lip,  and  the 
dem(?anor  of  an  outraged  queen,  followed 
by  her  companion,  paler  and  more  affected 
than  ]iers*elf.  On  reaching  her  room  Eu- 
genie locked  her  door,  while  Louise  fell  on 
a  cliair.  "Ah,  what  a  dreadful  thing  !  " 
said  the  young  musician ;  "  Avho  would 
have  suspected  it  ?  M.  Andrea  Caval- 
canli  a  murderer — a  galley-slave  escaped 
—a  convict  !  "  An  ironical  smile  curled 
the  lip  of  Eugenie.  "In  truth  I  was 
fated,"  said  she  ;  "  1  escaped  the  Morcerf 
oidy  to  fall  into  the  Cavalcanti."— "  Oh, 
do  not  confound  the  two,  Eugenie.*' 

-'  Hold  your  tongue  !  The  men  arc  all 
infamous  ;  and  I  am  happy  to  be  able  now 
to  do  more  than  detest  Ihem,  I  despise 
them." 


"  What  shall  we  do?  "  asked  Louise. 
"  What  shall  we  do  ?  "— "  Yes.'' 
"  Why,  the  same  we  had  intended  doing 
three  days  since — set  ofi'." 

"  What  !  although  you  are  not  now 
going  to  be  mairied,  you  intend  still—" 

"  Listen,  Louise  !  I  hate  this  life  of 
the  fashionable  world,  always  ordered, 
measured,  ruled,  like  our  music-paper. 
What  I  have  always  wished  for,  desired, 
and  coveted,  is  the  life  of  an  artist,  free 
and  independent,  relying  only  on  my  own 
resources  and  accountable  only  to  myself. 
Remain  here  !  what  for  ? — that  they  may 
trj^  a  month  hence,  to  marry  me  again ; 
and  to  whom? — to  M.  Debray,  perhaps, 
as  it  was  once  proposed.  No,  Louise,  no  ! 
This  evening's  adventure  will  serve  for 
my  excuse.  I  did  not  seek  one,  1  did  not 
ask  for  one.  God  sends  me  this,  and  I 
hail  it  joyfully  !  " 

"How  strong  and  courageous  you 
are  !  "  said  the  fair  frail  girl  to  her  bru- 
nette companion. — "  Did  you  not  yet  know 
mc  ?  Come,  Louise,  let  us  talk  of  our 
affairs.  The  post-chaise — '' — "  Was  liap- 
pily  bought  three  days  since." 

"  Have  you  had  it  sent  where  we  arc  to 
go  for  it  ?  " — "  Yes." 

"'  Our  passport  ?  '' — '•'  Here  it  is  !  " 
And  Eugenie,  with  her  usual  precision, 
opened  a  printed  paper,  and  read — 

"M.  Leon  d'Armilh*,  twenty  yeare  of 
age  ;  profession,  artist ;  hair  black,  eyes 
black  ;  travehng  with  his  sister." 

"  Capital !  How  did  you  get  this  pass- 
port ?  " 

"When  I  went  to  ask  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo  for  letters  for  the  directors  of  the 
theaters  at  Rome  and  at  Naples,  1  ex- 
pressed my  fears  of  traveling  as  a  female; 
he  perfectl}'  understood  them,  and  under- 
took to  procure  for  me  a  man's  passport : 
and  two  days  after  I  received  this,  to 
which  I  have  added  with  my  own  hind, 
'traveling  with  his  sister.'"' — "Well," 
said  Eugenie,  cheerfully,  "we  have  then 
only  to  pack  up  our  trunks:  we  shall 
start  the  evening  of  the  sigualure,  in- 
stead of  the  evening  of  the  wedding— that 
is  all." 

"  Reflect    well,  tiugeuio  !  "  —  "Oh,   I 
have   finished   all   mv  retlectious!     I  am 
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tired  of  hearing-  onl}-  of  reports,  of  the  end 
of  the  month,  of  up  and  down  of  Spanish 
funds,  of  Ha ytian  paper.  Instead  of  that, 
Louise — do  you  understand  ? — air,  liberty, 
melody  of  birds,  plains  of  Lombardj-, 
Venetian  canals,  Roman  palaces,  the  Bay 
of  Naples.  How  much  have  we,  Louise  ?  " 
The  3-oung"  g-irl  to  whom  this  question  was 
addi-essed  drew  from  an  inlaid  secretaire 
a  small  portfolio  with  a  lock,  in  which  she 
counted  twenty-three  bank-notes, 

"  Twent\-three  thousand  francs,"  said 
she. 

"And  as  much,  at  least,  in  pearls,  dia- 
monds and  jewels,"  said  Eugenie.  "We 
are  rich.  With  forty-five  thousand  francs 
we  have  enough  to  live  on  as  princesses 
during-  two  3-ears,  and  comfortably  during- 
four  :  but  before  six  months— you  with 
your  music,  and  I  with  wxv  voice — we 
shall  double  our  capital.  Come,  yon  shall 
take  charg-e  of  the  mone}^,  I  of  the  jewel- 
box  ;  so  that  if  one  of  us  had  the  misfort- 
une to  lose  her  ti-easure,  the  other  would 
still  have  hers  left.  Now,  the  portman- 
teau !  \vX  us  make  haste — the  portman- 
teau !  " — ''  Stop  !  "  said  Louise,  g-oing  to 
listen  at  Madame  Danglars'  door. — "What 
do  you  fear  ?  " — "  That  we  ma,y  be  discov- 
ered."—"The  door  is  locked."— "They 
maj'  tell  us  to  open  it." — "  They  may  if 
they  like,  but  we  will  not." 

"You  are  a  perfect  Amazon,  Eu- 
g-enie  !  "  And  the  two  young-  g-irls  began 
to  heap  into  a  Irunk  all  the  things  they 
thought  they  should  reciuire.  "  There 
now,"  said  Eug-enie,  "  while  I  cliang-e  \\\y 
costume  do  you  lock  the  portmanteau." 
Louise  pressed  with  all  the  strength  of 
her  little  hands  on  the  top  of  the  port- 
manteau. "But  I  cannot,"  said  sh(? ;  "I 
am  not  strong-  enough;  do  you  shut  it." 

"Ah,  3'ou  are  right!"  said  Eugenie, 
laughing-;  "  I  foi-got  I  was  Hercules,  and 
you  only  tlie  pale  Am[)hale  I  "  And  the 
yoimg-  g-irl,  kneeling  on  the  top,  pressed 
the  two  jxirts  of  the  portmanteau  to- 
g-ether, and  Mademoiselle  d'Armilly 
passed  the  bolt  of  IIk;  padlock  thi-ough. 
When  this  was  done,  Eugenie  opened  a 
di-awer,  of  which  slie  kept  the  Icey,  and 
took  from  it  a  wadd<^l  \  iolet  silk  travel- 
ing cloak,     "Here,"  said  she,  "you  will 


see  I  have  thought  of  everything-;  with 
this  cloak  you  will  not  be  cold." 

"But  3'ou  ?  ■■ — "Oh,  I  am  never  cold, 
you  know  !  Besides,  with  these  men's 
clothes — " 

"  Willyou  dress  here  ?  " — "Certainly." 

"Shall  you  have  lime  ?  " — "Do  not  be 
uneas3',  you  little  coward  !  All  our  ser- 
vants are  busy,  discussing-  the  g-i-and 
affair.  Besides,  what  is  there  astonish- 
ing-, when  you  think  of  the  grief  I  ought 
to  be  in,  tliat  I  shut  myself  up  ? — tell  me  !  " 

"No,  trul.y — you  comfort  me," 

"  Come  and  help  me." 

From  the  same  drawer  she  took  a  com- 
plete man's  costume,  from  the  boots  to 
the  coat,  and  a  provision  of  linen,  where 
there  was  nothing  superfluous,  but  ever^' 
requisite.  Then  with  a  promptitude  which 
indicated  this  Avas  not  the  first  time  she 
amused  herself  by  adopting  the  garb  of 
the  opposite  sex,  Eugenie  drew  on  the 
boots  and  pantaloons,  tied  her  cravat, 
buttoned  her  waistcoat  up  to  the  throat, 
and  put  on  a  coat  which  admirably'  fitted 
her  beautiful  figure,  "Oh,  that  is  very 
good  ! — indeed,  it  is  very  good  !  "  said 
Louise,  looking-  at  her  with  admiration  ; 
"but  that  beautiful  black  hair,  those 
magnificent  braids,  which  made  all  the 
ladies  sigh  with  envy,  will  the^'  go  under 
a  man's  hat  like  the  one  I  see  down 
there?  " — "You  shall  see,"  said  Eugenie. 
And  seizing  with  her  left  hand  the  thick 
mass,  which  her  long  fingers  coulil  scarce- 
ly grasp,  she  seized  with  her  right  h:ind 
a  pair  of  long  scissors,  and  soon  the*  steel 
nu>t  thiough  the  rich  and  s[)lendid  hair, 
which  fell  entire;  at  the  feet  of  the  young 
girl,  who  leaned  back  to  keep  it  from  her 
coat.  Then  she  passed  to  the  front  hair, 
which  slu;  also  cut  oil,  without  expi'essing 
the  least  regret ;  on  the  contrary,  her 
eyes  sparkled  with  greater  pleasure  than 
usual  under  her  eyebrows  black  as  ebony. 

"Oh.  the  magnificent  hair!"  said 
Louise  with  regret, 

"  And  am  I  not  a  hundred  times  better 
thus  ? "  cried  Eugenie,  smoothing  the 
scattered  curls  of  lier  hair,  whicii  liad  now 
quite  a  maseulme  appearance;  "andilo 
you  not  think  me  Imndsomer  so  ?  " — "  Oh, 
you   are   beautiful  —  always   beautiful!" 
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cried     Louise.      "  Now    where     are    you 

going'  r 

'•'  To  Brussels,  if  3'ou  like  ;  it  is  the  near- 
est frontier.  We  can  go  to  Brussels, 
Liege,  Aix-la-Chapelle;  then  up  the  Rhine 
to  Strasburg.  We  will  cross  Switzerland, 
and  go  down  into  Italy  b}'  Mount  St.  Go- 
thard.     Will  that  do?  "— "  Yes." 

"  What  are  3'ou  looking  at  ?  " — "I  am 
looking  at  you  ;  indeed,  you  are  adorable 
like  that !  One  would  say  you  were  car- 
rying me  off." 

*' And  they  would  be  right,  par  Dieu  !  " 

"Oil!  I  think  ^'ou  swore,  Eugenie." 
And  the  two  young  girls,  whom  every  one 
might  have  thought  plunged  in  grief,  the 
one  on  her  own  account,  the  other  from 
interest  in  her  friend,  burst  out  laughing, 
as  the^^  cleared  awaj'^  every  visible  trace 
of  the  disorder  which  had  naturally  ac- 
companied the  preparations  for  their  es- 
cape. Then,  having  blown  out  their  lights, 
with  an  inquiring  eye,  listening  ear,  and 
extended  neck,  the  two  fugitives  opened 
the  door  of  a  dressing-i-oom  which  led,  by 
a  side  staircase,  down  to  the  3'ard,  Eugenie 
going-  first,  and  holding  with  one  arm  the 
portmanteau,  which  hy  the  opposite  handle 
Mademoiselle  d'Armilly  scarcel3'-  raised 
with  both  hands.  The  yard  was  empt}'  ; 
the  clock  was  striking  twelve.  The  porter 
was  not  yet  gone  to  bed.  Eugenie  ap- 
proached softly,  and  saw  the  old  man 
sleeping  soundly  in  an  armchair  in  his 
lodge.  She  ret  urned  to  Louise,  took  up 
the  portmanteau,  which  she  had  placed 
for  a  moment  on  the  ground,  and  they 
reached  the  archway  under  the  shadow  of 
the  wall. 

Eugenie  concealed  Louise  in  an  angle  of 
the  gateway,  so  that  if  the  porter  chanced 
to  awake  lie  might  see  but  one  person. 
Then  placing  herself  in  the  full  light  of 
the  lamp  which  lit  the  yard  — '' Gate  !  " 
cried  she,  with  her  finest  contralto  voice, 
and  rapping  at  the  window. 

The  porter  got  up  as  Eugenie  expected, 
and  even  advanced  some  steps  to  recog- 
nize the  person  wlio  was  going  out.  but 
seeing  a  young  man  si  riking  his  boot  im- 
patiently with  his  riding-whip,  he  opened 
it  immediately.  Louise  slid  through  the 
half-open  gate  like  a  snake,  and  bounded 


lightly  forward.  Eugenie,  apparently 
calm,  although  in  all  probability  her  heart 
beat  somewhat  faster  than  usual,  went 
out  in  her  turn.  A  porter  was  passmp, 
the^'  gave  him  the  port  manteau  ;  Lhen  the 
two  3'oung  girls,  having  told  him  to  take 
it  to  No.  3G,  Rue  de  la  Victoire,  walked 
behind  this  man,  whose  presence  com- 
forted Louise.  As  for  Eugenie,  she  was 
strong  as  a  Judith  or  a  Dalilah.  They 
arrived  at  the  appointed  spot.  Eugenie 
ordered  the  porter  to  put  down  the  port- 
manteau, gave  him  some  pieces  of  money, 
and,  having  rapped  at  the  shutter,  sent 
him  away.  The  shutter  where  Eugene 
had  rapped  was  that  of  a  little  laundress, 
who  had  been  previousl}^  apprised,  and 
was  not  3'et  gone  to  bed.  She  opened  the 
door. 

*'  Mademoiselle,"  said  Eugenie,  "  let  the 
porter  get  the  postchaise  from  the  coach- 
house, and  fetch  some  post-horses  from 
the  hotel.  Here  are  five  francs  for  his 
trouble." — ''  Indeed,"  said  Louise,  '*'  I  ad- 
mire 3"0U,  and  I  could  almost  say  respeet 
you."  The  laundress  looked  on  in  aston- 
ishment, but  as  she  had  been  promised 
twenty-  louis,  she  made  no  remark. 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  porter  re- 
turned with  a  post-boy  and  horses,  which 
were  harnessed,  and  put  in  the  postchaise 
in  a  minute,  while  the  porter  fastened  the 
portmanteau  on  with  the  assistance  of  a 
CO  rd  a  n  d  s  t  ra  p .  '  *  H  e  re  is  the  pa  ss  po  rt, ' ' 
said  the  postilion:  "which  way  are  we 
going,  young  gentleman  ?  " 

'"To  Fontainebleau,"  replied  Eugenie, 
with  an  almost  masculine  voice. 

'•  What  do  you  say  ?  "  said  Louise. 

'•  I  am  giving  the  slip,"  said  Eugenie; 
"  this  woman  to  whom  we  have  given 
twenty  louis  may  betiay  us  for  forty;  we 
will  soon  alter  our  direction."  And  the 
young  girl  jumped  into  the  brilska,  which 
was  admirably  arranged  for  sleejiing  in, 
wit  hout  scarcely  touching  the  st  ep.  **  You 
are  always  right."  said  the  .'singing  gov- 
erness, seating  hersi-lf  by  the  siile  of  her 
friend. 

A  quarter  of  nti  hour  aftfrward  the 
postilion,  having  Ixhmi  put  in  tl\e  right 
road,  passed,  cracking  liis  whip,  through 
the  gateway  of  the  Harriere  Saint-Martin. 
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"Ah  I"  said  Louise,  breathing-  freely, 
"here  we  are  out  of  Paris." — "Yes,  my 
clear,  and  the  escape  is  good  and  well  ef- 
fected," replied  Eugenie.  "Yes,  and 
without  violence,"  said  Louise. 

'•  I  shall  bring  that  forward  as  an  ex- 
tenuating circumstance,"  replied  Eugenie. 
These  words  were  lost  in  the  noise  which 
the  carriage  made  in  rolling  over  the 
pavement  of  La  Villette.  M.  Danglars 
had  lost  his  daughter. 


CHAPTER  XCVIII. 

THE  HOTEL  OF  THE  BELL  AND  BOTTLE. 

And  now  let  us  leave  Mademoiselle  Dan- 
glars and  her  friend  pursuing  their  wa^' 
to  Brussels,  and  return  to  poor  Andrea 
Cavalcanti,  so  uncomfortably  interrupted 
in  his  career  of  fortune.  Notwithstanding 
his  3'outh,  Master  Andrea  was  a  very  skill- 
ful and  intelligent  boy.  We  have  seen 
that,  on  the  first  rumor  which  reached  the 
saloon,  lie  had  gradually  approached  the 
door,  and,  crossing  two  or  three  rooms,  at 
last  disappeared.  But  we  have  forgotten 
to  mention  one  circumstance,  which,  never- 
theless, ought  not  to  be  omitted  ;  it  was, 
that  in  one  of  the  rooms  he  crossed,  the 
trousseau  of  the  bride-elect  was  exposed 
to  view  ;  consisting  of  cases  of  diamonds, 
cashmere  shawls,  Valenciennes  lace,  En- 
glish veils,  and,  in  fact,  all  those  tempting 
things,  the  bare  mention  of  which  makes 
Ihe  hearts  of  young  girls  boiind  with  joy, 
and  which  is  called  the  corbeille.  Now, 
in  passing  through  this  room,  Andrea 
proved  himself  not  only  to  be  clever  and 
intelligent,  but  also  provident,  for  he 
helped  himself  to  the  most  valuable  of  the 
ornaments  before  him.  Fui'nished  with 
this  plunder,  Andrea  leaped  with  a  lighter 
heart  from  the;  window,  intending  to  slip 
through  the  hands  of  the  gendarmes.  Tall 
and  well  proportioned  as  an  ancient  gladi- 
aloi",  jind  muscular  as  a  Spartan,  he 
walked  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  without 
knowing  where  to  direct  his  steps,  actu- 
ated by  the  sole  idea  of  removing  himself 
from  the  spot  where  he  knew  he  must  be 
taken.  Having  passed  through  the  Rue 
Mont  Blanc,  he  found  him.self,  with  the  in- 
stinct which  thieves  have  in  avoiding  bar- 
riers, at   the  end  of   the   Rue  Lafayette. 


There  he  stopped,  breathless  and  panting. 
He  was  quite  alone  :  on  one  side  was  the 
vast  wilderness  of  theSaint-Lazare,  on  the 
other,  Paris  in  all  its  darkness.  "Am  I 
lost?"  he  cried;  "  no,  not  if  I  can  use 
more  activity  than  m}'  enemies.  M^-  safely 
is  now  a  mere  question  of  speed."  At  this 
moment  he  perceived  a  cab  at  the  top  of 
the  Faubourg  Poissonniere.  The  dull 
driver,  smoking  his  pipe,  appeared  to  be 
seeking  to  regain  the  extremities  of  the 
Faubourg  St.  Denis,  where,  no  doubt,  he 
ordinaril}^  stood.  "Ho,  friend!"  said 
Benedetto. — "  What  do  you  Avant,  sir  ?  " 
asked  the  driver. 

"'  Is  your  horse  tired  ?  " — "'  Tired  ?  oh, 
yes,  tired  enough  ! — he  has  done  nothing 
the  whole  of  this  blessed  day !  Four 
wretched  fares,  and  twenty  sous  over, 
making  in  all  seven  francs,  are  all  that  I 
have  earned,  and  I  ought  to  take  ten  to 
the. owner." 

"Will  you  add  these  twenty  francs  to 
the  seven  you  have  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,  sir  ;  twenty  francs  ai-e 
not  to  be  despised.  Tell  me  what  1  am  to 
do  for  this." — "  A  very  easj^  thing,  if  your 
horse  be  not  tired." 

"  I  tell  you  he  will  go  like  the  wind, 
only  tell  me  which  way  to  drive." 

"  Toward  the  Louvres." 

"  Ah  !  I  know  it  !— the  land  of  ratafia." 

"Exactly  so;  I  mereh'  wish  to  over- 
take one  of  my  friends,  with  whom  I  am 
going  to  hunt  to-morrow  at  Chapelle-en- 
Serval.  He  should  have  waited  for  me 
here  with  a  cabriolet  till  half-past  eleven  ; 
it  is  twelve,  and,  tired  of  waiting,  he  must 
have  gone  on." — "  It  is  likely." 

"  Well,  will  you  try  and  overtake  him  ?" 

"Nothing  i  should  like  better."— "If 
you  do  not  overtake  him  before  fe  reach 
Ijoui'gt't  you  shall  have  twenty  francs;  if 
not  before  Louvres,  thii-ty." 

"  And  if  we  do  overtake  him  ?  " 

"Forty,"  said  Andrea,  afier  a  moment's 
hesitation,  at  tlie  end  of  whicli  he  remem- 
bei'cd  that  he  might  safely  promise.  "  That 
will  do!"  said  the  man;  "get  in,  and 
we're  ofT  !     Prrrrouuu  !  " 

Andrea  got  into  the  cab,  which  passed 
rapidly  through  the  Faubourg  St.  Denis, 
along  the  Faubourg  St.  Martin,  crossed 
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the  barrier,  and  threaded  its  way  through 
the  interminable  Villette.  Tliey  never 
*  overtook  the  chimerical  friend,  3'^et  Andrea 
frequently  inquired  of  walking-  passers  and 
at  the  inns  which  were  not  yet  closed,  for 
a  green  cabriolet  and  h-dy  horse ;  and  as 
there  are  a  great  many  cabriolets  to  be 
seen  on  the  road  to  the  Pays-Bas,  and 
nine-tenths  of  them  are  green,  the  in- 
quiries increased  at  every  step.  Every 
one  had  just  seen  it  pass  ;  it  was  only  five 
hundred,  t\\6  hundred,  one  hundred  steps 
in  advance;  at  length  the}^  reached  it, 
but  it  was  not  the  friend.  Once  the  cab 
was  also  passed  by  a  caleche,  rapidly 
whirled  along  b,y  two  post-horses.  "  Ah  !" 
said  Cava  lea  nti  to  liimself,  '"'  if  I  only  liad 
that  Britska,  those  two  good  post-horses, 
and,  above  all,  the  passport  that  carries 
them  on  !  "  And  he  sighed  deeply.  Tlie 
caleche  contained  Mademoiselle  Danglars 
and  Mademoiselle  d'Armil]}^  "  Onward  ! 
onward  !  "  said  Andrea,  ''we  must  over- 
take him  soon."  And  the  poor  horse  re-" 
sumed  tlie  desperate  gallop  it  had  never 
slackened  since  leaving  the  barrier,  and 
arrived  smoking  at  Louvres. 

"  Certainly,"  said  Andrea,  "I  shall 
not  overtake  m^'  friend,  but  I  shall  Idll 
your  horse,  therefore  I  had  better  stop. 
Here  are  thirty'  francs,  I  will  sleep  at  the 
Cheval  Rouge,  and  will  secure  a  place  in 
the  first  coach.  Good-night,  friend!" 
And  Andrea,  after  placing  six  pieces  of 
five  francs  each  in  tlie  man's  hand,  leaped 
lightly  on  to  the  pathway.  The  coachman 
joyfully  pocketed  the  sum,  and  turned 
back  on  his  road  to  Paris.  Andrea  pre- 
tended to  go  toward  the  hotel  of  the 
Cheval  Rouge,  but  after  stopping  an  in- 
stant against  the  door,  and  hearing  the 
last  sound  of  the  cab,  which  was  disap- 
pearing to  view,  he  went  on  his  road,  and 
with  a  fii-m  tread  prepared  for  a  walk  of 
two  leagues.  There  he  rested  ;  lie  must 
be  near  Chapello-en-Serval,  where  he  pre- 
tended to  bo  going.  It  was  not  fatigue 
that  stayed  Andrea  here  ;  it  was  that  he 
might  form  some  resolution,  adopt  some 
plan.  It  would  be  impossible  to  make  use 
of  a  diligence,  equally  so  to  engage  post- 
horses  ;  to  travel  either  way  a  passport, 
was  necessary.     It  would   also  be  impos- 


sible Lo  remain  in  the  department  of  the 
Oise,  one  of  the  most  open  and  strictly 
guarded  in  France;  this  was  quite  im- 
possible, especially  to  a  man  like  Andrea, 
perfectlj'  conversant  on  criminal  matters. 
He  sat  down  by  thj  side  of  the  moat, 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  reflected. 
Ten  minutes  after  he  raised  his  head  ;  his 
resolution  was  made.  He  threw  some 
dust  over  the  paletot,  which  he  had  found 
time  to  unhook  from  the  antecljamber 
and  button  over  his  ball  costume,  and, 
going  to  Chapelle-en-Serval,  he  knocked 
loudly  at  the  door  of  the  only  nni  in  the 
place.  The  host  opened  it.  "My  friend," 
said  Andrea,  "I  was  coming  from  Monte- 
fontaine  to  Senlis,  when  my  horse,  which 
is  a  troublesome  creature,  stumbled  and 
threw  me.  I  must  reach  Compiegne  to- 
night, or  I  shall  cause  deep  anxiety  lo  my 
famih'.  Could  joxx  let  me  hii-e  a  horse  of 
you  ?■" 

An  innkeeper  has  always  a  horse  to  let, 
whether  it  be  good  or  bad.  Tlie  host  of 
La  Ciiapelle-en- Serval  called  the  siable- 
boy,  and  ordered  him  to  saddle  Le  Blanc, 
then  he  awoke  his  son,  a  child  of  seven 
years,  whom  he  ordered  to  ride  before  the 
gentleman  and  bring  back  the  horse. 
Andrea  gave  the  innkeeper  twenty  francs, 
and,  in  taking  them  from  his  pocket, 
dropped  a  visiting  card.  This  belonged  to 
one  of  his  friends  at  the  Cafe  de  Paris,  so 
that  the  innkeeper,  picking  it  up  after  An- 
drea had  left,  was  convinced  that  he  had 
let  his  horse  to  M.  le  Comte  de  Manleon, 
25,  Rue  Saint-Dominique,  these  being  the 
name  and  address  en  tiie  card.  Le  Blanc 
was  not  a  fast  animal,  but  it  went  equally 
and  steadily;  in  three  hours  and  a  half 
Andrea  had  run  over  the  nine  leagues 
which  lie  between  Compiegne,  and  four 
o'clock  struck  as  he  reached  the  place 
where  the  diligences  slop.  There  is  an  ex- 
cellent hotel  at  Compiegne.  well  ivmcni- 
bered  by  those  who  have  once  been  to  it. 
Andivn,  who  h.id  often  stayed  there  in  his 
rides  about  Paris,  recollected  the  hotel  of 
the  Bell  and  Bottle;  he  turned  round,  saw 
the  sign  by  the  light  of  a  reflected  Ininp. 
and  having  dismiss.-d  the  child,  iriving 
him  all  the  sm:ill  coin  lie  had  about  Inni, 
he  began  knocking  at  the  door,  lYflrctrng, 
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with  justice,  that,  having  now  three  or 
four  hours  before  him,  he  had  best  fortif3' 
himself  against  the  fatigues  of  the  mor- 
row by  a  sound  sleep  and  a  good  supper. 
A  waiter  opened  the  door. 

'•  M\'  friend,"  said  Andrea,  "I  have 
been  dining  at  St.-Jean-au-Bois,  and  ex- 
pected to  catch  tlie  coacli  "wliich  passes  b3' 
at  midnight,  but,  like  a  fool,  I  have  lost 
my  way,  and  have  been  walking  for  the 
last  four  hours  in  the  forest.  Show  me 
into  one  of  those  pretty  little  rooms  which 
overlook  the  court,  and  bring  me  a  cold 
fowl  and  a  bottle  of  Bordeaux."  The 
waiter  had  no  suspicion  ;  Andrea  spoke 
M'ith  perfect  composure;  he  had  a  cigar 
in  his  mouth,  and  his  hands  in  the  pocket 
of  his  paletot;  his  clothes  were  elegant, 
his  chin  smooth,  his  boots  irreproachable ; 
he  looked  merel}'  as  if  he  had  sta^'ed  out 
very  late,  that  was  all.  While  the  waiter 
was  preparing  his  room,  the  hostess  rose; 
Andiea  assumed  his  most  charming  smile, 
and  asked  if  he  could  have  No.  3,  which 
he  had  occupied  on  his  last  stay  at  Com- 
piegiie.  tJnfortunately,  No.  3  was  en- 
gaged 1)3'  a  young  man  who  was  traveling 
with  his  sister.  Andrea  appeared  in  de- 
spair, but  consoled  himself  when  the  host- 
ess assured  him  that  No.  7,  prepared  for 
him,  was  situated  precisely  the  same  as 
No.  3,  and  while  warming  his  feet  and 
chatting  about  the  last  races  at  Cliantill^^, 
he  waited  until  the3'  announced  his  room 
to  be  ready. 

Andrea,  had  not  spoken  without  cause  of 
llie  pretty  rooms  looking  out  upon  the 
coiu't  of  Ihe  Bell  Hotel,  which,  with  its 
li-iple  St  a  ires  of  galleries,  looking  like  a 
theater,  with  the  jessamine  and  clematis 
twining  round  \\v.  light  columns,  forms 
one  of  Ihe  prettiest  entrances  1o  an  inn 
you  can  imagine.  The  fowl  was  fresh, 
the  wine  old,  the  fire  clear  and  sparkling, 
and  Andrea  was  sui-prised  to  find  himself 
eating  with  as  good  an  appetite  as  though 
nothing  had  happt-ned.  Then  he  w<'nt  to 
bed  and  almost  inimediatel\'  fell  into  that, 
deep  sleep  which  is  sure  to  visit  men  of 
twenty  vears  of  age,  (ncn  when  thcw  arc; 
torn  with  remorse.  Now,  here  wo  are 
obliged  to  own  that  Andrea  ought  to  have 
felt  remorse,  but  that  he  did  not.     This 


was  the  plan  which  had  appeared  to  him 
to  afford  the  best  chance  of  his  secui'it3\ 
Before  daybreak  he  would  awake,  leave 
the  hotel  after  rigorousl3'  discharging  liis 
bill,  and  reaching  the  forest,  he  would, 
under  pretense  of  making  studies  in  paint- 
ing, test  the  hospitalit3'-  of  some  peasants ; 
procure  himself  the  dress  of  a  woodcutter 
and  a  hatchet,  casting  off  the  lion's  sUin 
to  assume  that  of  the  woodman;  then, 
with  his  hands  covered  with  dirt,  his  hair 
darkened  b3'  means  of  a  leaden  comb,  his 
complexion  embrowned  with  a  pi'epara- 
tiou  for  which  one  of  his  old  comrades  had 
given  him  the  receipt,  he  intended,  through 
ditTerent,  forests,  to  reach  the  nearest  fron- 
tier, walking  b3'  night  and  sleeping  in  the 
da3'  in  the  forests  and  quarries,  and  onl3' 
entering  inhabited  districts  to  bu3'  a  loaf 
from  time  to  time.  Once  past  the  fron- 
tier, Andi-ea  proposed  making  mone\'  of 
his  diamonds;  and,  hy  uniting  the  pro- 
ceeds to  ten  bank-notes  he  always  carried 
with  him  in  case  of  accident,  he  would 
find  himself  possessor  of  about  50,000 
livres,  which  he  philosophicall3^  co;isidered 
as  no  ver3-  deplorable  condition  after  all. 
Moreover,  he  reckoned  much  on  its  being 
to  the  interest  of  Danglars  to  hush  up  the 
rumor  of  their  own  misadventures.  These 
were  the  reasons  which,  added  to  the  fa- 
tigue, caused  Andrea  to  sleep  so  soundh'. 
In  order  that  he  might  wake  earl.v,  lie 
did  not  close  the  shutters,  but  contented 
himself  with  bolting  the  door,  and  plac- 
ing on  the  table  an  unclapsed  and  long-> 
pointed  knif(>,  whose  temper  he  well 
knew,  and  \\hic-h  was  never  alisent  fvoni 
him.  Al)out  seven  in  the  morning  An- 
drea was  awakened  b3-  a  ra}'  of  sunlight, 
which,  wai-ni  and  biilliant,  pla3-ed  upon 
his  face.  In  all  well-organized  brains, 
the  predomin.-lting  idea — and  there  is  al- 
ways one — is  sure  to  be  the  last  thought 
befor(^  sleeping,  and  the  first  upon  v  ak- 
ingin  tlu*  morning.  Andrea  had  scarcel.v 
opened  his  e\es  when  his  predominating 
idea  presented  itself,  and  whispered  in 
his  ear  that  he  had  slept  too  long.  Ho 
jumped  out  of  bed  and  ran  to  th(^  win- 
dow. A  gendarme  was  crossing  the  court. 
A  gendarme  is  one  of  the  most  striking 
objects  in  the  woi'ld,  even  to  a  man  void 
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of  uneasiness;  but  for  one  who  has  a 
timid  conscience,  and  with  g-ood  cause 
too,  the  yellow,  blue,  and  white  uniform 
is  really  very  alarming-. 

"  Whj'^  is  thai  gendarme  there?  "  asked 
Andrea  of  himself.  Then,  all  at  once, 
he  replied,  with  that  log-ic  which  the 
reader  has,  doubtless,  remarked  in  him, 
"Tliereis  nothing*  astonishing  at  seeing- 
a  g"endarme  at  an  inn;  instead  of  being- 
astonished,  let  me  dress  myself  I  "  And 
the  youth  dressed  himself  with  a  rapidity 
his  valet-de-chambre  had  failed  to  divest 
him  of  during  the  two  months  of  fashion- 
able life  he  hatl  l(>d  in  Paris.  •'  Good  !  " 
said  Andrea,  while  dressing-  himself.  "  I'll 
wait  till  he  leaves,  and  then  I'll  slip 
away."  And,  saying-  this,  Andrea,  who 
had  now  put  on  his  boots  and  cravat, 
stole  g-ently  to  the  window,  and  a  second 
time  lifted  up  the  muslin  curtain.  Not 
only  was  the  first  g-endarme  there,  but 
the  young  man  now  perceived  a  second 
yellow,  blue,  and  white  uniform  at  the 
foot  of  the  staircase,  the  only  one  by 
which  he  could  descend,  while  a  third,  on 
horseback,  holding-  a  musket  in  his  fist, 
was  posted  as  a  sentinel  at  the  great 
street-door  which  alone  afforded  the 
means  of  egress.  This  appearance  of  the 
third  gendarme  was  particularly  decisive, 
for  'a  crowd  of  curious  loung-ers  was  ex- 
tended before  him,  effectually  blocking 
the  entrance  to  the  hotel.  "They  seek 
me-!  "  was  the  first  thought  of  Andrea. 
'•'  DiahLe  !  "  A  pallor  pvcrspread  the 
young  man's  forehead,  and  he  looked 
around  him  with  anxiety.  His  room,  like 
all  those  on  the  same  floor,  had  but  one 
outlet  lo  the  gallery  in  the  sight  of  every- 
boily.  "  I  am  lost !  "  was  his  second 
thought;  and,  indeed,  for  a  man  in  An- 
drea's situation,  an  arrest  comprehended 
the  assizes,  the  trial,  and  death — death 
without  mercy  or  delay.  For  a  moment 
lu^  convulsively  pi-essed  his  hands,  and 
during-  that  brief  period  he  became  nearly 
mad  with  terrier  :  but  soon  a  ray  of  hope 
glanced  through  the  crowil  of  thoughts 
which  bewildered  his  mind,  and  a  faint 
smile  played  upon  his  white  lips  and  pallid 
cheeks.  He  looked  rouml  and  saw  the 
objects  of  his  search  npon  the  chimney- 


piece  ;  they  were  a  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 
With  forced  composure  he  dipped  the  pen 
in  the  ink,  and  wrote  the  following  lines 
upon  a  sheet  of  paper  : — 

"  I  have  no  money  to  pay  my  bill,  but 
I  am  not  a  dishonest  man  ;  I  leave  behind 
me  as  a  pledge  this  pin,  worth  ten  times 
the  amount,  t  shall  be  excused  for  es- 
caping at  daybreak,  for  I  was  ashamed." 

He  then  drew  the  pin  from  his  cravat 
and  placed  it  on  the  paper.  This  done, 
instead  of  leaving  the  door  fastened,  he 
drew  back  the  bolts,  and  even  phiced  the 
door  ajar,  as  though  he  had  left  the 
room,  forgetting  to  close  it,  and,  sliding 
up  the  chimney  like  a  man  accustomed  to 
those  sort  of  gymnastic  exercises,  having 
eff"aced  the  very  marks  of  liis  feet  upon 
the  floor,  he  commenced  climbing  the  hol- 
low tunnel,  which  afforded  him  the  only 
means  of  escape  left.  At-  this  precise 
time,  the  first  gendarme  Andrea  had  no- 
ticed walked  upstiiirs,  preceded  by  tlie 
commissaire  of  police,  and  supported  by 
the  second  gendarme  who  guarded  the 
staircase,  and  was  himself  re-enforced  by 
the  one  stationed  at  the  door.  Andrea 
was  indebted  for  this  visit  lothe  following 
circumstances  : — At  daybreak,  the  tele- 
graphs were  set  at  work  in  all  directions ; 
and  almost  immediately  the  authorities  in 
every  district  had  exerted  their  utmost 
endeavors  to  arrest  the  murderer  of  Cade- 
rousse.  Compiegne,  that  royal  residence 
and  fortified  town,  is  well  furnished  with 
authorities,  gendarmes,  and  commissaires 
de  police  :  they,  therefore,  commenced 
operations  as  soon  as  the  telegraphic  dis- 
patch arrived  ;  and  the  Bell  and  Bottle 
being  the  first  hotel  in  the  town,  they 
had  naturally  directed  their  first  inquiries 
there.  Now,  besides  the  reports  of  the  sen- 
tinels guarding  the  Hotel  de  Ville.  which 
is  next  door  to  the  Bell  and  Bottle,  it  had 
been  stated  that  a  number  of  travelers 
had  ariived  there  during  the  night.  The 
sentinel  who  was  relieved  at  six  oVIock  in 
the  morning  remembeivd  perftK'ily  that, 
just  as  he  was  taking  his  post  a  few  min- 
utes past  four,  a  young  man  arrived  oa 
horseback,  with  a  little  boy  before  hira. 
The  young  man,    having  disinisstxi   the 
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boy  and  horse,  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
hotel,  which  was  opened,  and  again  closed 
after  liis  entrance.  This  late  aiM-ival  had 
attracted  much  suspicion,  and  the  j^oung- 
man  being-  no  other  than  Andrea,  the 
commissaire  and  g-endarine,  who  was  a 
brig-adier,  directe-"?  their  steps  toward  his 
room.  They  found  the  dt>or  ajar.  "  Oh  ! 
oh  !  "  said  the  brigadier,  who  tlioroug'hly 
understood  the  trick  ;  "  a  bad  sign  to  find 
the  door  open !  I  would  rather  find  it 
tripl}^  bolted."  And,  indeed,  the  little 
note  and  pin  upon  the  table  confirmed,  or 
rather  supported,  the  sad  truth.  Andrea 
had  fied.  We  saN^  supported,  because  tlie 
brig-adier  was  too  experienced  to  yield  to 
a  sing-le  proof.  He  glanced  round,  looked 
in  the  bed,  shook  the  curtains,  opened  the 
closets,  and  finally  stopped  at  the  chim- 
ney. Andrea  had  taken  the  precaution 
to  leave  no  traces  of  liis  feet  in  the  ashes, 
but  still  it  was  an  outlet,  and  in  this  lig-ht 
was  not  to  be  passed  over  without  serious 
investlg-ation. 

The  brig-adier  sent  for  some  sticks  and 
straw,  and  having-  filled  the  chimney'  with 
them,  set  a  light  to  it.  The  fire  crackled, 
and  the  smoke  ascended  like  the  dull 
vapor  from  a  volcano;  but  still  no  pris- 
oner fell  down,  as  they  expected.  The  fact 
was,  that  Andrea,  at  war  with  society 
ever  since  his  youth,  was  quite  as  deep 
as  a  gendarme,  even  though  he  were  ad- 
vanced to  the  rank  of  brigadier,  and,  quite 
prep:ii"(>d  for  the  fin',  he  had  reached  the 
roof,  and  was  crouching-  down  against  the 
chimney-pols.  At  one  lime  Ik;  thought 
he  was  saved,  for  he  heard  the  brigadiei* 
exclaim  in  a  loud  voice,  to  the  two  g-en- 
darmes  :  "  He  is  not  here  I  " 

But  venturing  to  peep,  he  perceived 
that  the  latter,  instead  of  retiring,  as 
mig-ht  have  been  reasonably  expected 
upon  this  announcement,  weri?  watching 
with  increased  attc^ntian.  It  was  now  his 
turn  to  look  about  him  :  the  Hole!  de 
Ville,  a  massive  build iuir  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  was  on  his  right  ;  any  one  could 
descend  from  tbe  openings  in  tlu;  tower 
and  examine  ever-y  coj-ner  of  the  roof 
below:  and  Andrea  expected  momen- 
tarily to  see  the  head  of  a  gendai-me  ap- 
pear at  one  of  these  openings.     If  once  I 


discovered,  he  knew  he  would  be  lost,  for 
a  chase  on  the  roof  afforded  no  chance  of 
success  ;  he  therefore  resolved  to  descend, 
not  through  the  same  chimney  by  which 
he  arrived,  but  b^'  a  similar  one  conduct- 
ing- to  another  room.  He  looked  round 
for  a  chimney  from  which  no  smoke  is- 
sued, and  having  reached  it,  he  disappear- 
ed through  the  orifice  without  being  seen 
by  an^'  one.  At  the  same  minute,  on(^  of 
the  little  windows  of  the  Hotel  de  Viile 
was  thrown  open,  and  the  head  of  a  g"en- 
darme  appeared.  For  an  instant  it  re- 
mained motionless  as  one  of  the  stone 
decorations  of  the  building-,  then,  after  a 
long-  sigh  of  disappointment,  the  head 
disappeared.  Tlie  brig-adier,  calm  and 
dig-nified  as  the  law  he  represented,  passed 
through  the  crowd,  without  answei-ing- 
the  thousand  questions  addressed  to  him, 
and  re-entered  the  hotel. 

"  Well  ?  "  asked  the  two  gendarmes. 

"Well,  mN-^  bo3's,"  said  the  brigadier, 
"  \,\\Q  brigand  must  reall}'^  have  escaped 
early  this  morning;  but  we  will  send  to 
the  roads  of  Villers-Coterets  and  Noyon, 
and  search  the  forest,  when  we  shall 
catch  him,  no  doubt."  The  honorable 
functionary  had  scarcely  expressed  him- 
self thus,  in  that  intonation  which  is 
peculiar  to  brigadiers  of  the  gendarmerie, 
when  a  loud  scream,  accompanied  by.  the 
violent  ringingof  a  bell,  resounded  t  hrough 
the  court  of  the  hotel.  "Ah!  what  is 
that?  "  cried  the  brig-adier. 

"  Some  travejer  seems  inipatient,"  said 
the  host.     "  What  number  was  it  rang?" 

"Number  3.'—"  Run,  waiter!"  At 
this  moment  the  screams  and  I'inging 
were  redoubled.  "Aha  !  "  said  the  brig- 
adier, stopping  the  servant,  "  the  pei-son 
who  is  i-inging  appears  to  want  some- 
thing more  t  ban  a  waiter  :  we  will  attend 
upon  him  with  a  gendarme.  Who  occu- 
pies Number  3?  "—"The  littlr  f.-llow  who 
ai-rived  last  night  in  a  post-chaise  with 
his  sister,  and  who  asked  for  a  double- 
bedded  room."  The  l)ell  here  rang  for 
a  tliirti  time,  with  another  shriek  full  of 
anguisli. 

••  Follow  me,  M.  le  Commis.saire  !  "  said 
the  biigadier  ;  "  trend  in  my  steps." 

"Wait    an    instant,"   said    the    host; 
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''Number  3  has  two  staircases,  an  in- 
terior and  an  exterior." 

''Good!"  said  the  brig-adier.  "  I  will 
take  charg-e  of  the  interior.  Are  the  car- 
bines loaded  ?  "— "'  Yes,  brig-adier." 

"Well,  you  g-uard  the  exterior,  and  if 
he  attempt  to  ^y,  fire  upon  him  ;  he  must 
be  a  g"reat  criminal,  from,  what  the  tele- 
g-raph  says." 

The  brigadier,  followed  by  the  comrais- 
saire,  disappeared  by  the  interior  stair- 
case, accompained  by  the  noise  which  his 
assertions  respecting-  Andrea  had  excited 
in  the  crowd.  This  is  what  had  hap- 
pened :  Andrea  had  very  cleverly  man- 
aged to  descend  two-thirds  of  the  chimnej^ 
but  then  his  foot  slipped,  and  notwith- 
standing his  endeavors,  he  came  into  the 
room  with  more  speed  and  noise  than  he 
intended.  It  would  have  sig-nifled  little  had 
the  room  been  empty,  but  unfortunately 
it  was  occupied.  Two  ladies,  sleeping-  in 
one  bed,  were  awakened  by  the  noise,  and 
fixing  their  eyes  upon  the  spot  whence 
the  sound  proceeded,  the}'  saw  a  man. 
One  of  these  ladies,  the  fair  one,  uttered 
those  terrible  shrieks  which  resounded 
through  the  house  ;  while  the  other,  rush- 
ing- to  the  bell-rope,  rang-  with  all  her 
strength.  Andrea,  as  we  can  see,  was 
surrounded  by  misfortune. 

'•For  pity's  sake,"  he  cried,  pale  and 
bewildered,  without  seeing  whom  he  was 
addressing — "for  pity's  sake  do  not  call 
assistance  !     Save  me  !     I  will  not  harm 

you." 

"Andrea,  the  murderer  !  "  cried  one  of 
the  ladies.  —  "Eugenie  !  Mademoiselle 
Danglars!"  exclaimed  Andrea  stupefied. 

"Help!  help!"  cried  Mademoiselle 
d'Armilly,  taking  the  bell  from  her  com- 
panion's hand,  and  ringing  it  yet  more 
violently. — "  Save  me,  I  am  pursued  !  " 
said  Andrea,  clasping  his  hands.  "  For 
pity,  for  mercy's  sake  do  not  deliver  me 
up  !  "— "  It  is  too  late,  they  are  coming," 
said  Eugenie.—"  Well,  conceal  me  some- 
where, you  can  say  you  were  needlessly 
alarmed  ;  you  can  turn  their  suspicions 
and  save  my  life  !  " 

The  two  ladies,  pressing  closely  to  one 
anothei",  and  drawing  the  bed-clothes 
tightly  round  theni,  remained  silent  to 
19 


this  supplicating  voice,  all  their  repug- 
nance, all  their  fear,  rose  in  their  imagino/- 
tions. 

"  Well  1  be  it  so,"  at  length  said  Eu- 
genie ;  "  return  by  the  same  road  you 
came,  and  we  will  sa}'  nothing  about  you, 
unhappy  wretch." 

"  Here  he  is  !  here  he  is  !  "  cried  a  voice 
in  the  landing-place,  "  here  he  is !  I  see 
him  !  "  The  btigadier  had  put  his  eye  to 
the  key-hole,  and  had  perceived  Andrea 
standing  and  entreating.  A  violent  blow 
from  the  butt  end  of  the  musket  burst  open 
the  lock,  two  more  forced  out  the  bolts, 
and  the  broken  door  fell  in.  Andrea  ran 
to  the  other  door,  leading  to  the  galler}-, 
ready  to  rush  out :  but  he  was  stopped 
short ;  and  he  stood  with  his  body  a  little 
thrown  back,  pale,  and  with  the  useless 
knife  in  his  clenched  hand. 

"  Fly,  then  !  "  cried  Mademoiselle  d'Ar- 
milly, whose  T^ity  returned  as  her  fears 
diminished  :  "  Fly  !"— "  Or  kill  yourself !" 
said  Eugenie  (in  a  tone  which  a  Vestal  in 
the  circle  would  have  used,  while  ordering 
the  victoi-ious  gladiator  to  finish  his  van- 
quished adversary').  Andrea  shuddered, 
and  looked  on  the  young  girl  with  an  ex- 
pression which  proved  how  little  he  under- 
stood such  ferocious  honor.  "Kill  mj'- 
self  !  "  he  cried,  throwing  down  his  knife ; 
"why  should  I  do  so?"  —  "Win*,  you 
said."  answered  Mademoiselle  Danglars, 
"  that  you  would  be  condemned  to  die  like 
the  worst  criminals." 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Cavalcanti,  crossing  his 
arms,  '*  one  has  friends  !  " 

The  brigadier  advanced  to  him  sword 
in  hand.  "  Come,  come,"  said  Andrea, 
"  sheatlie  your  sword,  my  fine  fellow ; 
there  is  no  occasion  to  make  such  a  fuss, 
since  I  yield  myself:  "  and  he  held  out  his 
hands  to  be  manacled.  The  two  girls 
looked  with  horror  upon  this  horrid  met- 
amorphosis, the  man  of  the  world  shak- 
ing otT  his  covering  and  appeai'ing  the 
galley-slave.  Andrea  turned  toward  them, 
and  with  an  impertinent  smile  asked — 
"  Have  you  any  message  for  your  fatlier. 
Mademoiselle  Danglai-s.  for.  in  all  proba- 
bility, I  shall  return  to  Paris?  '' 

Eugenie  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands.     "Oh  !  ho  I  "  said  Andrea,  "you 
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need  not  be  ashamed,  even  thoug-h  you 
did  post  after  me.  Was  I  not  nearly  your 
husband  ?  " 

And  with  this  raillerj'-  Andrea  went  out, 
leaving-  the  two  g-irls  a  pre}''  to  their  own 
sufferinefs  of  shame,  and  to  the  commen- 
taries of  the  crowd.  An  hour  after  the}^ 
stepped  into  their  caleche,  both  dressed  in 
female  attire.  The  gate  of  the  hotel  had 
been  closed  to  screen  them  from  sig-ht, 
but  they  were  forced,  when  the  door  was 
open,  to  pass  through  a  throng  of  curious 
giances  and  whispering  voices.  Eugenie 
closed  her  eyes  :  but  though  she  could  not 
see,  she  could  hear,  and  the  sneers  of  the 
crowd  reached  her  in  the  carriage.  *'  Oh  ! 
why  is  not  the  world  a  wilderness  ?  "  she 
exclaimed,  throwing  herself  into  the  arms 
of  Mademoiselle  d'Armilly,  her  eyes 
sparkling  with  the  same  kind  of  rage 
which  made  Nero  wish  that  the  Roman 
world  had  but  one  neck,  that  he  might 
sever  it  at  a  single  blow.  The  next  day 
they  stopped  at  the  Hotel  de  Flandre,  at 
Brussels.  The  same  evening  Andrea  was 
secured  in  the  Concicrg-erie. 


CHAPTER    XCIX. 

THE   LAW, 

We  have  seen  how  quietly  Mademoiselle 
Danglars  and  Mademoiselle  d'Armill^^ 
accomplished  their  transformation  and 
flight ;  the  fact  being  that  every  one  was 
too  nmch  occupied  in  his  or  her  own  affairs 
to  think  of  theirs.  We  will  leave  Ihe 
banker  contemplating  the  enormous  col- 
umns of  his  debt  before  the  phantom  of 
bankruptcy,  and  follow  the  baroness,  who. 
after  remaining  for  a  moment  as  if  crushed 
under  the  weight  of  the  blow  which  had 
struck  her,  had  gone  to  .seek  her  usual 
adviser,  Lucien  Debray.  The  baroness 
had  looked  forward  to  this  mairiage  as  a 
means  of  ridding  her  of  a  guardianship 
which,  over  a  girl  of  Eugenie's  character, 
could  not  fail  to  bo  rather  a  ti'oublesome 
undertaking;  for  in  tho.se  tacit  under- 
standings which  maintain  lh(^  bond  of 
family  union,  the  mothrr  is  only  really 
the  mistress  of  her  daughter  upon  the 
condition  of  continually  presenting  her- 
self to  her  as  a  model  of  wisdom  and 
type  of  perfection.     Now,  Madame  Dan- 


glars feared  the  penetration  of  Eugenie 
and  the  advice  of  Mademoiselle  d'Armil- 
ly ;  she  had  frequently  observed  the  con- 
temptuous expression  with  which  her 
daughter  looked  upon  Debrayi — an  ex- 
pression which  seemed  to  imply  that  she 
understood  all  her  mother's  amorous  and 
pecuniary  relationships  with  the  intimate 
secretary  ;  moreover,  she  saw  that  Eu- 
genie detested  Debraj',  not  only  because 
he  was  a  cause  of  dissension  and  scandal 
in  the  paternal  roof,  but  because  she 
had  at  once  classed  him  in  that  catalogue 
of  bipeds  whom  Plato  endeavors  to  with- 
draw from  the  appellation  of  men,  and 
whom  Diogenes  designated  as  animals 
upon  two  legs  without  feathers.  Unfort- 
unately', in  this  world  of  ours,  each  person 
views  things  through  a  certain  medium, 
which  prevents  him  seeing  them  in  the 
same  light  as  others  ;  and  Madame  Dan- 
glars, therefore,  very  much  regretted  that 
the  marriage  of  Eugenie  had  not  taken 
place,  not  only  because  the  match  was 
good,  and  likely  to  insure  the  happiness 
of  her  child,  but  because  it  would  also 
set  her  at  liberty.  She  ran  therefore  to 
Debray 's,  who,  after  having,  like  the  rest 
of  Paris,  witnessed  the  contract  scene  and 
the  scandal  attending  it,  had  retired  in 
haste  to  his  club,  where  he  was  chatting 
with  some  friends  upon  the  events,  which 
served  as  a  subject  of  conversation  for 
three-fourths  of  that  city,  known  as  the 
capital  of  the  world.  At  the  pi'ecise  time 
when  Madame  Danglars,  dressed  in  black 
and  concealed  in  a  long  veil,  was  ascend- 
ing th(!  stairs  leading  to  the  apartments 
of  Debray,  notwithstanding-  the  assur- 
ances of  the  young  man  that  his  master 
was  not  at  hom(>,  Debray  was  occupied 
in  repelling  the  insiimations  of  a  friend, 
who  tried  to  pei-suade  him  that  after  the 
terrible  scene  which  had  just  taken  place 
he  ought,  as  a  friend  of  the  family,  to 
marry  Mademoiselle  Danglars  and  her 
two  millions.  Debray  did  not  defend 
liimself  wvy  warmly,  for  the  idea  had 
.sometiuH's  crossed  his  mind  :  still,  when 
he  recollected  the  independent,  proud 
spirit  of  Eugeni(>,  he  positively  rejected  it 
as  utterly  impossible,  tliough  the  same 
thought   again  continually  recurred,  and 
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found  a  resting-place  in  his  heart.  Tea, 
play,  and  the  conversation,  which  had 
become  interesting-  during  the  discussion 
of  such  serious  affairs,  lasted  till  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning. 

Meanwhile  Madame  Danglars,  veiled 
and  fainting,  awaited  the  return  of  De- 
bray  in  the  little  green  room,  seated  be- 
tween two  baskets  of  flowers,  which  she 
had  that  morning  sent,  and  which,  it  must 
be  confessed,  Debray  had  himself  arrang^ed 
and  watered  with  so  much  care  that  his 
absence  was  half  excused  in  the  e\es  of 
the  poor  woman.  At  fort^''  minutes  past 
eleven,  Madame  Danglars,  tired  of  wait- 
ing", returned  home.  Women  of  a  certain 
grade  are  like  grisettes  in  one  respect, 
they  seldom  return  home  after  twelve 
o'clock.  The  baroness  returned  to  the 
hotel  with  as  much  caution  as  Eugenie 
used  in  leaving-  it ;  she  ran  lightly  up- 
stairs, and  with  an  aching  heart  entered 
her  apartment,  contiguous,  as  we  know, 
to  that  of  Eugenie.  She  was  fearful  of 
exciting  any  remark,  and  believed  firmh^ 
in  her  daughter's  innocence  and  fidelity' 
to  her  paternal  roof.  She  listened  at  Eu- 
genie's door,  then,  hearing  no  sound,  she 
tried  to  enter,  but  the  bolts  were  drawn. 
Madame  Danglars  fancied  that,  fatigued 
witli  the  terrible  excitement  of  the  even- 
ing, she  had  retired  to  her  bed  and  slept. 
Slie  called  her  lady's  maid  and  questioned 
her. 

"Mademoiselle  Eugenie,*'  she  said, 
"retired  to  her  apartment  with  Made- 
moiselle d'Armilly;  they  then  took  tea 
together,  after  which  the^^  desired  me  to 
leave,  saying  they  required  me  no  long- 
er." Since  then  the  lady's  maid  had 
been  below,  and,  like  every  one  else,  she 
thought  the  young  ladies  were  in  their 
own  room  ;  Madame  Danglars,  therefore, 
went  to  bed  without  a  shadow  of  suspi- 
cion, and  began  to  muse  over  the  past 
events.  In  proportion  as  her  ideas  be- 
came clearer,  so  did  occurrences  at  the 
scene  of  the  contract  increase  in  magni- 
tude :  it  no  longer  appeared  mere  confu- 
sion :  it  was  a  tumult ;  it  was  no  longer 
something  distressing,  but  disgraceful. 
And  then  the  baroness  remembered  that 
she  had  felt  no  pity  for  poor   Mercedes, 


who  had  been  afflicted  with  as  severe  a 
blow  through  her  husband  and  son. 

"  Eugenie,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  is  lost, 
and  so  are  we.  The  affair,  as  it  will  be 
reported,  will  cover  us  with  shame ;  for  in 
societ^^,  such  as  ours,  satire  inflicts  a  pain- 
ful and  incurable  wound.  How  fortunate 
that  Eugenie  is  possessed  of  that  strange 
character  which  has  so  often  made  me 
tremble  !  "  And  her  glance  was  turned 
toward  heaven,  where  that  mysterious 
Pi'ovidence  disposes  all  things  ;  and  out  of 
a  fault,  na3%  even  a  vice,  sometimes  pro- 
duces a  blessing.  And  then  her  thoughts, 
cleaving  through  space  as  a  bird  in  the 
air,  rested  on  Cavalcanti.  This  Andrea 
was  a  wretch,  a  robber,  an  assassin,  and 
yet  his  manners  indicated  a  sort  of  educa- 
tion, if  not  a  complete  one  ;  he  had  been 
presented  to  the  world  with  the  appear- 
ance of  an  immense  fortune,  supported  by 
an  honorable  name.  How  could  she  ex- 
tricate herself  from  this  labyrinth  ?  To 
whom  would  she  apply  to  help  her  out  of 
this  painful  situation  ?  Debray,  to  whom 
she  had  run,  with  the  first  instinct  of  a 
woman  toward  the  man  she  loves,  and 
who  yet  betraj^s  her — Debray  could  but 
give  her  advice  ;  she  must  apply  to  some 
one  more  powerful  than  he.  The  baroness 
then  thought  of  M.  de  Yillefort.  It  was 
M.  de  Villefort  who  had  caused  Caval- 
canti to  be  arrested  ;  it  was  M.  de  Ville- 
fort who  had  remorselessly  brought  mis- 
fortune into  her  family,  as  though  tiify 
had  been  strangers.  But,  no  :  on  reflec- 
tion, the  procui'eur  du  roi  was  not  a  mer- 
ciless man;  and  it  was  the  magistrate, 
slave  to  his  duties,  the  friend,  and  loyal 
friend,  who,  roughly  but  firmly,  cut  inl^ 
the  very  core  of  the  corruption  ;  it  was 
not  the  executioner,  but  the  surgeon,  who 
wished  to  withdraw  the  honor  of  Dan- 
glars from  ignominious  association  with 
the  lost  young  man  they  had  presented 
to  the  world  as  their  son-in-law.  Fi*om 
the  moment  that  Villefort,  the  friend  of 
Danglars,  acted  thus,  no  one  could  su|>- 
pose  that  the  banker  had  been  previously 
acquainted  with,  or  had  lent  himself  to, 
any  of  the  intrigues  of  Andrea.  The  con- 
duct of  Villefort,  therefore,  upon  n^tlec- 
tion,  apfieared  to  the  baroness  as  if  shaped 
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for  their  mutual  advantage.  But  the  in 
flexibilit}'  of  the  procureur  du  roi  should 
stop  there ;  she  would  see  him  the  next 
day,  and  if  she  could  not  make  him  fail  in 
his  duties  as  a  mag-istrate,  she  would,  at 
least,  obtain  all  the  indulgence  he  could 
allow.  She  would  invoke  the  past,  recall 
old  recollections ;  she  would  supplicate 
him  b}^  the  remembrance  of  g-uiltj-,  j^et 
happy  daj's.  M.  de  Villefort  would  stifle 
the  affair  ;  he  had  only  to  turn  his  eyes  on 
one  side,  and  allow  Andrea  to  fly,  and  only 
pursue  the  crime  under  that  shadow  of 
g-uilt  called  contempt  of  court.  And  after 
this  reasoning-  she  slept  easily. 

At  nine  o'clock  next  morning  she  rose, 
and  without  ringing  for  her  maid,  or  giv- 
ing the  least  sign  of  her  existence,  she 
dressed  herself  in  the  same  simple  style 
as  on  the  previous  night ;  then  running 
downstairs,  she  left  the  hotel,  walked  to 
the  Rue  de  Provence,  called  a  fiacre,  and 
drove  to  M.  de  Villefort's  house.  For  the 
last  month  tins  wretched  house  had  pre- 
sented the  gloomy  appearance  of  a  laza- 
retto infected  with  the  plague.  Some  of 
the  apartments  were  closed  within  and 
without ;  the  shutters  were  only  opened 
to  admit  a  minute's  air,  showing  the 
scared  face  of  a  footman,  and  immediate- 
ly afterward  the  window  would  be  closed, 
like  a  gravestone  falling-  on  a  sepulchor ; 
and  the  neighbors  would  say  to  each  other 
in  a  low  voict-,  "Shall  we  to-day  see 
another  bier  leave  the  house  of  M.  le  Pro- 
cureur du  Roi  ?  "  Madame  Danglars  in- 
voluntai-ily  shuddeied  at  the  aspect  of 
the  desolate  house ;  descending  from  the 
fiacre,  she  approached  the  door  with 
trembling  knees,  and  rang  the  bell.  Three 
times  did  the  bell  ring  with  a  dull,  heavy 
sound,  seeming  to  participate  in  the  gen- 
eral sadness,  before  the  concierge  ap- 
peared and  peeped  through  the  door, 
which  he  opened  just  wide  enough  to 
allow  his  words  to  be  heard.  He  saw  a 
lady,  a  fashionable, elegantly-dressed  lady, 
and  yet  the  door  remained  almost  closed. 

"Do  you   intend  opening   the   door?'* 
said  the  baroness.—"  First,  madame,  who 


are  j'ou 


-"Who  am  I?    You  know  me 


well  enough." — "We  no  longer  know  any 
one,  madame."— "You  must  ])e  mad,  my 


friend,"  said  the  baroness. — ••  Where  do 
you  come  from?" — "Oh!  this  is  too 
much!" — "Madame,  these  are  my  or- 
ders; excuse  me.  Your  name?" — "The 
Baroness  Danglars :  you  have  seen  me 
twenty  times."  —  "Possibly,  madame. 
And  now,  what  do  you  want?" 

"  Oh,  how  extraordinary  I  I  shall  com- 
plain to  M.  de  Villefort  of  the  imperti- 
nence of  his  servants." 

"  Madame,  this  is  precaution,  not  imper- 
tinence ;  no  one  enters  here  without  an 
order  from  M.  d'Avrigny,  or  without 
speaking  to  M.  le  Procureur  du  Roi." 

"Well !  my  business  is  with  M.  le  Pro- 
cureur du  Roi." 

"Is  it  pressing  business  ?  " — "You  can 
imagine  so,  since  I  have  not  even  brought 
my  carriage  out  yet.  But  enough  of  this ; 
here  is  my  card  ;  take  it  to  your  master." 

"  Madame  will  await  my  return  ?  " 

"Yes;  go."  The  concierge  closed  the 
door,  leaving  Madame  Danglars  in  the 
street.  She  had  not  long  to  wait ;  directly 
afterward  the  door  was  opened  wide 
enough  to  admit  her,  and  when  she  had 
passed  through,  it  was  again  shut.  With- 
out losing  sight  of  her  for  an  instant,  the 
concierge  took  a  whistle  from  his  pocket 
as  soon  as  they  entered  the  court,  and 
sounded  it.  The  valet-de-chambre  ap- 
peared on  th(!  door-steps.  "  You  will  ex- 
cuse this  poor  fellow,  madame,"  he  said, 
as  he  preceded  the  baroness;  "but  his 
orders  are  precise,  and  M.  de  Villefort 
begged  me  to  tell  you  he  could  not  act 
otherwise  than  he  had  done." 

In  the  court  was  a  tradesman  showing 
his  merchandise,  who  had  been  admitted 
with  the  same  precautions.  The  baroness 
ascended  the  steps  ;  she  felt  herself  strong- 
ly infected  with  the  sadness  which,  as  it 
were,  seemed  to  enlarge  the  circle  of  her 
own.  and  still  guided  by  the  valet-de- 
ciiambre,  who  never  lost  sight  of  her  for 
an  instant,  she  was  introduced  to  the  study 
of  the  magistrate.  Preoccupied  as  Mad- 
ame Danglars  had  been  with  tlie  object 
of  lier  visit,  the  treatment  she  had  re- 
ceived from  these  underlings  appeared 
to  her  so  insulting  that  she  began  by  com- 
plaining of  it.  But  Villefort,  raising  his 
head,    bowed    down    by    grief,    looked    up 
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at  her  with  so  sad  a  smile  that  her  com- 
plaints died  upon  her  lips.  "  Forgive  my 
servants,"  he  said,  "  for  a  terror  I  cannot 
blame  them  for;  from  being-  suspected 
they  have  become  suspicious." 

Madame  Danglars  had  often  heard  of 
the  terror  to  which  the  magistrate  al- 
luded, but  without  the  evidence  of  her 
own  eA'esight  she  could  never  have  be- 
lieved the  sentiment  had  been  carried  so 
far.  "You  too,  then,  are  unhappy?" 
she  said. 

*' Yes,  madame,"  replied  the  magistrate. 

"Then  you  pity  me!" — "Sincerely, 
madame." — "And  you  understand  Avhat 
brings  me  here?" — "You  wish  to  speak 
to  me  about  the  circumstance  which  has 
just  happened?" — "Yes,  sir,  a  fearful 
misfortune." — "You  mean  a  mischance." 

"A  mischance  !  "  repeated  the  baroness. 

"Alas!  madame,"  said  the  procureur 
du  roi,  with  his  imperturbable  calmness 
of  manner,  "I  consider  those  alone  mis-, 
fortunes  which  are  irreparable." — "And 
do  you  suppose  this  will  be  forgotten?  " 

"Everj'thing  will  be  forgotten,  mad- 
ame," said  Villefort.  "Your  daugliter 
will  be  married  to-morrow,  if  not  to-day 
— in  a  week,  if  not  to-morrow ;  and  I  do 
not  think  3'ou  can  regret  the  intended 
husband  of  3'our  daughter."  Madame 
Danglars  gazed  on  Villefort,  stupefied  to 
find  him  so  almost  insultingly  calm.  "Am 
I  come  to  a  friend  ?  "  she  asked,  in  a  tone 
full  of  mournful  dignity.  "  You  know 
that  you  are,  madame,"  said  Villefort, 
whose  pale  cheeks  became  slightlj^  flushed 
as  he  gave  her  the  assurance.  And  truly 
this  assurance  carried  him  back  to  differ- 
ent events  to  those  now  occupying  the 
baroness  and  him.  "  Well,  then,  be  more 
affectionate,  my  dear  Villefort,"  said  the 
baroness.  "Speak  to  me  not  as  a  magis- 
trate, but  as  a  friend  ;  and  when  I  am 
in  bitter  anguish  of  spirit,  do  not  tell 
me  I  ought  to  be  gay."  Villefort  bowed. 
"When  I  hear  misfortunes  named,  mad- 
ame," he  said,  "  I  have  within  the  last  few 
months  contracted  the  bad  habit  of  think- 
ing of  my  own,  and  then  I  cannot  help 
drawing  up  an  egotistical  parallel  in  my 
mind.  This  is  the  reason  that  by  the  side 
of    my   misfortunes   yours  appear  to  me 


mere  mischances  ;  this  is  vfhy  my  dread- 
ful position  makes  \'ours  appear  enviable. 
But  this  annoys  you  ;  let  us  change  the 
subject.     You   were  saj'ing,  madame — " 

"  I  came  to  ask  you,  mj'^  friend,"  said 
the  baroness,  "  what  will  be  done  with 
this  impostor  ?  " — "Impostor  I  "  repeated 
Villefort ;  "  certainly,  madame,  you  ap- 
pear to  extenuate  some  cases,  and  exag- 
gerate others.  Impostor,  indeed  !  M. 
Andrea  Cavalcanti,  or  rather  M.  Bene- 
detto, is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  an 
assassin  !  " 

"  Sir,  I  do  not  deny  the  justice  of  your 
correction  ;  but  the  more  severely  you 
arm  ^-ourself  against  that  unfortunate, 
the  more  deeply  will  you  strike  our  family. 
Come,  forget  him  for  a  moment,  and,  in- 
stead of  pursuing  him,  let  him  fly." 

"  You  are  too  late,  madame  :  the  orders 
are  issued." — "  Well,  should  he  be  arrest- 
ed— do  you  think  they  will  arrest  him  ?  " 

"I  hope  so." — "If  they  should  arrest 
him  (I  know  that  sometimes  prisons  afford 
means  of  escape),  will  you  leave  him  in 
prison  ?" — The  procureur  du  roi  shook  his 
head.  "  At  least  keep  him  there  till  my 
daughter  be  married." 

"Impossible,  madame;   justice  has  its 


formalities. 


What !    even   for   me  ? 


said  the  baroness,  half  jesting,  half  in 
earnest. — "  For  all,  even  for  mj'self  among 
the  rest,"  replied  Villefort. 

"Ah  !  "  exclaimed  the  baroness,  without 
expressing  the  ideas  which  the  exclama- 
tion betrayed.  Villefort  looked  at  her 
with  that  piercing  glance  which  read  the 
secrets  of  the  heart.  "  Yes,  I  know  what 
you  mean,"  he  said  :  "you  allude  to  those 
terrible  rumors  spread  abroad  in  the 
world,  that  all  those  deaths  wliicli  have 
kept  me  in  mourning  for  (he  last  three 
months,  and  from  which  Valentine  has 
only  escaped  by  a  miracle,  have  not  hap- 
pened by  natural  means." — "I  was  not 
thinking  of  that."  replied  Madame  Dan- 
glars quickly. — "Yes.  you  were  thinking 
of  it.  and  with  justice.  You  could  not 
help  thinking  of  it,  and  saying  to  yourself, 
'  You,  who  pursue  crime  so  vindictively, 
answer  now.  why  are  there  nnpunished 
crimes  in  your  dwelling  ?  '  "  The  baroness 
became  pale.     "You    were    saying  this. 
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were  you  not  ?  "— ''  Well,  I  own  it.' — "  I 
will  answer  you."  Villefort  drew  his 
armchair  nearer  to  Madame  Dang-lars ; 
then,  resting-  both  hands  upon  his  desk, 
he  said,  in  a  voice  more  hollow  than  usual : 
'*  There  are  crimes  which  remain  unpun- 
ished because  the, criminals  are  unknown, 
and  we  mig-ht  strike  the  innocent  instead 
of  the  eruilty ;  but  when  the  culprits  are 
discovered  "  (Yillefort  here  extended  his 
hand  toward  a  larg-e  crucifix  placed  oppo- 
site to  his  desk) — ''  when  they  are  discov- 
ered, I  swear  to  3'OU,  by  all  I  hold  most 
sacred,  that,  whoever  the}'  raaj^  be,  the}' 
shall  die.  Now,  after  the  oath  I  have 
just  taken,  and  which  I  will  keep,  mad- 
ame,  dare  you  ask  for  raerc}'  for  that 
wretch  ?  " — "  But,  sir,  are  3'ou  sure  he  is 
as  g-uilty  as  they  say  ?  "—''Listen  ;  this 
is  his  description  :  '  Benedetto,  con- 
demned, at  the  ag-e  of  sixteen,  for  five 
years  to  the  galleys  for  forgery.'  He 
promised  well,  as  you  see — first  a  run- 
away, then  an  assassin." — "  And  who  is 
this  wretch  ?  " — "Who  can  tell  ?— a  vaga- 
bond, a  Corsican." — "Has  no  one  owned 
him?" — "No  one;  his  parents  are  un- 
known."— "But  who  was  the  man  who 
brought  him  from  Lucca?" 

"  Another  rascal  like  himself,  perhaps 
his  accomplice."  The  baroness  clasped 
her  hands.  "Villefort!  "  she  exclaimed, 
in  her  softest  and  most  captivating  man- 
ner. "For  Heaven's  sake,  madame,"  said 
Villefort,  with  a  firmness  of  expression 
not  altogether  free  from  harshness — "  for 
Heaven's  sake,  do  not  nsk  pai-don  of  me 
for  a  guilty  wretch  !  What  am  1  ?— the 
law.  Has  the  law  any  eyes  to  witness 
your  grief?  Has  the  law  ears  to  be 
melted  by  your  sweet  voice?  Has  the 
law  a  memory  for  all  those  soft  recollec- 
tions you  endeavor  to  recall  ?  No.  mad- 
ame :  the  law  has  commanded,  and  wh(Mi 
it  commands  it  strikes.  You  will  tell  me 
tliat  T  am  a  living  being,  and  not  a  code — 
amnu.  and  not  a  volume.  Look  at  me, 
madauK^ — look  around  me.  Have  man- 
kind tnjated  mo  as  a  brother?  Have 
they  loved  me?  Have  ihey  spared  me? 
Has  any  one  shown  the  mercy  toward  me 
that  3'ou  now  ask  at  my  hands?  No, 
madame,  they  struck  mo,  always  struck 


me  !  Woman  I  siren  that  you  are,  do  you 
persist  in  fixing  on  me  that  fascinating 
eye,  which  reminds  me  that  I  ought  to 
blush  ?  Well,  be  it  so  ;  let  me  blush  for 
the  faults  you  know,  and  perhaps — per- 
haps for  even  more  than  those  !  But  hav- 
ing sinned  myself,  it  maj^  be  more  deeply 
than  others,  I  never  rest  till  I  have  torn 
the  disguises  from  m^^  fellow-creatures, 
and  found  out  their  weaknesses.  I  have 
always  found  them  ;  and  more,  I  repeat 
Avitli  ]oy,  with  triumph,  I  have  alwaj's 
found  some  proof  of  human  perversit}'^  or 
error.  Everj-  criminal  I  condemn  seems 
to  me  a  living  proof  that  I  am  not  a  hid- 
eous exception  to  the  rest.  Alas,  alas, 
alas !  all  the  world  is  wicl\ed ;  let  us 
therefore  strike  at  wickedness  !  " 

Villefort  pronounced  these  last  words 
with  a  feverish  rage,  which  gave  a  fero- 
cious eloquence  to  his  words.' 

"  But,"  said  Madame  Danglars,  resolv- 
ing to  make  a  last  effort,  "  this  3'oung 
man,  though  a  murderer,  is  an  orphan, 
abandoned  b\'  ever3'^bod3\  " 

"So  much  the  worse,  or  rather,  so 
much  the  better  ;  it  has  been  so  ordained 
that  he  may  have  none  to  weep  his  fate." 

"  But  this  is  trampling  on  the  weak, 
sir." — "The  weakness  of  a  murderer  !  " 

"His  dishonor  reflects  upon  us." 

"  Is  not  death  in  my  house?" — "Oh, 
sir,"  exclaimed  the  baroness,  "you  are 
without  pity  for  others  !  AVell,  then,  I 
tell  you  they  will  have  no  mercy  on  you!" 

"Be  it  so!"  said  Villefort,  raising  his 
arms  to  heaven. 

"  At  least,  delay  the  trial  till  the  next 
assizes  ;  we  shall  then  have  six  months  be- 
fore us." — "  No,  madame,"  said  Villefort ; 
"  instruct  ions  liave  been  given.  There  are 
yet  five  days  left ;  five  days  are  more  than 
I  require.  Do  you  not  think  that  I  also 
long  for  forget  fulness  ?  While  working 
night  and  day,  I  sometimes  lose  all  recol- 
lection of  the  past,  and  then  I  experience 
the  same  sort  of  happiness  I  can  imagine 
the  dead  to  f(>el ;  still,  it  is  better  than  suf- 
fering."— "But,  sir.  he  has  fled  ;  let  him 
escape — inaction  is  a  pardonable  offense." 

"I  tell  you  it  is  too  late;  early  this 
morning  t'.ie  telegraph  was  emplo^'ed,  and 
at  this  very  minute — " 
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"  Sir,"  said  the  valet-de-chambre,  enter- 
ing- the  room, '"  a  dragoon  has  brought  this 
dispatch  from  the  Minister  of  the  Interi- 
or." Villefort  seized  the  letter  and  hastily 
unsealed  it.  Madame  Danglars  trembled 
With  fear:  Villefort  started  with  joy. 
••Arrested  !  "  he  exclaimed  ;  "  he  was  tak- 
en at  Compiegne,  and  all  is  over."  Mad- 
ame Danglars  rose  from  her  seat,  pale 
and  cold.  "Adieu,  sir  !  "  she  said.  "Adieu, 
madame  !  "  replied  the  procureur  du  roi,  as 
in  an  almost  joyful  manner  he  conducted 
her  to  the  door.  Then,  turning  to  his 
■desk,  he  said,  striking  the  letter  with  his 
right  hand,  "  Come,  I  had  a  forgery,  three 
robberies,  and  two  incendiaries ;  I  only 
wanted  a  murder,  and  here  it  is.  It  will 
be  a  splendid  session  !  " 


CHAPTER  C. 

THE     APPARITION. 

As  the  procureur  du  roi  had  told  Mad- 
ame Danglars,  Valentine  was  not  j-et  re- 
covered. Bowed  down  with  fatigue,  she 
was  indeed  confined  to  her  bed,  and  it  was 
in  her  own  room,  and  from  the  lips  of 
Madame  de  Villefort,  that  she  heard  all 
the  strange  events  we  have  related  :  we 
mean  the  flight  of  Eugenie  and  the  arrest 
of  Andrea  Cavalcanti,  or  rather  Bene- 
detto, together  with  the  accusation  of 
murder  pronounced  against  him.  But 
Valentine  was  so  weak  that  this  recital 
scarcely'  produced  the  same  effect  it  would 
have  done  had  she  been  in  her  usual  state 
of  health.  Indeed,  her  brain  was  only  the 
seat  of  vague  ideas  ;  and  confused  forms, 
mingled  with  strange  fancies,  alone  pre- 
sented themselves  before  her  eyes.  Dur- 
ing the  daytime  Valentine's  perceptions 
remained  tolerabl}'  clear,  owing  to  the 
constant  presence  of  M.  Noirtier,  who 
caused  himself  to  be  carried  to  his  grand- 
daughter's room,  and  Avatched  her  with 
his  paternal  tenderness :  Villefort  also,  on 
his  return  from  the  palais,  frequently 
passed  an  liour  or  two  witli  his  father  and 
child.  At  six  o'clock  Villefort  retired  to 
his  study,  at  eight  M.  d'Avrigny  an-ived 
himself,  bringing  the  night  draught  pre- 
pared for  the  young  girl,  and  tlien  ]M. 
Noirtier  was  carried  away.  A  nurse  of 
the  doctor's  choice  succeeded  them,  and 


never  left  till  about  ten  or  eleven  o'clock 
when  Valentine  was  asleep.  As  she  went 
downstairs  she  gave  the  keys  of  Valen- 
tine's room  to  M.  Villefort,  so  that  no 
one  could  reach  the  sick-room  excepting 
through  that  of  Madame  de  Villefort  and 
little  Edward's.  Every  morning  Morrel 
called  on  Noirtier  to  receive  news  of  Val- 
entine, and,  extraordinary  as  it  seemed, 
each  day  found  him  less  uneasy.  Cer- 
tainh',  thoug-h  Valentine  still  labored  un- 
der dreadful  nervous  excitement,  she  was 
better  ;  and,  moreover,  Monte-Cristo  had 
told  him  when,  half  distracted,  he  had 
rushed  to  his  house,  that  if  she  was  not 
dead  in  two  hours  she  was  saved.  Now 
four  days  had  elapsed,  and  Valentine  still 
lived.  The  nervous  excitement  of  which 
we  speak  pursued  Valentine  even  in  lier 
sleep,  or  rather  in  that  state  of  somno- 
lence which  succeeded  her  waking  hours ; 
It  Avas,  then,  in  the  silence  of  night,  in  the 
dim  light  shed  from  the  alabaster  lamp  on 
the  chimney-piece,  that  she  saw  those 
shadows  pass  and  repass  which  hover  over 
the  bed  of  sickness,  and  fan  the  fever  with 
their  trembling-  wings.  First  she  fancied 
she  saw  her  step-mother  threatening-  her, 
then  Morrel  stretched  his  arms  toward 
her:  sometimes  mere  strangers,  like  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo.  appeared  to  visit 
her  :  even  the  very  furniture,  in  these  mo- 
ments of  delirium,  seemed  to  move ;  and 
this  state  lasted  till  about  three  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  when  a  deep  heavy  slumber 
overcame  the  young  g-irl.  from  which  she 
did  not  awake  till  morning-.  On  the  even- 
ing of  the  day  on  which  Valentine  had 
learned  the  flight  of  Eugenie  and  tlie  ar- 
rest of  Benedetto.  Villefort  having  retired 
as  well  as  Noirtier  and  d'Avrigny,  her 
thoughts  wandered  in  a  confused  maze, 
alternately  reviewing  her  own  situation 
and  the  events  she  had  just  heard. 

Eleven  o'clock  had  struck.  The  nurse, 
having  placed  the  beverage  prepaivd  by 
the  doctor  within  reach  of  the  patient,  and 
locked  the  door,  was  listening  with  terror 
to  the  comments  of  the  servants  in  the 
kitchen,  and  storing  her  memory  with  nJl 
the  horrible  stories  which  liad  for  some 
months  pnst  amused  the  occupants  of  the 
antechambers  in  the  house  of  the  procureur 
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du  roi.  Meanwhile  an  unexpected  scene  was 
passing  in  the  room  which  had  been  so 
carefully  locked.  Ten  minutes  had  elapsed 
since  the  nurse  hud  left ;  Valentine,  who 
for  the  last  hour  had  been  suffering  from 
the  fever  which  returned  nightly,  incapa- 
ble of  controlling  her  ideas,  was  forced  to 
3'ield  to  the  excitement  which  exhausted 
itself  in  producing  and  reproducing  a  suc- 
cession and  recurrence  of  the  same  fancies 
and  images.  The  night-lamp  threw  out 
countless  rays,  each  resolving  itself  into 
some  strange  form  to  her  disordered  im- 
agination, when  suddenly,  by  its  flickering 
light,  Valentine  thought  she  saw  the  door 
of  her  library,  which  was  in  the  recess  by 
the  chimney-piece,  open  slowl^',  though 
she  in  vain  listened  for  the  sound  of  the 
hinges  on  which  it  turned.  At  any  other 
time  Valentine  would  have  seized  the 
silken  bell-pull,  and  summoned  assistance, 
but  nothing  astonished  her  in  her  present 
situation.  Her  reason  told  her  that  all 
the  visions  she  beheld  were  but  the  chil- 
dren of  her  imagination,  and  the  convic- 
tion was  strengthened  by  the  fact  that 
in  the  morning  no  traces  remained  of 
the  nocturnal  phantoms,  who  disappeared 
with  the  daylight.  Behind  the  door  a 
human  figure  appeared ;  but  she  was 
too  familiar  with  such  apparitions  to  be 
alarmed,  and  therefore  only  stared,  hop- 
ing to  recognize  Morrel.  The  figure  ad- 
vanced toward  the  bed,  and  appeared  to 
listen  with  profound  attention.  At  this 
moment  a  ray  of  light  glanced  across  the 
face  of  the  midnight  visitor. 

"It  is  not  ho  !  "  she  murmured,  and 
waited,  in  the  assurance  of  its  being  bui 
a  dream,  for  the  man  to  disappear  or  as- 
sume some  other  form.  Still,  she  felt  her 
pulse,  and,  finding  it  throb  violently,  she 
remembered  thai  the  best  method  of  dis- 
pelling such  illusions  was  lo  drink,  for  a 
draught  of  the  bevet-age  prepared  bv  the 
doctor  to  allay  her  fever  seemed  to  causes 
a  reaction  of  the  brain,  and  for  a  short 
time  she  suffered  less.  Valentine  there- 
fore reached  her  hand  toward  the  glass, 
but  as  soon  as  her  trembling  arm  left  the 
bed  the  apparition  advanced  more  quickly 
toward  her,  and  approached  the  young 
girl  so  closely  that  she  fancied  she  heard 


his  breath,  and  felt  the  pressure  of  his 
hand.  This  time  the  illusion,  or  rather 
the  realit3',  surpassed  anything  Valentine 
had  before  experienced  ;  she  began  to  be- 
lieve herself  really  alive  and  awake,  and 
the  belief  that  her  reason  was  this  time 
not  deceived  made  her  shudder.  The 
pressure  she  felt  was  evidently  intended 
to  arrest  her  arm,  and  she  slowly  with- 
drew it.  Then  the  figure,  from  whom  she 
could  not  detach  her  eyes,  and  who  ap- 
peared more  protecting  than  menacing, 
took  the  glass,  and,  walking  toward  the 
night-light,  held  it  up,  as  if  to  test  its 
transparency.  This  did  not  seem  suffi- 
cient; the  man,  or  rather  the  phantom 
—  for  he  trod  so  softly'  that  no  sound 
was  heard  —  then  poured  out  about  a 
spoonful  into  the  glass,  and  drank  it. 
Valentine  witnessed  this  scene  Avith  a 
sentiment  of  stupefaction.  Ever}'  min- 
ute she  had  expected  that  it  would  vanish 
and  give  place  to  another  vision ;  but  the 
man,  instead  of  dissolving  like  a  shadow, 
again  approached  her,  and  said  in  an  agi- 
tated voice,  "Now  you  may  drink." 

Valentine  shuddered.  It  was  the  first 
time  one  of  these  visions  had  ever  addressed 
her  in  a  living  voice,  and  she  was  about 
to  utter  an  exclamation.  The  man  placed 
his  finger  on  her  lips.  "  The  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo  !  "  she  murmured. 

It  was  easj'  to  see  that  no  doubt  now 
remained  in  the  young  girl's  mind  as  to 
the  reality  of  the  scene  ;  her  eyes  started 
with  terror,  her  hands  trembled,  and  she 
rapidl3'  drew  the  bed-clothes  closer  to 
her.  Still,  the  presence  of  Monte-Cristo 
at  such  an  hour,  his  mysterious,  fanciful, 
and  extraordinary  entrance  into  her  room, 
through  the  wall,  might  well  seem  impos- 
sibilities to  her  shattered  reason.  "Do 
noi.  call  any  one — do  not  be  alarmed," 
.said  the  count ;  *'  do  not  let  a  shade  of 
suspicion  or  imeasiness  remain  in  your 
breast  ;  the  man  standing  before  you. 
Valentine  (for  this  time  it  is  no  phantom), 
is  nothing  mon*  than  the  tenderest  father 
and  the  most  n^spect ful  friend  you  could 
dream  of." 

Valentine  could  not  re()l\'  ;  tlie  voice 
which  indicated  the  real  presence  of  a 
being  in  the  room,  alarmed  her  so  much 
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that  she  feared  to  utter  a  syllable  ;  still 
the  expression  of  her  eyes  seemed  to  in- 
quire, "If  your  intentions  are  pure,  why 
are  you  here?"  The  count's  marvelous 
sa'o-acity  understood  all  that  was  passing- 
in  the  young  girl's  mind. 

"Listen  to  me,"  he  said,  ''or,  rather, 
look  upon  me ;  look  at  013'  face,  paler 
even  than  usual,  and  my  eyes,  red  with 
weariness — for  four  days  I  have  not  closed 
them,  for  I  have  been  constantly  watch- 
ing 3'ou,  to  protect  and  preserve  you  for 
Maximilian."  The  blood  mounted  rapidly 
to  the  cheeks  of  Valentine,  for  the  name 
just  pronounced  by  the  count  dispelled  all 
the  fear  with  which  his  presence  had  in- 
spired her.  "  Maximilian  !  "  she  ex- 
claimed, and  so  sweet  did  the  sound  ap- 
pear to  her,  that  she  repeated  it — "  Maxi- 
milian !  has  he  then  owned  all  to  you  ?  " 

"  Everything.  He  told  me  j'-our  life 
was  his,  and  I  have  promised  him  j^ou 
shall  live." 

"  You  have  promised  him  that  1  shall 
live?"— "Yes." 

"  But,  sir,  you  spoke  of  vigilance  and 
protection".     Are  you  a  doctor  ?  " 

"Yes,  the  best  you  could  have  at  the 
present  time,  believe  me." 

"  But  you  sa}^  you  have  watched,"  said 
Valentine,  uneasily ;  "  where  have  you 
been  ? — I  have  not  seen  you."  The  count 
extended  his  hand  toward  the  librar3'. 
"  I  was  hidden  behind  that  door,"  he  said, 
"  which  leads  into  the  next  house,  which  I 
have  rented."  Valentine  turned  her  eyes 
awa.y,  and,  with  an  indignant  expression 
of  pride  and  modest  fear,  exclaimed  : 
"  Sir,  I  think  3'ou  have  been  guilt3'  of  an 
unparalleled  intrusion,  and  that  which 
3'ou  call  protection  is  more  resembling  an 
insult." 

"Valentine,"  he  answered,  "  during  m3' 
long  watch  over  j'ou,  all  I  have  observed 
has  been  what  people  visited  3'ou,  what 
nourishment  was  prepared,  and  what  be- 
verage was  served  ;  then,  when  the  latter 
appeared  dangerous  to  me,  I  entered,  as  I 
have  now  done,  and  substituted,  in  the 
place  of  the  poison,  a  health3'-  draught ; 
which,  instead  of  producing  the  death  in- 
tended, caused  life  to  circulate  in  3*our 
veins." 


"  Poison  !  Death  I  "  exclaimed  Valen- 
tine, half  believing  herself  under  the  in- 
fluence of  some  feverish  hallucination  ; 
"what  are  you  saying-,  sir  ?  " — "Hush! 
ra3'  child,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  again 
placing  his  finger  upon  her  lips ;  "  I  did 
say  poison  and  death.  But  drink  some  of 
this  ;  "  and  the  count  took  a  bottle  from 
his  pocket,  containing  a  red  liquid,  of 
which  he  poured  a  few  drops  into  the 
glass.  "Drink  this,  and  then  take  noth- 
ing more  to-night."  Valentine  stretched 
out  her  hand ;  but  scarcel3'-  had  she 
touched  the  glass  than  she  drew  it  back 
in  fear.  Monte-Cristo  took  the  glass,  and 
drank  half  its  contents,  and  then  pre- 
sented it  to  Valentine,  who  smiled,  and 
swallowed  the  rest.  "  Oh  !  3'^es,"  she  ex- 
claimed, "1  recognize  the  flavor  of  my 
nocturnal  beverage  which  refreshed  me 
so  much,  and  seemed  to  ease  my  aching 
brain.  Thank  3'ou,  sir,  thank  3^ou  I  " — 
"  This  is  how  3^ou  have  lived  during  the 
last  four  nights,  Valentine,"  said  the 
count.  "  But,  oh  !  how  I  passed  that 
time  !  Oh  !  the  wretched  hours  I  have 
endured  !  the  torture  to  which  I  have 
submitted  when  I  saw  the  deadl\'  poison 
poured  into  3'our  glass,  and  how  I  trem- 
bled lest  3'ou  would  drink  it  before  I  could 
find  time  to  throw  it  awa3' !  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Valentine,  at  the  height  of 
her  terror,  "3'ou  sa3''3'ou  endured  tortures 
when  3'ou  saw  the  deadl3'  poison  poured 
into  m3'  glass  ;  but  if  3'ou  saw  this,  you 
must  also  have  seen  the  person  who 
poured  it  ?  " 

"Yes."  Valentine  raised  herself  in 
bed,  and  drew  over  her  chest,  which  ap- 
peared whiter  than  snow,  the  embroidered 
cambric,  still  moist  with  the  cold  dews  of 
delirium,  to  Avhich  were  now  added  those 
of  terror.  "You  saw  the  ptM-son  ?  "  re- 
peated the  young  girl.  "  Yes  !"  repeated 
the  count. 

"  That  which  you  tell  mo  is  horrible, 
sir.  You  wish  to  make  me  believe  some- 
thing too  dreadful.  What  !  attempt  to 
murder  me  in  m\'  father's  house — in  my 
room— on  my  bed  of  sickness  ?  (^h  !  leave 
me,  sir  :  you  are  tempting  me  :  you  make 
me  doubt  the  goodness  of  Providence  ;  it 
is  impossible,  it  cannot  be  !  "— "  Are  you 
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the  first  that  this  hand  has  stricken  ? 
Have  you  not  seen  M.  de  Saint-Meran, 
Madame  de  Saint-Meraii,  Barrois,  all 
fall  ?  Would  not  M.  Noirtier  also  have 
fallen  a  victim,  had  not  the  treatment  he 
has  been  pursuing-  for  the  last  three  s'ears 
neutralized  the  etfects  of  the  poison  ?  " 

'*'  Oh,  Heaven  !  "  said  Valentine  ;  "  is 
this  the  reason  wh\^  g-randpapa  has  made 
me  share  all  his  beverag'es  during-  the  last 
month  ?  " — "  And  have  they  all  tasted  of 
a  slightly  bitter  flavor,  like  that  of  dried 
orang-e  peel  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes  !  oh,  yes  ! ''— "  Then  that  ex- 
plains all,"  said  Monte-Cristo.  ''Your 
g-randfather  knows,  then,  that  a  poisoner 
lives  hei'e ;  perhaps,  he  even  suspects  the 
person.  He  has  been  fortifying-  you,  his 
beloved  child,  ag-ainst  the  fatal  effects  of 
the  poison,  which  would  have  failed  from 
the  constant  habit  of  imbibing-  it.  But 
even  this  would  have  availed  little  against 
a  more  deadly-  medium  of  death  employed 
four  daj's  ago,  which  is  g-enerally  but  too 
fatal." — ''But  who,  then,  is  this  assassin, 
this  murderer?  " — "'Let  me  also  ask  you 
a  question.  Have  you  never  seen  an}^  one 
enter  your  room  at  night  ?  " — "  Oh  !  yes,  ; 
I  have  frequently  seen  shadows  pass  close 
to  me,  approach  and  disappear ;  but  I 
took  them  for  visions  raised  by  my  fever- 
ish hna;^ination  ;  and,  indeed,  w^hen  j'ou 
entered,  I  thought  I  was  under  tlie  in- 
fluence of  delirium." — "Then  you  do  not 
know  wlio  it  is  that  attempts  your  life  ?" 
— "  No,"  said  Valentine  ;  "  who  could  de- 
sire m}'  death  ?  " — ''  You  shall  know  it 
now.  then,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  listening. 
— "How  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Valentine, 
looking  terrified  around. — '•  Been  use  you 
arc  not  feverish  or  delirious  to-night,  but 
thoroughly  awake ;  midnight  is  striking-, 
which  is  the  hour  murderers  choose." 

"  Oh,  heavens  !  "  exclaimed  Valentine, 
wiping  off  llie  drops  which  ran  down  her 
forehead.  Midiiiglit  struck  slowly  and 
sadly  :  every  hour  seemed  to  strike  with 
leaden  weight  upon  the  heart  of  the  poor 
g-ii-l.  "  Valentine,"  said  the  count,  "sum- 
mon up  all  your  courage  ;  still  the  beat- 
ing-s  of  your  heart ;  do  not  let  a  soimd  es- 
(Mipeyou,  and  feign  to  be  asleep  ;  then  you 
will   see."     Valentine  seized  the    count's 


hand.  "  I  think  I  hear  a  noise,"  she  said  ; 
"leave  me." — "Good-by,  for  the  present," 
he  replied,  walking-  on  tiptoe  toward  the 
library  door,  and  smiling  with  an  expres- 
sion so  sad  and  paternal  that  the  j^oung- 
girl's  heart  was  filled  with  g-ratitude.  Be- 
fore closing-  the  door  he  turned  round 
once  more  and  said,  "Not  a  movement — 
not  a  word ;  let  them  think  \'ou  asleep  ; 
or,  perhaps,  you  may  be  killed  before  I 
have  the  power  of  helping-  you."  And 
with  this  fearful  injunction  the  count  dis- 
appeared through  the  door,  which  noise- 
lesslv  closed  after  him. 


CHAPTER    CI. 

THE   SERPENT. 

Valentine  was  alone ;  two  other  clocks, 
slower  than  that  of  St.  Philippe  du  Roule, 
struciv  the  hour  of  midnig-ht  from  different 
situations  ;  and,  excepting-  the  rumbling- 
of  a  few  carriages,  all  was  silent.  Then 
Valentine's  attention  was  engrossed  hy 
the  clock  in  her  room,  which  maiked  the 
seconds.  She  began  counting-  them,  re- 
marking-that  they  were  much  slower  than 
the  beatings  of  her  heart;  and  still  she 
doubted  :  the  inoffensive  Valentine  could 
not  imagine  auN'  one  desiring-  her  death. 
Why  should  they  ?  To  what  end  ?  What 
had  she  done  to  excite  the  malice  of  an 
enem3'  ?  There  was  no  fear  of  her  falling- 
asleep.  One  terrible  idea  pressed  upon 
her  mind,  that  some  one  existed  in  the 
world  who  had  attempted  to  assassinate 
her,  and  who  was  about  to  endeavor  to 
do  so  again.  Supposing-  this  person, 
wearied  at  the  inefficacy  of  the  poison, 
should,  as  Monte-Cristo  said,  have  re- 
cour.se  to  steel  I — What  if  the  count  should 
have  no  time  to  run  to  rescue  her  I — What 
if  her  last  moments  were  approaching", 
and  she  would  never  again  see  Morrel  I 
When  this  teri'ible  chain  of  ideas  pre- 
sented itself  Valentine  was  nearly  per- 
suaded to  ring-  the  bell  and  call  for  help. 
But  through  the  door  she  fancied  she  saw 
the  luminous  eye  of  the  count — that  eye 
which  lived  in  her  memorj',  and  the  recol- 
lection overwhelmed  lier  with  so  mucli 
shame,  that  she  asked  herself  whether 
any  amount  of  gratitude  could  ever  repay 
his   dangerous    and    devoted    friendship. 
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Twenty  minutes,  twenty  tedious  minutes, 
passed  thus,  then  ten  more,  and  at  last 
the  clock  struck  the  half-hour.  Just  then 
the  sound  of  finger-nails  slightly  grating 
against  the  door  of  the  library  informed 
Valentine  that  the  count  was  still  watch- 
ing-, and  recommended  her  to  do  the  same  ; 
at  the  same  time,  on  the  opposite  side* 
that  is,  toward  Edward's  room,  Valen- 
tine fancied  she  heard  the  creaking"  of  the 
floor ;  she  listened  attentively,  holding-  her 
breath  till  she  was  nearly'  suffocated  ;  the 
lock  turned,  and  the  door  slowly  opened. 
Valentine  had  raised  herself  upon  her 
elbow,  and  had  scarcely  time  to  throw 
herself  down  on  the  bed  and  shade  her 
eyes  with  her  arm  ;  then,  trembling,  agi- 
tated, and  her  heart  beating-  with  inde- 
scribable terror,  she  waited  the  event. 

Some  one  approached  the  bed  and  un- 
drew the  curtains.  Valentine  summoned 
every  effort,  and  breathed  with  that  regu- 
lai"  respiration  which  announces  tranquil 
sleep.  '^  Valentine  ! "  said  a  low  voice". 
Still  silent :  Valentine  had  promised  not 
to  wake.  Then  everything  remained  still, 
excepting-  that  Valentine  heard  the  almost 
noiseless  sound  of  some  liquid  being  poured 
into  the  glass  she  had  just  emptied.  Then 
she  ventured  to  open  her  eyelids,  and 
glance  over  her  extended  arm.  She  saw 
a  female  in  a  white  dressing-gown  pour- 
ing a  liquor  from  a  phial  into  her  glass. 
During  this  short  time  Valentine  must 
have  held  her  breath,  or  moved  in  some 
slight  degree,  for  the  woman,  disturbed, 
stopped  and  leaned  over  the  bed,  in  order 
to  ascertain  whether  Valentine  slept :  it 
was  Madame  de  Villofort.  • 

On  recognizing  her  step-mother,  Valen- 
tine could  not  repress  a  shudder,  which 
caused  a  vibration  in  the  bed.  Madame 
de  Villefort  instantly  stepped  back  close 
to  the  wall,  and  there,  shaded  by  the 
bed-curtains,  she  silently  and  attentively 
watched  the  slig'htest  movement  of  Valen- 
tine. The  latter  recollected  the  terrible 
caution  of  Monte-Cristo  ;  she  fancied  that 
the  hand  not  holding  the  phial  clasped  a 
long  sharp  knife.  Then  collecting  all  her 
remaining  strength,  she  forced  herself  to 
close  her  eyes  ;  but  this  simple  operation 
upon  the  most  delicate  organs  of  our  frame. 


generally  so  easy  to  accomplish,  became 
almost  impossible  at  this  moment,  so  much 
did  curiosity  struggle  to  retain  the  eyelid 
open  and  learn  the  truth.  Madame  de 
Villefort,  however,  reassured  by  the  si- 
lence, which  was  alone  disturbed  by  the 
regular  breathing  of  Valentine,  again  ex- 
tended her  hand,  and,  half  hidden  by  the 
curtains,  succeeded  in  emptying  the  con- 
tents of  the  phial  into  the  glass.  Then  she 
retired  so  gently  that  Valentine  did  not 
know  she  had  left  the  room.  She  only  wit- 
nessed the  withdrawal  of  the  arm — that 
fair  round  arm,  of  a  woman  but  twenty- 
five  years  old,  and  who  yet  spread  death 
around  her. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  sensations 
experienced  by  Valentine  during  the  min- 
ute and  a  half  Madame  de  Villefort  re- 
mained in  the  room.  The  grating  against 
the  librarj'-room  roused  the  young  girl 
from  the  state  of  stupor  in  which  she  was 
plunged,  and  which  almost  amounted  to 
insensibilit3\  She  raised  her  head  with  an 
effort.  The  noiseless  door  again  turned 
on  its  hinges,  and  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  reappeared,  '*  Well,"  said  he,  *'  do 
you  still  doubt  ?  "— "  Oh  !  "  murmured  the 
young  girl. — "-'Have you  seen?" — **  Alas!" 
— ''Didyou  recognize?"  Valentine  groaned. 
"  Oh,  yes  I  "  she  said,  "  I  saw,  but  I  can- 
not believe  !  " — "Would  you  rather  die, 
then,  and  cause  Maximilian's  death  ?  '' 

"Oh  !  "  repeated  the  young  girl,  almost 
bewildered,  "can  I  not  leave  the  house? 
can  I  not  escape  ?  "—"Valentine,  the  hand 
which  now  threatens  you  will  pursue  you 
everywhere ;  your  servants  will  be  seduced 
with  gold,  and  death  will  be  ofTored  to  you 
disguised  in  every  shape.  You  will  find  it 
in  the  water  you  drink  from  the  spring,  in 
the  fruit  you  pluck  from  the  tree," 

"  But  did  you  not  say  that  my  kind 
grandfather's  precaution  had  neutralized 
the  poison  ?"—"  Yes,  but  not  against  a 
strong  dose  ;  the  poison  will  bo  changed, 
and  the  quantity  increased."  Ho  took  the 
glass  and  raised  it  to  his  lips.  "  It  is  al- 
ready done,"  ho  said:  " brucine  is  no 
longer  employed,  but  a  simple  narcotic! 
I  can  recognize  the  flavor  of  the  alcohol  in 
which  it  has  been  dissolved.  If  you  had 
taken  that  which  Madame  de  Villefort  has 
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poured  into  your  glass,  Valentine  I  Valen- 
tine! you  would  have  been  lost!" — "But," 
exclaimed  the  young  girl,  "why  am  I  thus 
pursued  ?  " — "  How  !  are  j'^ou  so  kind — so 
good — so  unsuspicious  of  ill,  that  you  can- 
not understand,  Valentine  ?  " 

"  No,  I  have  never  injured  her." — "  But 
you  are  rich,  Valentine ;  you  have  200,000 
livres  a  year,  and  j^ou  prevent  her  son 
from  enjojing  these  200,000  livres." 

'•  How  so  ?  The  fortune  is  not  her  gift, 
but  is  inherited  from  my  relations  !  " 

"  Certainly ;  and  this  is  wh}-  M.  and 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  have  died ;  this 
is  why  M.  Noirtier  was  sentenced  the  &^^,y 
he  made  j^ou  his  heir ;  this  is  why  you,  in 
your  turn,  are  to  die  :  it  is  because  your 
father  would  inherit  your  property,  and 
your  brother,  his  only  son,  succeed  to  his." 

"  Edward  ?  Poor  child  !  are  all  these 
crimes  committed  on  his  account  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  then  you  at  length  understand?  " 

"  Heaven  grant  that  this  may  not  be 
visited  upon  him  !  " 

"  Valentine,  j-ou  are  an  angel  !  " 

*'  But  why  is  m}'  grandfather  allowed 
to  live  ?  "—"It  was  considered,  that  you 
dead,  the  fortune  would  naturally  revert 
to  your  brother,  unless  he  were  disinher- 
ited; and  besides,  the  crime  appearing  use- 
less, it  would  be  folly  to  commit  it." 

"  And  is  it  possible  that  this  frightful 
combination  of  crimes  has  been  invented 
by  a  woman  ?  " — "  Do  you  recollect  in  the 
arbor  of  the  Hotel  des  Postes,  at  Perusa, 
seeing  a  man  in  a  brown  cloak,  whom  your 
step-mother  was  qui.'stioning  upon  aqua 
tofana  ?  Well,  ever  since  then,  the  infer- 
nal project  has  been  ripening  in  her  brain." 

"Ah,  then,  indeed,  sir,"  said  tin;  sweet 
girl,  bathed  in  tears,  "  I  see  that  I  am 
condemned  to  die  !  " — "  No,  Valentine, 
for  I  have  foreseen  all  their  plots ;  no, 
your  eneni}'  is  conquered  since  we  know 
her,  and  you  will  live,  Valentine — live  to 
be  happy  3'ourself,  and  to  confer  happiness 
upon  a  noble  heart ;  but  to  iusun;  this  you 
must  rely  on  me." — "  Command  me,  sir— 
what  am  I  to  do?  " — "  You  must  blindly 
take  what  I  give  you." — "  Alas  !  wore  it 
only  for  my  own  sake,  I  should  prefer  to 
die  !  "  — "  You  must  not  confide  in  any 
one — not  even  in  your  fatlier." 


"  My  father  is  not  engaged  in  this  fear- 
ful plot,  is  he,  sir?"  asked  Valentine, 
clasping  her  hands. — "No;  and  yet  your 
father,  a  man  accustomed  to  judicial  ac- 
cusations, ought  to  have  known  that  all 
these  deaths  have  not  happened  naturally; 
it  is  he  who  should  have  watched  over 
you — he  should  have  occupied  my  place — 
he  should  have  emptied  that  glass — he 
should  have  risen  against  the  assassin. 
Specter  against  specter  !  "  he  murmured 
in  a  low  voice,  as  he  concluded  his  sentence. 

"  Sir,"  said  Valentine,  "  I  will  do  all  I 
can  to  live,  for  there  are  two  beings  whose 
existence  depends  upon  mine — vay  grand- 
father and  Maximilian." — "I  will  watch 
over  them  as  I  have  over  j^ou." 

"  Well,  sir,  do  as  you  will  with  me  ;  " 
and  then  she  added,  in  a  low  voice — "  Oh. 
Heavens  !  what  will  befall  me  ?" — "What- 
ever may  happen,  Valentine,  do  not  be 
alarmed  ;  though  you  suffer  ;  though  you 
lose  sight,  hearing,  consciousness,  fear 
nothing ;  though  you  should  awake  and 
be  ignorant  where  you  are,  still  do  not 
fear ;  even  though  you  should  find  your- 
self in  a  sepulchral  vault  or  coflan.  Reas- 
sure 3'ourself,  then,  and  reflect :  *  At  this 
moment,  a  friend,  a  father,  who  lives  for 
m3'  happiness  and  that  of  Maximilian, 
watches  over  me  !  '  " — "Alas  !  alas!  what 
a  fearful  extremity  !" — "Valentine,  would 
you  rath(>r  denounce  your  step-mother?  " 
— "  I  would  rather  die  a  hundred  times — 
oh,  yes,  die  !  " — "No,  you  will  not  die;  but 
will  you  promise  me,  whatever  happens, 
that  you  will  not  complain,  but  hope  ?  " 

"  I  will  think  of  Maximilian  !  "— "  You 
are  my  own  darling  child,  Valentine  !  1 
ahme  can  save  you,  and  I  will  !  "  Valen- 
tine, in  the  extremity  of  her  terror,  joined 
her  hands,  for  she  felt  that  the  moment 
had  arrived  to  ask  for  courage,  and  began 
to  pray;  and  while  uttering  little  more 
than  incoherent  words,  she  forgot  that  her 
white  shoulders  had  no  other  covering 
than  her  long  hair,  and  that  her  heart 
could  be  seen  beatmg  through  the  lace  of 
hernight-dress.  Monte-Cristo gently  laid 
his  hand  on  th<^  young  girl's  arm,  divw 
the  velvet  coverlid  close  to  her  thi'oat,  and 
said,  with  a  paternal  smile — "  My  child, 
believe  in  ray  devotion  to  you  as  you  be- 
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lieve  in  the  goodness  of  Providence  and 
the  love  of  Maximilian." 

Then  he  drew  from  his  waistcoat-pocket 
the  little  emerald  box,  raised  the  g-olden 
lid,  and  took  from  it  a  pastille,  about  the 
size  of  a  pea,  which  he  placed  in  her  hand. 
She  took  it,  and  looked  attentively  on  the 
count;  there  was  an  expression  on  the 
face  of  her  intrepid  protector  which  com- 
manded her  veneration.  She  evidently 
interrogated  him  by  her  look.  '"Yes," 
said  he.  Valentine  carried  the  pastille  to 
her  mouth,  and  swallowed  it.  "  And  now, 
my  dear  child,  adieu  for  the  present.  I 
Avill  \>vy  and  gain  a  little  sleep,  for  3'ou  are 
saved." — ''Go,"  said  Valentine,  "what 
ever  happens,  I  promise  3'ou  not  to  fear." 
Monte-Criste  for  some  time  kept  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  young  girl,  who  gradually 
fell  asleep,  yielding  to  the  effects  of  the 
narcotic  the  count  had  given  her.  Then 
be  took  the^ glass,  emptied  three  parts  of 
the  contents  in  the  fireplace,  that  it  might 
be  supposed  Valentine  had  taken  it,  and 
replaced  it  on  the  table  ;  then  he  disap- 
peared, after  throwing  a  farewell  glance 
on  Valentine,  who  slept  with  the  confi- 
dence and  innocence  of  an  angel. 


CHAPTER  CII. 

VALENTINE. 

The  night-light  continued  to  burn  on 
the  chimne3''-piece,  exhausting  the  last 
drops  of  oil  which  floated  on  the  surface 
of  the  water,  the  globe  of  the  lamp  ap- 
peared of  a  reddish  hue,  and  the  flame, 
brightening  before  it  expired,  threw  out 
those  last  flickerings  which  in  an  inani- 
mate object  have  been  so  often  compared 
witli  the  last  convulsions  in  a  human 
frame  ;  a  dull  and  dismal  light  was  shed 
over  the  bedclothes  and  curtains  surround- 
ing the  young  girl.  All  noise  in  the  streets 
had  ceased,  and  the  silence  was  frightful. 
It  was  then  that  the  door  of  Edward's 
room  opened,  and  a  head  we  have  before 
noticed  appeared  in  the  glass  opposite ; 
it  was  Madame  de  Villefort,  who  came  to 
witness  tlie  effects  of  the  draught.  She 
stopped  in  the  doorway,  listened  for  a 
moment  to  the  flickering  of  the  lamp,  the 
only  sound  in  that  deserted  room,  and 
then    advanced    to    the    table,  to   see   if 


Valentine's  glass  were  empty.  It  was 
still  about  a  quarter  full,  as  we  before 
stated.  Madame  de  Villefort  emptied 
the  contents  into  the  ashes,  which  she 
disturbed,  that  they  might  the  more 
readily  absorb  the  liquid  ;  then  she  care- 
fully rinsed  the  glass,  and,  wiping  it  with 
her  handkerchief,  replaced  it  on  the  table. 
If  any  one  could  have  looked  into  the 
room  just  then  he  would  have  noticed  the 
hesitation  with  which  Madame  de  Villefort 
approached  the  bed,  and  looked  fixedly  on 
Valentine.  The  dim  light,  the  profound 
silence,  and  the  gloomy  thoughts  inspired 
by  the  hour,  and  still  more  by  her  own 
conscience,  all  combined  to  produce  a  sen- 
sation of  fear  :  the  poisoner  was  terrified 
to  contemplate  her  own  work.  At  length 
she  rallied,  drew  aside  the  curtain,  and 
leaning  over  the  pillow,  gazed  intenth"  on 
Valentine.  The  3'oung  girl  no  longer 
breathed,  no  breath  issued  through  the 
half-closed  teeth  ;  the  white  lips  no  longer 
quivered  ;  the  eyes  appeared  floating  in  a 
bluish  vapor,  and  the  long  black  lashes 
rested  on  a  cheek  white  as  wax.  Madame 
de  Villefort  gazed  upon  the  face  so  ex- 
pressive even  in  its  stillness ;  then  she 
ventured  to  raise  the  coverlid  and  press 
her  hand  upon  the  j'oung'girl's  heart.  It 
was  cold  and  motionless.  She  only  felt 
the  pulsation  in  her  own  fingers,  and 
withdrew  her  hand  with  a  shudder.  One 
arm  was  hanging  out  of  the  bed,  that 
beautiful  arm  which  seemed  molded  by  a 
sculptor  ;  but  the  other  appeared  sli^rhtly 
distorted  by  convulsion  :  and  the  hand,  so 
delicately  formed,  was  resting  with  stiff 
outstretched  fingers  on  the  framework  of 
the  bed.  The  nails,  too.  were  turning  blue. 
Madame  de  Villefort  had  no  longer  any 
doubt ;  all  was  over :  she  had  consum- 
mated the  last  terrible  work  she  had  to 
accomplish. 

There  was  no  more  to  do  in  the  room, 
so  the  poisoner  retired  stealthily,  as 
though  fearing  to  hear  the  sound  of  her 
own  footsteps;  but  as  she  wilhdivw  she 
still  held  aside  the  curtain.  absorl>cd  in 
the  irresistible  attraction  always  offeretl 
by  the  picture  of  death,  so  long  as  it  i-e- 
mains  merely  mysterious  without  exciting 
disirust.     Just  then  the  lamp  again  flick- 
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ered  :  the  noise  startled  jVIadame  de  Ville- 
fort,  who  shuddered  and  dropped  the  cur- 
tain. Immediately  afterward  the  light 
expired,  and  the  room  was  plung-ed  in 
terrible  obscurity,  while  the  clock  at  that 
minute  struck  half-past  four.  Over- 
powered with  ag'itation,  the  poisoner  suc- 
ceeded in  groping-  her  wa}^  to  the  door, 
and  reached  her  room  in  an  agony  of  fear. 
The  darkness  lasted  two  hours  longer ; 
then  by  degrees  a  cold  light  crept  through 
the  Venetian  blinds,  until  at  length  it  re- 
vealed the  objects  in  the  room.  About 
this  time  the  nurse's  cough  was  heard  on 
the  stairs  and  the  woman  entered  the 
room  with  a  cup  in  her  hand.  To  the  ten- 
der eye  of  a  father  or  a  lover,  the  first 
glance  would  have  sufficed  to  convince 
them  of  Valentine's  state;  but  to  this 
hireling,  Valentine  onl^'  appeared  to  sleep. 
*•'  Good  !  "  she  exclaimed,  approaching  the 
table,  '•'  she  has  taken  part  of  her  draught ; 
the  glass  is  three-quarters  empty." 

Then  she  went  to  the  fireplace  and  lit 
the  fire,  and  although  she  had  but  just 
left  her  bed,  she  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  offered  by  Valentine's  sleep, 
so  she  threw  herself  into  an  armchair  to 
snatch  a  little  more  rest.  The  clock  strik- 
ing eight  awoke  her.  Astonished  at  tlie 
prolonged  sleep  of  the  patient,  and  fright- 
ened to  see  that  the  arm  was  still  hanging 
out  of  bed,  she  advanced  toward  Valen- 
tine, and  for  the  first  time  noticed  the 
white  lips.  She  tried  to  replace  the  arm, 
but  it  moved  with  a  frightful  stiffness 
which  could  not  deceive  a  sick-nurse.  She 
screamed  aloud  ;  then  running  to  the  door 
exclaimed  -  ''  Help  1  help  !  "— '^  What  do 
you  mean  ?  "  :isked  M.  d'Avrigny.  at  tlie 
foot  of  the  stairs,  it  b<.'ing  the  houi'  he 
usually  visited  lier. 

''What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Ville- 
fort,  rushitig  from  his  room.  "  Doctor, 
do  you  hear  them  call  for  help?  " — "  Yes, 
yes  ;  let  us  hasten  up ;  it  was  in  Valen- 
tine's room."  But  before  the  doctor  and 
the  father  could  reach  the  lootn,  the 
servants  who  were  on  the  same  floor  had 
entered,  and  seeing  Vah-ntine  pale  and 
motionless  on  her  bed,  they  lifted  up  their 
hands  toward  heaven  and  stood  trans- 
fixed,   as    though    struck    by    liglitning. 


''  Call  .Madame  de  Villefort  1 — wake  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort  I  "  cried  the  procureur 
du  roi  from  the  door  of  his  chamber,  which 
it  seemed  he  scarcely  dared  to  leave.  But 
instead  of  obeying  him,  the  servants  stood 
watching  M.  d'Avrigti^',  who  ran  to  Val- 
entine, and  raised  her  in  his  arms. 
''What!  this  one,  too!"  he  exclaimed. 
'•'  Oh  !  when  will  this  cease  ?  "'  Villefort 
rushed  into  the  room.  '"What  are  you 
saying,  doctor?"  he  exclaimed,  raising 
his  hands  to  heaven. 

"  I  say  that  Valentine  is  dead  !"  re- 
plied D'Avrigny,  in  a  voice  terrible  in  its 
solemn  calmness. 

M.  de  Villefort  staggered  and  buried  his 
head  in  the  bed.  On  the  exclamation  of 
the  doctor  and  the  cry  of  the  father,  the 
servants  all  fled  with  muttered  impre- 
cations; they  were  heard  running  down 
the  stairs  and  through  the  long  passages, 
then  there  was  a  rush  in  the  court,  after- 
ward all  was  still ;  they  had,  one  and  all, 
deserted  from  the  accursed  house.  Just 
then,  Madame  de  Villefort,  in  the  act  of 
slipping  on  her  dressing-gown,  threw  aside 
the  drapery,  and  for  a  moment  remained 
still,  as  though  interrogating  the  occu- 
pants of  the  room,  while  she  endeavored 
to  call  up  some  rebellious  tears.  On  a 
sudden  she  stepped,  or  rather  bounded, 
with  outstretched  arms,  toward  the  table. 
She  saw  D'Avrign}'  curiously'  examining 
the  glass,  which  she  felt  certain  of  having 
empr-ied  during  the  night.  It  was  now  a 
third  full,  just  as  it  was  when  she  threw 
the  contents  into  the  ashes.  The  specter 
of  Valentine  rising  before  the  poisoner 
would  have  alarmed  her  less.  It  was,  in- 
deed, the  same  color  as  the  draught  she 
had  poured  into  the  glass,  and  which 
Valentine  had  drunk:  it  was  indeed  the 
poison,  which  could  not  deceive  M.  d'Av- 
rigny, which  he  now  examined  so  clo.sely  : 
it  was  doubt  less  a  miracle  from  heaven, 
tliat,  notwithstanding  her  precautions, 
there  should  be  some  trace,  some  proof 
remaining  to  denounce  the  crime.  While 
Madame  de  Villefort  remained  rooted  to 
the  spot  like  a  statue  of  terror,  and  Ville- 
fort, with  his  head  hidden  in  the  bed- 
clothes, saw  nothing  around  him,  D'Av- 
rigny  approached    the   window,    that   he 


THE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


591 


might  the  better  examine  the  contents  of 
the  g-lass,  and  dipping-  the  tip  of  his  finger 
in,  tasted  it.  '*  Ah  !  *'  he  exclaimed,  "  it 
is  no  longer  brucine  that  is  used  ;  let  me 
see  what  it  is  !  " 

Then  he  ran  to  one  of  the  cupboards  in 
Valentine's  room,  which  had  been  trans- 
formed into  a  medicine  closet,  and  taking 
from  its  silver  case  a  small  bottle  of  nitric 
acid,  dropped  a  little  of  it  into  the  liquor, 
which  immediately  changed  to  a  blood- 
red  color.  "  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  D'Avrignj^, 
in  a  voice  in  which  the  horror  of  a  judge 
unveiling  the  truth  was  mixed  with  the 
delight  of  a  student  discovering-  a  problem. 
Madame  de  Villefort  was  overpowered  ; 
her  eyes  first  flashed  and  then  swam ;  she 
staggered  toward  the  door,  and  disap- 
peai'ed.  Directly  afterward  the  distant 
sound  of  a  heavj'^  weight  falling-  on  the 
ground  was  heard,  but  no  one  paid,  any 
attention  to  it ;  the  nurse  was  eng-ag-ed  in 
watching  the  chemical  analysis,  and  Ville- 
fort was  still  absorbed  in  g-rief.  M.  d'Av- 
rigny  alone  had  followed  Madame  de 
Villefort  with  his  e^-es,  and  watched  her 
precipitate  retreat.  He  lifted  up  the 
draper}^  over  the  entrance  to  Edward's 
room,  and  his  eye  reaching  as  far  as  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort's  apartment,  he  beheld 
her  extended  lifeless  on  the  floor,  "  Go 
to  the  assistance  of  Madame  de  Villefort," 
he  said  to  the  nurse.  '"'  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort is  ill." 

"But  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  —  " 
stammered  the  nurse. 

"  Mademoiselle  de  Villefort  no  longer 
requires  help,"  said  D'Avrigny,  "since 
she  is  dead."—*'  Dead  ! — dead  !  "  groaned 
forth  Villefort,  in  a  paroxysm  of  grief, 
which  was  the  more  terrible  from  the 
novelt}'  of  the  sensation  in  the  iron  heart 
of  that  man. — "  Dead  !  "  repeated  a  third 
voice.  "  Who  said  Valentine  was  dead  ?  " 

The  two  men  turned  round,  and  saw 
Morrel  standing-  at  the  door,  pale  and 
terror-stricken.  This  is  what  had  hap- 
pened : — At  the  usual  time,  Morrel  had 
presented  himself  at  the  little  door  lead- 
ing to  Noirtier's  room.  Contrary  to  cus- 
tom, the  door  was  open,  and.  having  no 
occasion  to  ring,  he  entered.  He  waited 
for  a  moment  in  the  liall.  and  called  for 


a  servant  to  conduct  him  to  M.  Noirtier- 
but  no  one  answered,  the  servants  havin"-, 
as  we  know,  deserted  the  house.  Morrel 
had  no  particular  reason  for  uneasiness ; 
Monte-Cristo  had  promised  him  that  Val- 
entine should  live ;  and,  until  then,  he 
had  always  fulfilled  his  word.  Every 
night  the  count  had  given  him  news, 
which  was  the  next  morning  confirmed  by 
Noirtier.  Still,  this  extraordinar3'-  silence 
appeared  strange  to  him,  and  he  called  a 
second  and  third  time ;  still  no  answer. 
Then  he  determined  to  go  up.  Noirtier's 
room  was  opened,  like  all  the  rest.  The 
first  thing-  he  saw  w^as  the  old  man  sitting- 
in  his  armchair,  in  his  usual  place  ;  but 
his  eyes  expressed  an  internal  fright, 
which  was  confirmed  by  the  pallor  which 
overspread  his  features. 

''How  are  you,  sir?  "asked  Morrel, 
with  a  sickness  of  heart. — "  Well  !  "  an- 
swered the  old  man,  by  closing  his  eyes : 
but  his  appearance  manifested  increasing- 
uneasiness. — "You  are  thoughtful,  sir," 
continued  Morrel;  "  3'ou  want  something; 
shall  I  call  one  of  the  servants?" — "  Yes," 
replied  Noirtier. 

Morrel  pulled  the  bell,  but,  though  he 
nearly  broke  the  cord,  no  one  answered. 
He  turned  toward  Noirtier ;  the  pallor 
and  ang-uish  expressed  on  his  countenance 
momentarily  increased. 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Morrel,  "why  do 
the^'  not  come?  Is  any  one  ill  in  the 
house  ?  "  The  eyes  of  Noirtier  seemed  as 
though  they  would  start  fi-om  their  sock- 
ets. "What  is  the  matter?  You  alarm 
me.  Valentine  ?  Valentine  ?*"_'•  Yes, 
yes."  signed  Noirtier.  Maximilian  tried 
to  speak,  but  he  could  articulate  noth- 
ing; he  stagg-ered,  and  supported  himself 
against  the  wainscot.  Then  he  poiated 
to  the  door. — "  Yes,  yes,  yes  I  "  contin- 
ued the  old  man.  Maximilian  rushed  up 
the  little  staircase,  while  Noirtier's  eyes 
seemed  to  say — ''Quicker  I  quicker!  " 

In  a  minute  the  young  man  darted 
throug^h  several  rooms,  till,  at  length,  ho 
reached  Valentine's.  There  was  no  occa- 
sion to  push  the  door,  it  was  wide  open. 
A  sob  was  the  only  sound  he  heard.  He 
saw.  as  though  in  a  mist,  a  black  figure 
kne(>ling,  and  buried   in  a  confused  mass 
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of  white  draper}'.  A  terrible  fear  trans- 
fixed him.  It  was  then  he  heard  a  voice 
exclaim,  "Valentine  is  dead!"  and  an- 
other voice  which,  like  an  echo,  repeated — 
"  Dead  !— dead  !  " 


CHAPTER  cm. 

MAXIMILIAN. 

ViLLEFORT  rose,  half  ashamed  of  being 
surprised  in  such  a  parox3\sm  of  grief. 
The  terrible  olfice  he  had  held  for  twent}'- 
five  years  had  succeeded  in  making  him 
more  or  less  than  man.  His  glance,  at 
first  wandering,  fixed  itself  upon  Morrel. 

"Who  are  you,  sir,"  he  asked,  "that 
forget  that  this  is  not  the  manner  to  enter 
a  house  stricken  with  deaih  ?  Go,  sir, 
go  !  "  But  Morrel  remained  motionless  ; 
he  could  not  detach  his  eyes  from  that 
disordered  bed,  and  the  pale  corpse  of  the 
young  girl  who  was  lying  on  it. 

'•' Go  I — do  you  hear?"  said  Villefort, 
while  D'Avrigny  advanced  to  lead  Morrel 
out.  Maximilian  stared  for  a  moment  at 
the  corpse,  gazed  all  round  the  room,  then 
upon  the  two  men ;  lie  opened  his  mouth 
to  speak,  but  finding  it  impossible  to  give 
utterance  to  the  innumerable  ideas  that 
occupied  his  brain,  he  went  out,  thrusting 
his  hands  through  his  hair  in  such  a  man- 
ner that  Villefort  and  D'Avrigny,  for  a 
moment  diverted  from  the  engrossing 
topic,  exclianged  glances  which  seemed 
to  convey—"  He  is  mad  !  " 

But,  in  less  than  five  minutes,  the  stair- 
case groaned  beneath  an  extraordinary 
weight.  Morrel  was  seen  carrying,  with 
superhuman  strength,  the  armchair  con- 
taining Noirtier  upstairs.  When  he 
reached  the  landing,  he  placed  the  arm- 
chair on  the  floor,  and  rapidly  rolled  it 
into  Valentine's  room.  This  could  only 
have  been  accomplished  by  means  of  un- 
natural strength  supplifd  by  powerful 
excitement.  But  the  most  fearful  spec- 
tacle was  Noirtier  being  pushed  toward 
the  bed,  his  face  oxprossing  all  his  mean- 
ing, and  his  eyes  supplying  the  want  of 
every  other  faculty.  That  pah;  face  and 
flaming  glance  appeared  to  Villefort  like 
a  frightful  apparition.  Each  time  he  had 
been  brought  into  contact  with  his  father 
something  terrible  had  happened. 


"  See  what  they  have  done  ! "  cried 
Morrel,  with  one  hand  leaning  on  the  back 
of  the  chair,  and  the  other  extended  to- 
ward Valentine — "  See,  ray  father,  see  !  " 

Villefort  drew  back  and  looked  with 
astonishment  on  the  young  man,  who, 
almost  a  stranger  to  him,  called  Noirtier 
his  father.  At  this  moment  the  whole 
soul  of  the  old  man  seemed  centered  in  his 
e^^es,  which  became  bloodshot ;  the  veins 
of  the  throat  swelled ;  his  cheeks  and 
temples  became  purple,  as  though  he  was 
struck  with  epilepsy ;  nothing  was  want- 
ing to  complete  this  but  the  utterance  of 
a  cry.  And  the  cry  issued  from  his  pores, 
if  we  ma}'  thus  speak — a  cry,  frightful  in 
its  silence.  D'Avrign^-^  rushed  toward  the 
old  man  and  made  him  inhale  a  powerful 
restorative. 

"  Sir  !  "  cried  Morrel,  seizing  the  moist 
hand  of  the  paralytic,  "the}'  ask  me  who 
I  am,  and  what  right  I  have  to  be  here  ? 
Oh,  you  know  it,  tell  them,  tell  them  !  " 
And  the  young  man's  voice  was  choked 
by  sobs.  As  for  the  old  man,  his  chest 
heaved  with  his  panting  respiration.  One 
could  have  thought  he  was  undergoing 
the  agonies  preceding  death.  At  length, 
happier  than  the  young  man,  who  sobbed 
without  weeping,  tears  glistened  in  the 
eyes  of  Noirtier.  "  Tell  them,"  said  Mor- 
rel, in  a  hoarse  voice,  "tell  them  I  am 
her  betrothed.  Tell  them  she  was  my 
beloved,  my  noble  girl,  my  only  blessing 
in  the  world.  Tell  them — oh  !  tell  them, 
that  corpse  belongs  to  me."  Tlie  young 
man  who  presented  the  dreadful  spectacle 
of  a  strong  frame  crushed,  fell  heavil}-  on 
his  knees  before  the  bed,  which  his  fingers 
grasped  with  convulsive  energy.  D'Av- 
rigny, unable  to  bear  the  sight  of  this 
touching  emotion,  turned  away  ;  and  Vil- 
lefort, without  seeking  any  further  ex- 
planation, and  attracted  toward  him  by 
the  irresistible  magnetism  which  draws 
us  toward  those  who  have  loved  the 
people  for  whom  wo  mourn,  extended  his 
hand  toward  the  young  man.  But  Mor- 
rel saw  not  hing  ;  he  had  grasped  the  hand 
of  Valentine,  and,  unable  to  woep.  vented 
his  agony  in  gnawing  the  .sheets.  For 
some  time  nothing  was  heard  in  that 
chamber    but    sobs,     exclamations,    and 
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prayers.  At  leng-th  Villefort,  the  most 
composed  of  all,  spoke:  "Sir,"  said  he 
to  Maximilian,  "you  say  you  loved  Val- 
entine, that  3'ou  were  betrothed  to  her. 
I  knew  nothing-  of  this  engagement, 
of  this  love,  yet  I,  her  father,  forgive 
3'ou,  for  I  see  your  grief  is  real  and 
deep  ;  and,  besides,  vi\y  own  sorrow  is  too 
great  for  anger  to  find  a  place  in  my 
heart.  But  you  see  the  angel  whom  you 
hoped  for  has  left  this  earth  —  she  has 
nothing  more  to  do  with  the  adoration  of 
men.  Take  a  last  farewell,  sir,  of  her 
sad  remains  ;  take  the  hand  you  expected 
to  possess  once  more  within  your  own, 
and  then  separate  yourself  from  her  for- 
ever. Valentine  now  alone  requires  the 
priest  who  will  bless  her." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  exclaimed 
Morrel,  raising-  himself  on  one  knee,  his 
heart  pierced  \>y  ^  more  acute  pang  than 
any  he  had  yet  felt — "j'-ou  are  mistaken; 
Valentine,  djang  as  she  has,  not  only  re- 
quires a  priest,  but  an  avenger.  You, 
M.  de  Villefort,  send  for  tlie  priest ;  I 
will  be  the  avenger." — "What  do  ^''ou 
mean,  sir  ?  "  asked  Villefort,  trembling 
at  the  new  idea  inspired  by  the  delirium 
of  Morrel. 

"I  tell  you,  sir,  that  two  persons  exist 
in  you  ;  the  father  has  mourned  sufficient- 
ly, now  let  the  procureur  du  roi  fulfill  his 
office."  The  eyes  of  Noirtier  glistened, 
and  D'Avrigny  approached. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Morrel,  reading  all 
that  passed  tlirough  the  minds  of  the  wit- 
nesses to  the  scene,  "  I  know  what  I  am 
saying,  and  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  what 
I  am  about  to  say — Valentine  has  been 
assassinated  !  "  Villefort  liung  his  head  ; 
D'Avrigny  approached  nearer;  and  Noir- 
tier expressed  "Yes"  with  his  eyes. 
"  Now,  sn-,"  continued  Morrel,  "  in  these 
days  no  one  can  disappear  by  violent 
means  witliout  some  inquiries  being  made 
as  to  the  cause  of  her  disappearance,  even 
were  she  not  a  young,  beautiful,  and 
adorable  creature  like  Valentine.  M.  le 
Procureur  du  Roi,"  said  Morrel,  with 
increasing  vehemence,  "  no  mercy  is 
allowed  ;  I  denounce  the  crime  ;  it  is  your 
place  to  seek  the  assassin."  The  young 
man's  implacable  eyes  interrogated  Ville- 


fort, who,  on  his  side,  glanced  from  Noir- 
tier to  D'Avrign3\  But  instead  of  finding 
sympathy  in  the  eyes  of  the  doctor  and 
his  father,  he  only  saw  an  expression  as 
inflexible  as  that  of  Maximilian. —  •*  Yes," 
mdicated  the  old  man. — "  Assuredly  !  " 
said  D'Avrigny. 

"Sir,"  said  Villefort,  striving  to  strug- 
gle against  this  triple  force  and  his  own 
emotion — "sir,  you  are  deceived,  no  one 
commits  crimes  here.  I  am  stiicken  by 
fate.  It  is  horrible,  indeed,  but  no  one 
assassinates." 

The  e^'es  of  Noirtier  lighted  up  with 
rage,  and  D'Avrigny  prepared  to  speak. 
Morrel,  however,  extended  his  arm,  and 
commanded  silence.  "And  I  say  that 
murders  are  committed  here,"  said  Mor- 
rel, whose  voice,  though  lower  in  tone, 
lost  none  of  its  terrible  distinctness:  "I 
tell  you  that  this  is  the  fourth  victim  with- 
in the  last  four  months.  I  tell  you,  Val- 
entine's life  was  attempted  by  poison  four 
days  ago,  though  she  escaped,  owing  to 
the  precautions  of  M.  Noirtier.  I  tell  you 
that  the  dose  has  been  doubled,  the  poison 
changed,  and  that  this  time  it  has  suc- 
ceeded. I  tell  you  that  you  know  these 
things  as  well  as  I  do,  since  this  gentle- 
man has  forewarned  you,  both  as  a  doctor 
and  a  friend." — "Oh,  you  rave,  sir!" 
exclaimed  Villefort,  in  vain  endeavoring 
to  escape  the  net  in  which  he  was  taken. 

"  I  rave  ?  "  said  Morrel ;  "  well,  then, 
I  appeal  to  M.  d'Avrign\'^  himself.  Ask 
him,  sir,  if  he  recollects  some  words  he 
uttered  in  the  garden  of  this  hotel  on  the 
night  of  Madame  de  Saint- Meran's  death. 
You  thought  3'ourselves  alone,  and  talked 
about  that  tragical  death,  and  the  falal- 
it3'  j'ou  mentioned  then  is  the  same  as 
that  which  has  caused  the  nnirder  of  Val- 
entine." Villefort  and  D'Avrigny  ex- 
changed looks.  "Yes,  yes,"  continued 
Morrel:  "recall  the  scene,  for  the  words 
you  thought  were  only  given  to  silence 
and  solitude  fell  into  my  ears.  C«'rtainly, 
after  witnessing  the  culpable  indolence 
manifested  by  M.  de  Villefort  toward  liis 
own  relations,  I  ought  to  have  denounced 
him  to  the  authorities  :  then  I  should  not 
have  been  an  accomplice  to  thy  death,  as 
I  now  am.  sweet,  beloved  Valentine:  but 
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the  accomplice  shall  become  the  avenger. 
This  fourth  murder  is  apparent  to  all,  and 
if  \X\y  father  abandon  thee,  Valentine,  it 
is  I,  and  I  swear  it,  that  shall  pursue  the 
assassin."  And  this  time,  as  thoug-h  nat- 
ure had  at  least  taken  compassion  ou  the 
vig-orous  frame,  nearlj'-  bursting-  with  its 
own  streng-th,  the  words  of  Morrel  were 
stifled  in  his  throat ;  his  breast  heaved ; 
the  teai^s,  so  long-  rebellious,  g-ushed  from 
his  eyes;  and  he  threw  himself,  weeping", 
on  his  knees,  by  the  side  of  the  bed. 

Then  D'Avrigny  spoke.  '-'And  I,  too," 
he  exclaimed,  in  a  low  voice,  *'  I  unite 
with  M.  Morrel  in  demanding  justice  for 
crime ;  vny  blood  boils  at  the  idea  of  hav- 
ing- encourag-ed  a  murderer  by  ray  cow- 
ardly concession." — "  Oh  !  merciful  Heav- 
ens !"  murmured  Villefort.  Morrel  raised 
his  head,  and  reading-  the  e^yes  of  the  old 
man,  which  g-learaed  with  unnatural  lus- 
ter—"Staj^"  he  said,  ''M.  Noirtier 
wishes  to  speak."  —  "Yes,"  indicated 
Noirtier,  with  an  expression  the  more 
terrible,  from  all  his  faculties  being-  cen- 
tered in  his  glance. 

"Do  3'ou  know  the  assassin?"  asked 
Morrel. — "Yes,"  replied  Noirtier. — "And 
will  you  direct  us  ?  "  exclaimed  the  3'oung- 
man.  "  Listen,  M.  d'Avringy  !  listen  !  " 
Noirtier  looked  upon  Morrel  with  one  of 
those  melancholy  smiles  which  liad  so 
often  made  Valentine  happy,  and  thus 
fixed  his  attention.  Then,  having  riveted 
the  eyes  of  his  interlocutor  on  liis  own,  ho 
glanced  toward  the  door. 

"Do you  wish  me  to  leave  ?  "  said  Mor- 
rel, sadly.— "Yes,"  repUed  Noirlier.— 
"Alas!  alas!  sir,  have  i>ity  on  me!" 
The  old  man's  eyes  remained  fixed  on  the 
door.  "May  I,  at  least,  return  ?  "  asked 
Morrel. — "  Yes." — "  Must  I  leave  alone?" 
— "  No." — "  Who  am  I  to  take  with  me  ? 
M.leProcureurdiiRoi?"— "No."— "The 
doctor?" — "Yes." — "You  wish  toromain 
alone  with  M.  Villefort  ?"  —  '*  Yes." — 
"But  can  he  undrrstand  you?  "— "  Yes." 

"Oh  !  "  said  Villefort.  inexpressibly  de- 
lighted to  think  the  inq\ni-ies  were  1o  be 
made  fete-ft-fete—*' oh,  be  .satisfied;  I 
can  understand  my  father."  D'Avrigny 
took  the  yoimg  man's  arm  and  led  him 
out  of  the  room.     A  more  than  dealhlike 


silence  then  reigned  in  the  house.  At  the 
end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  faltering- 
footstep  was  heard,  and  Villefort  appeared 
at  the  door  of  the  apartment  where  D'Av- 
rign}'  and  Morrel  had  been  staying,  one 
absorbed  in  meditation,  the  other  with 
grief.  "  You  can  come,"  he  said,  and  led 
them  back  to  Noirtier.  Morrel  looked  at- 
tentively on  Villefort.  His  face  was  livid, 
large  dr<?ps  rolled  down  his  face ;  and  in 
his  fingers  he  held  the  fragments  of  a  pen 
which  he  had  torn  to  atoms.  "  Gentle- 
men," he  said,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  "give 
me  your  word  of  honor  that  this  horrible 
secret  shall  forevei-  remain  buried  among 
ourselves  !  "     The  two  men  drew  back. 

"I  entreat  you — "  continued  Villefort. 

"But,"  said  Morrel,  "the  culprit— the 
murderer — the  assassin." 

"Do  not  alarm  yourself,  sir,  justice  will 
be  done,"  said  Villefort.  "Mj'  father  has 
revealed  the  culprit's  name;  m}'  father 
thirsts  for  revenge  as  much  as  you  do, 
yet  even  he  conjures  you  as  I  do  to  keep 
this  secret.  Do  you  not,  father?" — 
"  Yes,"  resolutel}'^  replied  Noirtier.  Mor- 
rel sufl'ered  an  exclamation  of  horror  and 
surprise  to  escape  him.  ■'  Oh,  sir  !  "  said 
Villefort,  arresting  Maximilian  b}'  the 
arm,  "if  my  father,  the  inflexible  man, 
makes  this  request,  it  is  because  he  knows, 
be  assured,  that  Valentine  will  be  terribl}'^ 
avenged.  Is  it  not  so,  father?  "  The  old 
man  made  a  sign  in  the  affirmative.  Vil- 
lefort continued:  "He  knows  me,  and  I 
have  pledged  my  word  to  him.  Rest  as- 
sured, gentlemen,  that  within  three  days, 
in  a  less  time  than  justice  would  demand, 
the  revenge  I  shall  have  taken  for  the 
murder  of  my  child  will  be  such  as  to 
make  the  boldest  heart  tremble  :  "  and  as 
he  spoke  these  words  he  gi-ound  his  teeth, 
and  grasped  the  old  man's  senseless  hand. 

"Will  this  promise  be  fulfilled,  M.  Noii-- 
tier,"  asked  Morrel.  while  D'Avrigny 
looked  inc|uiringly. — "Yes,"  replied  Noir- 
tier, with  an  expression  of  sinister  joy. 

"Swear,  then,"  said  Villefort,  joining 
the  hands  of  Morrel  and  D'Aviigny, 
"swear  that  you  will  .spare  the  honor  of 
my  house,  and  leave  me  to  avenge  my 
child."  D'Avrigny  turned  round  and  ut- 
tered a  very  feeble  "  iVs  /  "  but  Morrel, 
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disen^'aging'  bis  hand,  rushed  to  the  bed, 
and,  after  having  pressed  the  cold  lips  of 
Valentine  with  his  own,  hurriedly  left, 
uttering  a  long,  deep  groan  of  despair 
and  anguish.  We  have  before  stated  that 
all  the  servants  had  fled.  M.  de  Ville- 
fort  was,  therefore,  obliged  to  request  M. 
d'Avrigny  to  superintend  all  those  ar- 
rangements consequent  upon  a  death  in  a 
large  citjs  more  especiall3^  a  death  under 
such  suspicious  circumstances.  It  was 
something  terrible  to  witness  the  silent 
agony,  the  mute  despair  of  Noirtier,  whose 
tears  silently  rolled  down  his  cheeks. 
Villefort  retired  to  his  study,  and  D'Av- 
rigny left  to  summon  the  doctor  of  the 
mayoralty,  whose  oflQce  it  is  to  examine 
bodies  after  decease,  and  who  is  expressly 
named  "the  doctor  of  the  dead."  M. 
Noirtier  could  not  be  persuaded  to  quit 
his  grandchild.  At  the  end  of  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  M.  d'Avrign,y  returned  with 
his  associate ;  they  found  the  outer  gate  . 
closed,  and  not  a  servant  remaining  in 
the  house ;  Villefort  himself  was  obliged 
to  open  it.  But  he  stopped  on  the  land- 
ing ;  he  had  not  the  courage  bo  revisit  the 
room  of  death.  The  two  doctors,  there- 
fore, entered  the  room  alone.  Noirtier 
was  near  the  bed,  pale,  motionless,  and 
silent  as  the  corpse.  The  district  doctor 
approached  with  the  indifference  of  a  man 
accustomed  to  spend  half  his  time  among 
the  dead ;  he  then  lifted  the  sheet  which 
was  placed  over  the  face,  and  just  un- 
closed the  lips. 

"Alas!"  said  D'Avrign^^  "she  is  in- 
deed dead,  poor  child  !     You  can  leave." 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  doctor  laconicall.y, 
dropping  the  sheet  he  had  raised.  Noir- 
tier uttered  a  kind  of  hoarse,  rattling 
sound;  the  old  man's  eyes  sparkled,  and 
the  good  doctor  understood  that  he  wished 
to  behold  his  child.  He  therefore  ap- 
pi'oached  the  bed,  and  while  his  companion 
was  dipping  the  fingers  with  which  he  had 
touched  the  lips  of  tlie  corpse  in  chloride 
of  lime,  he  uncovered  that  calm  and  pale 
face,  which  looked  like  that  of  a  sleeping 
angel.-  A  tear,  which  appeared  in  the 
old  man's  eye  expressed  his  thanks  to  the 
doctor.  The  doctor  of  the  dead  then  laid 
his  proces-verbal  on  the  corner  of  the 


table,  and,  having  executed  his  oflBce, 
was  conducted  out  by  D'Avrigny.  Ville- 
fort met  them  at  the  door  of  his  study : 
having  in  a  few  words  thanked  the  district 
doctor,  he  returned  to  D'Avrigny,  and 
said — "And  now  the  priest." 

"  Is  there  any  particular  priest  you  wish 
to  pray  withValentine?"  asked  D'Avrigny. 

"No,"  said  Villefort ;  "  fetch  the  near- 
est."— "The  nearest,"  said  the  district 
doctor,  "  is  a  good  Italian  abbe,  who  lives 
next  door  to  j'ou.  Shall  I  call  on  him  as  I 
pass?"— "D'Avrigny,"  said  Villefort,  "be 
so  kind,  I  beseech  j^ou,  as  to  accompany.this 
gentleman.  Here  is  the  key  of  tiie  door, 
so  that  you  can  go  in  and  out  as  you 
please  :  you  will  bring  the  priest  with  you, 
and  will  oblige  me  b3nntroducinghim  into 
my  child's  room." — "  Do  you  wish  to  see 
him?" — "lonlj^wish  to  be  alone.  You 
will  excuse  me,  will  you  not  ?  A  priest 
can  understand  a  father's  grief." 

And  M.  de  Villefort,  giving  the  key 
to  D'Avrigny,  again  bade  farewell  to 
the  strange  doctor,  and  retired  to  his 
study,  where  he  began  to  work.  For  some 
temperaments  work  is  a  remedy'  for  all 
afflictions.  As  the  doctors  entered  the 
street,  they  saw  a  man  in  a  cassock  stand- 
ing on  the  threshold  of  the  next  door. 
"This  is  the  abbe  of  whom  I  spoke,"  said 
the- doctor  to  D'Avrigny.  D'Avrigny  ac- 
costed the  priest.  "Sir.'*  he  said,  "are 
you  disposed  to  confer  a  great  obligation 
on  an  unhappy  father  who  has  just  lost 
his  daughter?  I  mean  M.  de  Villefort. 
Iheprocureur  da  roi." — "Ah!  "  said  the 
priest,  in  a  marked  Italian  accent :  "yos. 
I  have  heard  that  death  is  in  that  house." 

"Then  I  need  not  rell  you  what  kind  of 
service  he  requires  of  you.'' 

"I  was  about  to  ofTer  myself,  sir,"  said 
the  priest :  "it  is  our  mission  to  forest-all 
our  duties," — "  It  is  a  young  girl.'* 

"I  know  it.  sir:  the  servants  who  fled 
from  the  house  informed  me.  I  also  know 
that  her  name  is  Valentine,  and  I  have 
already  prayed  for  her." — "Thank  you. 
sir,"  said  DAvrigny:  "  .<?ince  you  have 
commenced  your  sacred  office,  deign  to 
continue  it.  Comeand  watch  by  the  «;■ 
and  all  the  wretched  family  will  beg:.'  - 
ful  to  vou.*' 
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"I  am  going-,  sir;  and  I  do  not  hesitate 
to  say  that  no  prayers  will  be  more  fer- 
vent than  mine."  D'Avrigny  took  the 
priest's  hand,  and  without  meeting  Ville- 
fort,  who  was  engaged  in  his  study,  thej^ 
reached  Valentine's  room,  which  on  the 
following  night  was  to  be  occupied  by  the 
undertakers.  On  entering  the  room,  Noir- 
tier's  eyes  met  those  of  the  abbe,  and  no 
doubt  he  read  some  particular  expression 
in  them,  for  he  remained  in  the  room. 
D'Avrigny  recommended  the  attention  of 
the  priest  to  the  living  as  well  as  to  the 
dead,  and  the  abbe  promised  to  devote 
his  prayers  to  Valentine  and  his  atten- 
tions to  Noirtier.  In  order  doubtless  that 
he  might  not  be  disturbed  while  fulfilling 
his  sacred  mission,  the  priest,  as  soon  as 
D'Avrigny  departed,  rose,  and  not  onl}^ 
bolted  the  door  through  which  the  doctor 
had  just  left,  but  also  that  leading  to 
Madame  de  Villefort's  room. 


CHAPTER  CIV. 

DANGLARS'    SIGNATURE. 

The  next  morning  rose  sad  and  cloudj\ 
During  the  night  the  undertakers  had  exe- 
cuted their  melancholy  ofRce,  and  folded 
the  corpse  in  the  winding-sheet,  which, 
whatever  may  be  said  about  the  equality 
of  death,  is  at  least  a  last  proof  of  the  lux- 
ury so  pleasing  in  life.  This  winding-slreet 
was  nothing  more  than  a  beautiful  piece 
of  cambric,  which  the  young  girl  had 
bought  a  fortnight  before.  During  the 
evening  two  men  engaged  for  the  pur- 
pose had  carried  Noirtier  from  Valen- 
tine's room  into  his  own,  and,  contrary 
to  all  expectation,  there  was  no  difficulty 
in  withdrawmg  him  from  his  child.  The 
Abbe  Busoni  had  watched  till  daylight, 
and  then  left  without  calling  any  one. 
D'Avrigny  returned  al)out  eight  o'clock 
in  the  morning:  lie  met  Villefort  on  his 
way  to  Noirtier's  room,  and  accompanied 
him  to  see  how  the  oltl  man  had  slept. 
They  found  him  in  the  large  armchair, 
which  served  him  for  a  bed,  enjoying  a 
calm,  nay,  almost  a  smiling  sleep.  They 
both  stood  in  amazement  at  tiie  door. 

"See,"  .said  D'Avrigny  to  Villefort, 
"  nature  knows  how  to  alleviate  the 
deepest  sorrow.    No  one  can  say  M.  Noir- 


tier did  not  love  his  child,  and  yet  he 
sleeps." — "Yes,  3'ou  are  right,"  replied 
Villefort,  surprised  :  "  he  sleeps,  indeed  ! 
And  this  is  the  more  strange,  since  the 
least  contradiction  keeps  him  awake  all 
night." — ''  Grief  has  stunned  him,"  re- 
plied D'Avrigny  ;  and  they  both  returned 
thoughtfully  to  the  study  of  the  procu- 
reur  du  roi. — "See,  I  have  not  slept,"  said 
Villefort,  showing  his  undisturbed  bed; 
"  grief  does  not  stun  me.  I  have  not  been 
in  bed  for  two  nights  ;  but  then  look  at 
m}^  desk  ;  see  what  I  have  written  during 
these  two  days  and  nights.  I  have  filled 
those  papers,  and  have  made  out  the  ac- 
cusation against  the  assassin  Benedetto. 
Oh,  work  !  work  !  my  passion,  my  joy, 
my  delight !  it  is  for  thee  to  alleviate  m^'- 
sorrows  !  "  and  he  convulsivel3'  grasped 
the  hand  of  D'Avrign3^ 

"  Do  3'ou  require  mj''  services  now  ?  " 
asked  D'Avrigny. 

"No,"  said  Villefort:  "onl.y  return 
again  at  eleven  o'clock  ;  at  twelve  the — 
the — oh,  heavens  !  my  poor,  poor  child  !" 
and  the  procureur  du  roi,  again  becoming 
a  man,  lifted  up  his  eyes  and  groaned. 

"Shall  you  be  present  in  the  reception- 
room  ?  "" — ••  No  :  I  have  a  cousin  who  has 
undertaken  this  sad  office.  I  shall  work, 
doctor — when  I  work  I  forget  everything." 
And,  indeed,  no  sooner  had  the  doctor  left 
the  room,  than  he  was  again  absorbed  in 
study.  On  the  doorsteps  D'Avrigny  met 
the  cousin  whom  Villefort  had  mentioned, 
a  personage  as  insignificant  in  our  story 
as  in  the  world  he  occupied — one  of  those 
beings  devoted  from  their  birth  to  make 
themselves  useful  to  others.  He  was  punc- 
tual, dressed  in  black,  with  a  crape  round 
his  hat,  and  presented  himself  at  his 
cousin's  with  a  face  made  up  for  the  occa- 
sion, and  which  he  could  alter  as  might  be 
required.  At  twelve  o'clock  the  mourn- 
ing-coaches rolled  into  the  paved  court, 
and  the  Riiedu  Faul)()urg  St.  Honore  was 
filled  with  a  crowd  of  idlers,  equally  pleased 
to  witness  the  festivities  or  the  mourning 
of  the  rich,  and  who  rush  with  the  same 
avidity  to  a  funeral  procession  as  to  the 
marriage  of  a  duchess.  Gradually  the  re- 
ception-room filled,  and  some  of  our  old 
friends  made  their  appearance— we  mean 
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Debray,  Chateau  -  Renuud,  and  Beau- 
champ,  accompanied  hy  all  the  leading- 
men  of  the  da}''  at  the  bar,  in  literatut-e,  or 
the  army,  for  M.  de  Villefort  moved  in  the 
first  Parisian  circles,  less  owing- 'to  his  so- 
cial position  than  to  his  personal  merit. 
The  cousin  standing-  at  the  door  ushered 
in  the  guests,  and  it  was  rather  a  relief  to 
the  indifferent  to  see  a  person  as  unmoved 
as  themselves,  ^.nd  who  did  not  exact  a 
mournful  face  or  forced  tears,  as  would 
have  been  the  case  with  a  father,  a  brother, 
or  a  lover.  Those  who  were  acquainted 
soon  formed  into  little  g-roups.  One  of 
those  was  composed  of  Debra}'',  Chateau- 
Renaud,  and  Beauchamp. 

"  Poor  girl  !  "  said  Debray,  like  the  rest, 
pajung  an  involuntary  tribute  to  the  sad 
event — '"'poor  g-irl !  so  j'oung- !  so  rich! 
so  beautiful  !  Could  3'ou  have  imag-ined 
this  scene,  Chateau-Renaud,  when  we  saw 
her,  at  the  most  three  weeks  ag-o,  about  to 
sig-n  that  contract  ?  " 

''Indeed,  no  !  "  said  Chateau-Renaud. 

"  Did  you  know  her  ?  " — "'I  spoke  to  her 
once  or  twice  at  Madame  de  Morcerf's, 
among-  the  rest;  she  appeared  to  me 
charming,  though  rather  melancholy. 
Where  is  her  step-mother  ?  Do  you 
know  ?  " — "  She  is  spending-  the  day  with 
the  wife  of  the  worthy  g-entleman  who  is 
receiving-  us." — "Who  is  he?  " — '•Whom 
do  you  mean  ?  " 

''  The  gentleman  who  receives  us  ?  Is 
he  a  deputj'  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no.  I  am  condemned  to  \\utness 
those  g-entlemen  ever\'  day,"  said  Beau- 
champ ;  "but  he  is  perfectly  unknown  to 
me." — "Have  you  mentioned  this  death 
in  your  paper?  " 

"It  has  been  mentioned  ;  but  the  arti- 
cle is  not  mine;  indeed,  I  doubt  if  it  will 
please  M.  Villefort,  for  it  says,  that  if  four 
successive  deaths  had  happened  anywhere 
else  than  in  the  house  of  the  procurcMir  du 
roi,  he  would  have  interested  himself 
somewhat  more  about  it." 

"Still,"  said  Chateau-Renaud,  "Dr. 
d'Avrigny,  who  attends  my  mother,  de- 
clares he  is  in  despair  about  it.  But 
whom  arc  you  seeking-,  Debray  ?  " 

"I  am  seokingr  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo,"  said  the  voung-  man. 


"I  met  him  on  the  Boulevard,  on  mv 
road  here,"  said  Beauchamp.  "I  think 
he  is  about  to  leave  Paris;  he  was  going 
to  his  banker." 

"  His  banker  ?  Danglars  is  his  banker, 
is  he  not?"  asked  Chateau-Renaud  of 
Debray.  —  "I  believe  so,"  replied  the 
secretary,  with  slig-ht  uneasiness.  "But 
Monte-Cristo  is  not  the  only  one  I  miss 
here;  I  do  not  see  Morrel." 

"  Morrel  !  Do  they  know  him  ?  "  asked 
Chateau-Renaud.  "I  think  he  had  only 
been  introduced  to  Madame  de  Villefort." 

"Still   he   oug-ht   to   have  been  here," 
said   Deb  raj'' ;  "I   wonder  what  will   be 
talked  about  to-nig-ht ;  this  funeral  is  the 
news  of  the  day.     But  hush  I  here  comes 
our  minister  of  justice ;  he  will  feel  obliged 
to  make  some  little  speech  to  the  cousin," 
and  the  three  young-   men  drew  near  to 
listen.     Beauchamp  told  the  truth  when 
he  said,  that  on  his  road  to  the  funeral  he 
had  met  Monte-Cristo,  who  was  directing- 
his  steps  toward  the  Rue  de  la  Chaussee 
d'Antin,   to  M.    Danglars'.     The   banker 
saw  the  carriag-e  of  the  count  enter  the 
courtj'^ard,   and    advanced    to   meet   him 
with  a  sad  thoug-h  affable  smile.  "'  Well  I" 
said   he,    extending-  his   hand   to  Monte- 
Cristo,  "  I  suppose  you  have  come  to  sym- 
pathize with   me,   for   indeed   misfortune 
has  taken  possession  of  my  house.     When 
I  perceived  you,  I  was  just  asking-  myself 
whether  I  had  not  wislied   harm   toward 
those   poor   Morcerfs,  which   would  have 
justified  the  proverb  of  '  He  who  wishes 
misfortunes  to  happen  to  othei's  experi- 
ences them  himself.*     Well  !  on  my  word 
of  honor,  I  answered,  *  No !  '  I  wished  no 
ill  to  Morcerf  :  he  was  a  little  jjroud,  per- 
haps, for  a  man  who,  like   myself,    had 
risen  from  nothing  :  but  we  all  have  our 
faults.     Do  you  know,  count,  that  pei*sons 
of  our  time  of  life — not  that  you  belonsr  to 
the  class,  you  are  still  a  young  mnti.  but. 
as  I  was  saying-,  persons  of  our  time  of 
life       have   been    very    unfortunate   this 
year.     For  example,  look  at  the  puritani- 
cal procureur  du  roi.  who  has  just  lost  his 
daug-hter.  and  in  fact  nearly  nil  his  family 
in  so  singular  a  manner:  Moix?erf  dishon- 
ored and  dead  :  and  then  myself  covere*! 
with  ridicule  through  tlie  villainy  of  Bone- 
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detto  ;  besides—"'  —  "'  Besides  Avhat  ?  " 
asked  tlie  count.  —  "Alas  I  do  you  not 
l^now  ?"— •'  What  new  calamity  ?"—'•'  My 
dau.ii-liter— *' — '''Mademoiselle  Danglars?" 
— "  Eug-enie  has  left  us  !  " 

"  Good  heavens  !  what  are  you  telhng- 
jne  ?  " — "  The  truth,  my  dear  count.  Oh, 
how  happy  you  must  be  in  not  having- 
either  wife  or  children  !  "— '•  Do  you  think 


80.-^ 


Indeed  I  do." 


*' And  so  Mademoiselle  Dangiars — '' 

''  She  could  not  endure  the  insult  offered 
to  us  by  that  wretch,  so  she  asked  per- 
mission to  travel."—''  And  is  she  gone  ?  " 

''The  other  night  she  left." 

"  With  Madame  Dangiars?  " 

"No,  with  a  relation.  But  still,  we 
have  quite  lost  our  dear  Eugenie  ;  for  I 
doubt  whether  her  pride  will  ever  allow 
her  to  return  to  France." 

"Still,  baron,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"family  griefs,  or  indeed  any  other  afflic- 
tion which  would  crush  a  man  whose  child 
was  his  only  treasure,  are  endurable  to  a 
millionaire.  Philosophers  may  well  say, 
and  practical  men  will  always  support  the 
opinion,  that  money  mitigates  many  trials; 
and  if  j'ou  admit  the  efficacy  of  this  sov- 
ereign balm,  you  ought  to  be  very  easily 
consoled  ;  you,  the  king  of  finance,  who 
form  the  intersecting  point  of  all  the  pow- 
ers in  Europe,  nay,  the  world  !  " 

Dangiars  looked  at  him  obhquely,  as 
though  to  ascertain  whether  he  spoke 
seriously.  "Yes,"  he  answered,  "if  a 
fortune  brings  consolation,  I  ought  to  be 
consoled;  I  am  rich."— "  So  rich,  dear 
sir,  that  your  fortune  resembh's  the  pyra- 
mids :  if  you  wished  to  demolish  them  you 
could  not:  if  it  wore  possible,  you  would 
not  dare  I  "  Onnglnrs  smiled  at  I  he  good- 
natured  pleasantry  of  Ihc  count.  "  That 
reminds  mo,"  he  srnd,  "that  when  yo»i 
entered  \  was  on  the  point,  of  signing  !lv(> 
little  bonds  :  T  li.ive  already  signed  two, 
will  you  allow  me  to  do  the  same  to  the 
others  ?  "— "  Pray  do  so." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  duritjg 
which  the  noise  of  the  banker's  pen  was 
alone  heard,  whrle  Monte-Cristo  examined 
the  gilt  moldings  on  the  ceiling.  "  Are 
they  Spanish,  Haytian  or  Neapolitan 
bonds  ?  "said  Monte-Cristo.—"  Neither," 


said  Dangiars,  smiling,  "  they  are  bonds 
on  the  Bank  of  France,  payable  to  bearer. 
Stay,"  he  added,  "'  count,  you,  who  may  be 
called  the  emperor,  if  I  claim  the  title  of 
king  of  finance,  have  you  many  pieces  of 
paper  of  this  size,  each  worth  a  million  ?  " 
The  count  took  the  papers,  which  Dan- 
giars had  so  proudly  presented  to  him, 
into  his  hands,  and  read  : — 

"'  To  the  Governor  of  th/e  Bank.  Please 
to  paj'-  to  my  order,  from  the  fund  depos- 
ited by  me,  the  sum  of  a  million. 

"  Baron  Danglars." 

"  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,"  said  Mon- 
te-Cristo ;  "five  millions!  why  what  a 
Ci'oesus  you  are  !  " — "'  This  is  how  I  trans- 
act business  !  "  said  Dangiars. — "  It  is 
reallj'^  wonderful,"  said  the  count;  "  above 
all,  if,  as  I  suppose,  it  is  payable  at  sight." 

"It  is,  indeed,"  said  Dangiars. 

"  It  is  a  fine  thing  to  have  such  credit ; 
reall^',  it  is  onl\^  in  France  these  things 
are  done.  Five  millions  on  five  little 
scraps  of  paper  I — it  must  be  seen  to  be 
believed." 

'•  You  do  not  doubt  it  ?  "— ••  No  !  " 

"You  say  so  with  an  accent — staj^  you 
shall  be  convinced  :  take  my  clerk  to  the 
bank,  and  you  will  see  him  leave  it  with 
an  order  on  the  Treasury  for  the  same 
sum."— "No!"  .said  Monte-Cristo,  fold- 
ing the  live  notes,  "most  decidedl3' not ; 
the  thing  is  so  curious,  I  will  make  the  ex- 
periment myself.  I  am  credited  on  you 
for  six  millions.  I  have  drawn  nine  hun- 
dred thousand  francs.  You  theiefore 
still  owe  me  five  millions  and  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs.  I  will  take  the  five 
scraps  of  paper  that  I  now  hold  as  bonds, 
with  your  signat iii'e  alone,  and  liere  is  a 
receipt  in  full  for  the  six  millions  between 
us.  T  had  prepared  it  beforehand,  for  1 
:iin  much  in  want  of  money  to-day."  And 
Monte-Cristo  placed  the  bonds  in  hi  pock- 
<'t  with  one  hand,  while  with  the  other 
h<'  held  out  the  receipt  to  Dangiars.  If 
a  thtinderholt  had  fallen  at  the  banker's 
feet,  he  iniild  iKit  hn-vi'  e\-i>erien<'ed  greater 

terror. 

"What  !"  hi>  staniuiered.  "do  you 
mean  to  take  thai  money?  Excuse  me, 
excuse  me.  t)ut   T  owe  this  monev  to  the 
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hospital— a  deposit  which  I  promised  to 
pay  this  morning." 

"Oh!  well,  then,."  said  Monte-Cristo, 
"I  am  not  particular  about  these  five 
notes,  pay  me  in  a  different  form ;  I 
wished,  from  curiosity,  to  take  these,  that 
I  mii;ht  be  able  to  say,  that  without  -aww 
advice  or  preparation  the  house  of  Dan- 
g-Iars  had  paid  me  five  millions  without  a 
minute's  delay ;  it  would  have  been  so  re- 
markable. But  here  are  your  bonds  ;  pa}^ 
me  differentl3' ; "  and  he  held  the  bonds 
toward  Dang-lars,  who  seized  them  like 
a  vulture  extending-  its  claws  to  withhold 
the  food  attempted  to  be  wrested  from  it. 
Suddenly  he  rallied,  made  a  violent  effort 
to  restrain  himself,  and  then  a  smile 
gradually  widened  the  features  of  his  dis- 
turbed countenance.  "Certainly,"  he 
said,  "  your  receipt  is  money." 

''Oh  dear,  .yes;  and  if  yow.  were  at 
Rome,  the  house  of  Thomson  &  French 
would  make  no  more  difficult}^  about  pay- 
ing- the  money  on  my  receipt  than  3"ou 
have  just  done." — "  Pardon  me,  count, 
pardon  me." 

•••  Then  I  may  keep  this  money  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Danglars,  while  the  per- 
spiration started  from  the  roots  of  his 
hair.     "Yes,  keep  it — keep  it." 

Monte-Cristo  replaced  the  notes  in  his 
pocket  with  that  indescribable  expression 
which  seemed  to  say,  "Come,  reflect;  if 
3'ou  repent  there  is  still  time." 

"No,"  said  Danglars,  "no,  decidedly 
no  ;  keep  ray  signatures.  But  you  know 
none  are  so  formal  as  bankers  in  trans- 
acting business ;  I  intended  this  mone}' 
for  the  hospital,  and  I  seemed  to  be  rob- 
bing them  if  I  did  not  pay  them  with  these 
precise  bonds.  How  absurd  !  as  if  one 
crown  were  not  as  good  as  another.  Ex- 
cuse me ;  "  and  he  began  to  laugh  loudly, 
but  nervously.  — "  Certainly,  I  excuse 
you,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  graciously, 
"and  pocket  them."  And  he  placed  the 
bonds  in  his  pocket-book. — "But,"  said 
Danglars,  "  there  is  still  a  sum  of  one 
hundred   thousand  francs?  " 

"Oh!  a  mere  nothing."  said  ]\Ionto- 
Cristo.  ''The  balance  would  come  to 
about  that  sum ;  but  keep  it,  and  we 
shall  be  quits." 


"  Count,"  said  Danglars,  "are  j-ou 
speaking  serioush-?" 

"  I  never  joke  with  bankers,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  in  a  freezing  manner,  which 
repelled  impertinence ;  and  he  turned  to 
the  door,  just  as  the  valet-de-chambre 
announced — "M.  de  Boville,  receiver-gen- 
eral of  the  hospitals." 

"Jfa  foil''  said  Monte-Cristo;  "I 
think  I  arrived  just  in  time  to  obtain 
your  signatures,  or  they  would  have  been 
disputed  with  me." 

Danglars  again  became  pale,  and  hast- 
ened to  conduct  the  count  out.  Monte- 
Cristo  exchanged  a  ceremonious  bow  with 
M.  de  Boville,  who  was  standing  in  the 
waiting-room,  and  who  was  introduced 
into  Danglars'  room  as  soon  as  the  count 
had  left.  The  count's  sad  face  was  illum- 
ined by  a  faint  smile,  as  he  noticed  the 
portfolio  which  the  receiver-general  held 
in  his  hand.  At  the  door  he  found  his 
carriage,  and  was  immediately  driven  to 
the  bank.  Meanwhile  Danglars,  repress- 
ing all  emotion,  advanced  to  meet  the  re- 
ceiver-general. We  need  not  say  that  a 
smile  of  condescension  was  stamped  upon 
his  lips.  *'  Good-morning,  creditor,"  said 
he :  "  for  I  wager  auA'thing  it  is  the  credi- 
tor who  visits  me." — "You  are  right, 
baron,"  answered  M.  de  Boville:  "the 
hospitals  present  themselves  to  you 
through  me  :  the  widows  and  orphans 
depute  me  to  receive  alms  to  the  amount 
of  five  millioijs  from  you." 

"  And  yet  thej'^  say  orphans  are  to  be 
pitied,''  said  Danglars,  wishing  to  pro- 
long the  jest.  "  Poor  things  !*'—•*  Here 
I  am  in  their  name,"  said  M.  de  Boville  : 
"but  did  you  receive  my  letter  yester- 
day?" 

"  Yes." — "I  have  brought  my  receipt." 

"  My  dear  M.  Boville,  your  widows  and 
orphans  must  oblige  me  by  waiting 
twenty-four  hours,  since  M.  de  Monte- 
Cristo,  whom  you  just  saw  leaving  here— 
you  did  see  him,  I  think?"" 

"Yes:  well?" 

••  Well,  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  lins  iust 
carried  off  their  live  millions." 

"How  so?"— "The  count  has  ;in  m.- 
limited  credit  upon  me  :  a  civdit  openeil 
bv    Thomson    c^    French,    of    Komo :    he 
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came  to  demand  five  millions  at  once, 
vvhicli  I  paid  him  with  the  checks  on  the 
bank  :  my  funds  are  deposited  there  ;  and 
you  can  understand  that  if  I  draw  out  ten 
millions  on  the  same  day,  it  will  appear 
rather  strange  to  the  g-overnor.  Two 
days  will  be  a  diflerent  thing,"  said  Dan- 
glars,  smiling. 

"Come,"  said  Boville,  with  a  tone  of 
entire  incredulity,  "  five  millions  to  that 
gentleman  who  just  left,  and  who  bowed 
to  me  as  though  he  knew  me  !  " 

"  Perhaps  he  knows  you,  though  you  do 
not  know  him  ;  M.  deMonte-Cristo  knows 
everybod3^" — ''  Five  millions  !" — "  Here 
is  his  receipt.     Believe  3'our  own  ej^es." 

M.  de  Boville  took  the  paper  Danglars 
presented  him,  and  read  : 

"Received  of  Baron  Danglars  the  sum 
of  five  millions  one  hundred  thousand 
francs ;  which  will  be  repaid  whenever  he 
X)leases  by  the  house  of  Thomson  & 
French,  of  Rome." 

"  It  is  really  true,"  said  De  Boville. 

"  Do  you  know  the  house  of  Thomson 
&  French?"  —  "Yes,  I  once  liad  busi- 
ness to  transact  with  it  to  the  amount  of 
200,000  francs ;  but  since  then  I  have  not 
heard  it  mentioned."— "  It  is  one  of  the 
best  houses  in  Europe,"  said  Danglars, 
carelessly  throwing  down  the  receipt  on 
his  desk. — "  And  he  had  five  millions  in 
your  hands  alone  !  Why,  tliis  Count  of 
Monte-Ciisto  must  be  a  nabob  ?  " 

•'  Indeed  I  do  not  know  what  he  is  ;  he 
has  three  unlimited  credits— one  on  me, 
one  on  Rothschild,  one  on  Lafllte;  and, 
you  see,"  he  added,  carelessly,  "he  has 
given  me  the  preference,  by  leaving  a 
balance  of  100,000  francs." 

M.  de  Boville  manifested  signs  of  extra- 
ordinary admiration.  "  I  must  visit  him," 
he  said,  "and  obtain  some  pious  grant 
from  him."— "Oh!  you  may  maUe  sure 
of  him  ;  his  cliarities  alone  amount  to 
20,000  francs  per  month." 

"It  is  magniric<M]t  !  I  will  set  before 
him  the  examph*  of  Madame  de  Morct'rf 
and  her  son."—"  What  example  ?  " 

"They  gave  all  their  fortune  to  the 
hospitals."—"  What  fortune  ?  "— "  Their 
own— M.  de  Morcerf's,  who  is  deceased." 


"  For  what  reason?  " — "Because  they 
would  not  spend  money  so  guiltih'  ac- 
quired."— "And   what   are   they  to   live 


upon 


-"The  mother  retires   into  the 


country,  and  the  son  enters  the  army." 

"  Well,  I  must  confess,  these  are  scru- 
ples."— "I  registered  their  deed  of  gift 
3'esterday." 

"And  how  much  did  the}'  possess?  " 

"  Oh  !  not  much  I  from  twelve  to  thir- 
teen hundred  thousand  francs.  But  to 
return  to  our  millions." 

"' Certainh-,"  said  Danglars,  in  the 
most  natural  tone  in  the  world.  "  Are 
you,  then,  pressed  for  this  money  ?  " 

"'  Yes  ;  for  the  examination  of  our  cash 
takes  place  to-morrow." 

"To-morrow! — Why  did  3-ou  not  tell 
me  so  before  ?  Wh}',  it  is  as  good  as  a 
century  !  At  what  hour  does  the  exami- 
nation take  place  ?  " 

"At  two  o'clock." 

"Send  at  twelve,"  said  Danglars,  smil- 
ing. M.  de  Boville  said  nothing,  but 
nodded  his  head,  and  took  up  the  port- 
folio. "Now  I  think  of  it,  3'ou  can  do 
better,"  said  Dar.glars. 

"How  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"The  receipt  of  M.  de  Monte-Cristo  is 
as  good  as  mone}-^ ;  take  it  to  Rothschild's 
or  Lafitte's,  and  they  will  take  it  of  you 
directly." 

"  What,  though  payable  at  Rome  ?  " 

"'  Certainly ;  it  will  only  cost  \o\x  a 
discount  of  5,000  or  G.OOO  francs."  The 
receiver  started  back. — "Ma  foi!^^  he 
said,  "  I  prefer  waiting  till  to-morrow. 
What  a  proposition  I  " — "I  thought,  per- 
haps," said  Danglars,  with  supreme  im- 
pertinence, "  that  you  had  a  deficiency  to 
make  up?" — "  Indeed,"  said  the  receiver. 
— "  And  if  that  were  the  case  it  would  be 
worth  while  to  make  some  sacrifice." 

"Thank  you  ;  no,  sir." 

"Then  it  will  hv  to-morrow." 

"Yes;  but  without  fail."— "Ah  !  you 
arc  laughing  at  me  :  send  to-morrow  at 
twelve,  and  the  bank  sliall  be  informed." 

"I  will  come  myself."— "Better  still, 
since  it  will  iHTord  me  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you."  They  shook  hands.  "By 
the  way,"  said  M.  de  Boville,  "  are  3'ou 
not  going  to  the  funeral  of  poor  Made- 
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moiselle  de  Villefort,  which  I  met  on  my 
road  here?"— "No,"  said  the  banker; 
"I  have  appeared  rather  ridiculous  since 
that  affair  of  Benedetto,  so  I  remain  in 
the  background." 

"  Bah  !  5^ou  are  wrong*.  How  were  3'ou 
to  blame  in  that  affair  ?  " 

*'  Listen  !  When  one  bears  an  irre- 
proachable name,  as  I  do,  one  is  rather 
sensitive." 

*•  Everybody-  pities  3'ou,  sir  ;  and,  above 
all,  Mademoiselle  Dang-lars  !  " 

"  Poor  Eug-enie  !  "  said  Dauglars;  ''do 
you  know  she  is  going  to  embrace  a  re- 
ligious life  ?  "— ''  No."—''  Alas  !  it  is  un- 
happih'  but  too  true.  The  day  after  the 
event,  she  decided  on  leaving  Paris  with  a 
nun  of  her  acquaintance  :  they  are  gone 
to  seek  a  very  strict  convent  in  Italy  or 
Spain."— "Oh!  it  is  terrible!"  and  M. 
de  Boville  retired  with  this  exclamation, 
after  expressing  acute  sjanpathy  with  the 
father.  But  he  had  scarcely  left  before 
Dangiars,  with  an  energy  of  action  those 
can  alone  understand  who  have  seen  Rob- 
ert Macaire  represented  by  Frederic,  ex- 
claimed —  "  Fool ! !  I  "  Then,  inclosing 
Monte-Cristo's  receipt  in  a  little  pocket- 
book,  he  added:  "Yes,  come. at  twelve 
o'clock ;  I  shall  then  be  far  away."  Then 
he  double-locked  his  door ;  emptied  all 
his  drawers,  collected  about  fifty  thou- 
sand francs  in  bank-notes,  burned  several 
papers,  left  others  exposed  to  view,  and 
then  commenced  writing  a  letter  which 
he  addressed — "  To  Madame  la  Baronne 
Dangiars  !  " 

"I  will  place  it  on  her  table  myself  to- 
night," he  murmured.  Then  taking  a 
passport  from  his  drawer  he  said — "  Good, 
it  is  available  for  two  months  longer." 


CHAPTER  CV. 

THE  CEMETERY   OF   PERE-LA-CHAISE. 

M.  DE  BoviLLE  had  indeed  met  the 
funeral  pi-ocossion  which  conducted  Val- 
entine to  her  last  home  on  earth.  The 
weather  was  dull  and  stormy,  a  cold  wind 
shook  the  few  remaining  yellow  leaves 
from  the  boughs  of  the  trees/and  scat- 
tered them  among  the  crowd  which  filled 
the  Boulevards.  M.  de  Villefort.  a  true 
Parisian,  considered  the  cemetery  of  Pcre- 


la-Chaise  alone  worthy  of  receiving  the 
mortal  remains  of  a  Parisian  family  • 
there  alone  the  corpses  belonging  to  him 
would  be  surrounded  by  worthy'  asso- 
ciates. He  had  therefore  purchased  a 
vault,  which  was  quickly  occupied  by 
members  of  his  famil}-.  On  the  front  of 
the  monument  was  inscribed  :  "  The  fami- 
lies of  Saint-Meran  and  Villefort,"  for 
such  had  been  the  last  wish  expressed  by 
poor  Renee,  Valentine's  mother.  The 
pompous  procession  therefore  wended  its 
way  toward  Pere  -  la  -  Chaise  from  the 
Faubourg  Saitit-Honore.  Having  crossed 
Paris,  it  passed  through  the  Faubourg 
du  Temple,  then  leaving  the  exterior 
Boulevards,  it  reached  the  cemetery. 
More  than  fifty  private  carriages  followed 
the  twentj'^  mourning-coaches,  and  be- 
hind them  more  than  five  hundred  per- 
sons joined  the  procession  on  foot. 

These  last  consisted  of  all  the  young 
people,  whom  Valentine's  death  had 
struck  like  a  thundeubolt ;  and  who,  not- 
withstanding the  raw  chilliness  of  the 
season,  could  not  refrain  from  paying  a 
last  tribute  to  the  memory  of  the  beauti- 
ful, chaste,  and  adorable  girl,  thus  cut  off 
in  the  flower  of  her  youth.  As  they  left 
Paris,  an  equipage  with  four  horses,  at 
full  speed,  was  seen  to  draw  up  suddenly  : 
it  contained  Monte-Cristo.  The  count  left 
the  carriage  and  mingled-  in  the  crowd 
who  followed  on  foot.  Chateau-Renaud 
perceived  him  ;  and  immediately  alight- 
ing from  his  coupe,  joined  him.  The  count 
looked  attentivel.y  through  every  opening 
in  the  crowd  ;  he  was  evidently  watching 
for  some  one,  but  his  search  ended  in  dis- 
appointment. "  Where  is  ^[orrel  ?  "  he 
asked;  "do  either  of  these  gentlemen 
know  where  he  is?  " — "  We  have  already 
asked  that  question."  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud, "for  none  of  us  have  seen  him." 
The  count  was  silent,  but  continued  to 
gaze  aiound  him.  At  length  tlioy  arrived 
at  the  eemotery.  Tlio  piercing  eye  of 
Monte-Cristo  glanced  through  clusters 
of  bushes  and  trees,  and  was  soon  re- 
lieved from  all  anxiety,  for  he  saw  a 
shadow  glide  between  tlie  yew-trees,  and 
Monte-Cristo  recognized  him  whom  he 
sought.     A  funeral  in  this    raagniflc^nt 
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metropolis  g"enerally  presents  the  same 
aspect  at  all  times  :  black  fig-ures  are  seen 
scattered  in  the  long-  white  avenues;  a 
silence  of  earth  and  heaven  is  alone  broken 
by  the  noise  made  hy  the  crackling 
branches  of  hedges,  planted  around  the 
monuments  ;  then  follows  the  melancholy 
chant  of  the  priests,  mingled  now  and 
then  with  a  sob  of  anguish,  escaping  from 
some  female  concealed  under  a  mass  of 
flowers.  The  shadow  Monte-Cristo  had 
remarked  passed  rapidlj-  behind  the  tomb 
of  Abelard  and  Heloise,  and  placed  itself 
close  to  the  horses'  heads  belonging  to 
the  hearse,  and  following  the  undertaker's 
men,,  arrived  with  them  at  the  spot  ap- 
pointed for  the  burial.  Each  person's 
attention  was  occupied.  Monte-Cristo  saw 
nothing  but  the  shadow,  which  no  one 
else  observed.  Twice  the  count  left  the 
ranks  to  see  whether  the  object  of  his  in- 
terest had  any  concealed  weapon  beneath 
his  clothes.  When  the  procession  stopped, 
this  shadow  was  recognized  as  Morrel ; 
who,  with  his  coat  buttoned  up  to  Ijis 
throat,  his  face  livid,  and  convulsively 
crushing  his  hat  between  his  fingers, 
leaned  against  a  tree,  situated  on  an  ele- 
vation commanding  the  mausoleum,  so 
tliat  none  of  the  funeral  details  could  es- 
cape his  observation.  Evei-y thing  was 
conducted  in  the  usual  manner.  A  few 
men,  the  least  impressed  of  all  by  the 
scene,  pronounced  a  discourse;  some  de- 
ploring this  premature  death  ;  others  ex- 
patiating: on  the  grief  of  the  father  ;  and 
one  very  ingenious  person  (fuoted  the  fact 
of  Valentine  having  solicited  pardon  of 
her  father  for  criminals  on  whom  the  arm 
of  justice  was  ready  to  fall  ;  initil  at  length 
they  exhausted  tlieir  stores  of  nietaplior 
and  mournful  speeches. 

Monte-Ci'istn  lieanl  and  saw  nothing,  or 
rather  he  only  saw  Morrel,  whosr  calm- 
ness had  a  frightful  effect  on  those  who 
knew  what  was  passing  in  his  heart. 
*' See!  "said  Heanehamp,  pointing  out 
Morrel  to  Debray.  "What  is  he  doing 
up  there?"  And  they  called  Ciiateau- 
Rcnaud's  attention  to  him. — "  How  pale 
he  is  !"  said  Chatean-Rcnand,  sluidder- 
ing.— "He  is  cold  !  "  said  Debray.—'*  Not 
at  all,"  said  Chateau-Renaud,  slowly  ;  '•  I 


think  he  is  violently  agitated.  He  is  very 
susceptible."  —  "  Bah  !  "  said  Debray  ; 
"he  scarcel}^  knew  Mademoiselle  de  Ville- 
fort;  you  said  so  yourself.'' — "  True.  Still 
I  remember  he  danced  three  times  with 
her  at  Madame  de  Morcerf's.  Do  you 
recollect  that  ball,  count,  where  3'ou  pro- 
duced such  an  effect  ?  " — "  No,  I  do  not," 
replied  Monte-Cristo,  without  even  know- 
ing of  what  or  to  whom  he  was  speaking; 
so  much  was  he  occupied  in  watching  Mor- 
rel, who  was  holding  his  breath  with  emo- 
tion. "The  discourse  is  over:  farewell, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  count.  And  he  dis- 
appeared without  any  one  seeing  whither 
he  went.  The  funeral  •  being  over,  the 
guests  returned  to  Paris.  Chateau-Re- 
naud looked  for  a  moment  for  Morrel ; 
but  while  watching  the  departure  of  the 
count,  Morrel  had  quitted  his  post,  and 
Chateau-Renaud,  failing  in^  his  search, 
joined  Debray  and  Beauchamp. 

Monte-Cristo  concealed  himself  behind 
a  large  tomb,  and  waited  the  arrival  of 
Morrel,  who,  b^-  degress,  approached  the 
tomb  now  abandoned  by  spectators  and 
workmen.  Morrel  threw  a  grance  around, 
but  before  it  i-eached  the  spot  occupied  by 
Monte-Cristo,  the  latter  had  advanced  yet 
nearer,  still  unperceived.  The  young  man 
knelt  down.  The  count,  with  outstretched 
neck,  and  glaring  eyes,  stood  in  an  atti- 
tude ready  to  pounce  upon  Morrel  upon 
the  first  occasion.  Morrel  bent  his  head 
till  it  touched  the  stone,  then  clutching 
the  grating  with  both  hands,  he  mur- 
nnired— "  Oh  !  Valentine  !  "  The  count's 
heart  was  piei'ced  by  the  utterance  of 
these  two  woriis:  he  stepped  forward, 
and  touching  tlie  young  man's  shoulder, 
said — *'  I  was  looking  for  you,  my  friend." 
Monte-Cristo  expected  a  hurst  of  ]xission, 
but  ho  was  deceived,  for  Morrel  tui-ning 
round,  said  with  calmness — 

"You  se(>  I  was  praying."  Thr  scruti- 
nizing glance  of  the  count  searched  the 
young  man  from  head  to  foot.  He  then 
seemed  tnoi-e  easy. 

"Shall  1  drive  you  back  to  Paris?  "  he 
asked. — "No,  thank  you." 

"Do  you  wish  anything?" — "Leave 
me  to  pray."  Th(^  count  withdrew  with- 
out opposition,   but  it  was  only  to  place 
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himself  in  a  situation  Avhere  he  could 
watch  every  movement  of  Morrel,  who  at 
leng-th  rose,  brushed  tlie  dust  from  his 
knees,  and  turned  toward  Paris,  without 
once  looking"  back.  He  walked  slowly 
down  the  Rue  de  la  Roguette,  The  count, 
dismissing"  his  carriage,  followed  him 
about  a  hundred  paces  behind.  Maximil- 
ian crossed  the  canal,  and  entered  the 
Rue  Meslay  by  the  Boulevards.  Five 
minutes  after  the  door  had  been  closed  on 
Morrel's  entrance,  it  was  again  opened 
for  the  count.  Julie  was  at  the  entrance 
of  the  garden,  where  she  was  attentively 
watching  Penelon,  who,  entering  with  zeal 
into  his  profession  of  a  gardener,  was 
very  busj^  grafting  some  Bengal  roses. 
*'Ah,  count!"  she  exclaimed,  with  the 
aelight  manifested  by  every  member  of 
the  family  whenever  he  visited  the  Rue 
Mesla3^ — "  Maximihan  has  just  returned, 
has  he  not,  madame  ?  "  asked  the  count. 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  saw  him  pass ;  but- 
pra}^  call  Emmanuel." 

"Excuse  me,  madame,  but  I  must  go 
up  to  Maximilian's  room  this  instant," 
replied  Monte-Cristo  ;  "  I  have  something 
of  the  greatest  importance  to  tell  him." 

*'  Go,  then,"  she  said,  with  a  charming 
smile,  which  accompanied  him  until  he 
had  disappeared.  Monte-Cristo  soon  ran 
up  the  staircase  conducting  from  the 
ground  floor  to  Maximilian's  room  ;  when 
he  reached  the  landing  he  listened  atten- 
tively, but  all  was  still.  Like  man}'^  old 
houses  occupied  by  a  single  family,  the 
room  door  was  paneled  with  glass.  But 
it  was  locked,  Maximilian  was  shut  in, 
and  it  was  impossible  to  see  what  was 
passing  in  the  room,  owing  to  a  red  cur- 
tain being  drawn  before  the  glass.  The 
count's  anxiet}'  was  manifested  b,y  a 
bright  color  which  seldom  appeared  on 
the  face  of  that  impassible  man. 

"What  shall  I  do?"  he  uttered,  and 
reflected  for  a  moment ;  "'  shall  I  ring  ? 
No,  the  sound  of  a  bell,  announcing  a 
visitor,  will  but  accelerate  the  resolution 
of  one  in  Maximilian's  situation,  and  then 
the  bell  would  be  followed  by  a  louder 
noise."  Monte-Cristo  1  rembled  fron\  head 
to  foot,  and  as  if  his  determination  had 
been  taken  with  the  rapidity'  of  lightning. 


he  struck  one  of  the  panes  of  glass  mth 
his  elbow  ;  the  glass  was  shivered  to 
atoms,  then  withdrawing  the  curtain,  he 
saw  Morrel,  who  had  been  writing  at  his 
desk,  bound  from  his  seat  at  the  noise  of 
the  broken  window. 

"I  beg  a  thousand  pardons  !  "  said  the 
count,  "  there  is  nothing  tiie  matter,  but 
I  slipped  down  and  broke  one  of  your 
panes  of  glass  with  my  elbow.  Since  it  is 
open,  I  will  take  advantage  of  it  to  enter 
your  room;  do  not  disturb  yourself — do 
not  disturb  j^ourself  !  "  And  passing  his 
hand  through  the  broken  glass,  the  count 
opened  the  door.  Morrel,  evidently'  dis- 
composed, came  to  meet  Monte-Cristo, 
less  with  the  intention  of  receiving  him 
than  to  exclude  his  entry.  "  Ma  foi  .^" 
said  Monte-Cristo,  rubbing-  his  elbow,  "  it's 
all  3'our  servant's  fault  ;  your  stairs  are 
so  polished,  it  is  like  walking  on  glass." 

"Are  you  hurt,  sir?"  coldlj'  asked 
Morrel. 

''  I  believe  not.  But  what  are  you  about 
there?  von  were  writing." — "  I  ?" 

"  Your  Angers  are  stained  with  ink." 

"Ah,  true,  I  was  writing.  I  do  some- 
times, soldier  though  I  am." 

Monte-Cristo  advanced  into  the  room ; 
Maximilian  was  obliged  to  let  him  pass, 
but  he  followed  him.  "You  were  writ- 
ing ?  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  with  a  searching 
look. — "  I  have  already  had  the  honor  of 
telling  you  I  was,"  said  Morrel. 

The  count  looked,  a  round  him.  "'  Your 
pistols  are  beside  your  desk."  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  pointing  with  liis  finger  to  the 
pistols  on  the  table. 

"I  am  on  the  point  of  starting  on  a 
journey,"  replied  Morrel.  disdainfully. 

"My  friend  !  "  exclaimed  Monte-Cri&to, 
in  a  tone  of  exquisite  sweetness. — "  Sir  ?  " 

"  My  friend,  my  dear  Maximilian,  do 
not  make  a  hasty  resolution.  I  entreat 
3'ou." — "I  make  a  hasty  resolution?"  said 
Moriel.  shrugginehis  shoulders  :  "is  there 
anyllung  extraordinary  in  a  journey?  ' 

"Maximilian."  said  the  count.  "  let  us 
both  lay  aside  the  mask  we  have  assumed. 
You  no  more  deceive  me  with  that  false 
calmness  than  I  impose  upon  you  with 
my  frivolous  solicitude.  You  can  under- 
stand, can  vou  not,  that  to  have  acted  as 
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I  have  done,  to  have  broken  those  win- 
dows, to  have  intruded  on  the  sohtude 
of  a  ft'iend — you  can  understand  that,  to 
have  done  all 'this,  I  must  have  been  actu- 
ated by  real  uneasiness,  or  rather  by  a 
terrible  conviction.  Morrel,  3'ou  are  going 
to  destroy'  yourself  !  " 

"  Indeed,  count !  "  said  Morrel,  shudder- 
ing ;  ''  what  has  put  this  into  your  head  ?" 

'•  I  tell  you  that  3'ou  are  about  to  de- 
stroy yourself,"  continued  the  count/'  and 
here  is  the  proof  of  what  I  say ;"  and,  ap- 
proaching the  desk,  he  removed  the  sheet 
of  paper  Avhich  Morrel  had  placed  over  the 
letter  he  had  begun,  and  took  the  latter 
in  his  hands. 

Morrel  rushed  forward  to  tear  it  from 
him  ;  but  Monte-Cristo,  perceiving  his  in- 
tention, seized  his  wrist  wnth  his  iron  grasp. 

"You  wish  to  destro}'  yourself,"  said 
the  count;  **3'ou  have  written  it." 

"  Well !  "  said  Morrel,  changing  his  ex- 
pression of  calmness  for  one  of  violence — 
"  well,  and  if  I  do  intend  to  turn  this  pis- 
tol against  mj'self,  who  shall  prevent  me 
— who  will  dare  prevent  me  ?  All  my 
hopes  are  blighted,  m3'  heart  is  broken, 
my  life  a  burden,  ever3^thing  around  me 
is  sad  and  mournful ;  earth  has  become 
distasteful  to  me,  and  human  voices  dis- 
tract me.  It  is  a  mercy  to  let  me  die,  for 
if  I  live  I  shall  lose  my  reason  and  become 
mad.  When,  sir,  I  tell  you  all  this  with 
tears  of  heartfelt  anguish,  can  you  replj' 
that  I  am  wrong,  can  you  prevent  my  put- 
ting an  end  to  ra.y  miserable  existence? 
Tell  me,  sir,  could  you  have  the  courage 
to  do  so  ^  "— "  Yes,  Morrel,"  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  with  a  calmness  which  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  young  man's  excite- 
ment ;  *'  j'es  I  would  do  so." 

"You!"  exclaimed  Morrel,  with  in- 
creasing anger  and  reproach — "you  who 
have  deceived  me  with  false  hopes,  who 
have  cheered  and  soothed  me  witli  vain 
promises,  when  1  might,  if  not  liavc  saved 
her,  at  least  have  seen  her  die  in  my  arms  ! 
you,  who  pretend  to  understand  every- 
thing, even  the  hidden  .sources  of  knowl- 
edge !  you,  who  enact  the  part  of  a  guard- 
ian angel  upon  earth,  and  could  not  even 
find  an  antidote  to  a  poison  administered 
to   a  young  girl  !     Ah,    sir,    indeed   you 


would  inspire  me  with  pity,  were  you  not 
hateful  in  my  e3"es." — "  Morrel  ! — " 

"Yes;  3'ou  tell  me  to  \a.y  aside  the 
mask,  and  I  will  do  so,  be  satisfied  !  When 
you  spoke  to  me  at  the  cemetery,  I  an- 
swered 3'ou — mj' heart  was  softened  ;  when 
3'ou  arrived  here,  I  allowed  you  to  enter. 
But  since  3'ou  abuse  my  confidence,  since 
3'ou  have  devised  a  new  torture  after  I 
thought  I  had  exhausted  them  all,  then. 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo,  my  pretended 
benefactor — then.  Count  of  Monte-Cristo, 
the  universal  guardian,  be  satisfied,  you 
shall  witness  the  death  of  3'our  friend  ;  " 
and  Morrel,  with  a  maniacal  laugh,  again 
rushed  toward  the  pistols. 

"  And  I  again  repeat,  you  shall  not 
commit  suicide." — "  Prevent  me,  then  !  " 
replied  Morrel,  with  another  struggle, 
which,  like  the  first,  failed  in  releasing 
him   from   the  count's  iron. grasp. 

"  I  will  prevent  3''ou." 

"  And  who  are  3'ou,  then,  that  arrogate 
to  3"ourself  this  t3'^rannical  right  over  free 
and  rational  beings?  " 

"  Wiio  am  I?  "  repeated  Monte-Cristo. 
"  Listen  ;  I  am  the  only  man  in  the  world 
having  the  right  to  sa3^  to  3'ou,  '  Morrel, 
3-our  father's  son  shall  not  die  to-da3' ;  '  " 
and  Monte-Cristo,  with  an  expression  of 
majesty  and  sublimit3',  advanced,  with 
his  arms  folded,  toward  the  3'oung  man, 
who,  involuntarily  overcome  by  the  com- 
mand of  this  man,  recoiled  a  step. 

"Why  do  you  mention  m3'  father?" 
stammei'ed  he  :  "  wh3'^  do  you  mingle  a 
recollection  of  liim  with  the  affairs  of  to- 
da3'?"  —  "Because  I  am  he  who  saved 
3'our  father's  life  when  he  wished  to  de- 
stroy himself,  as  3'ou  do  to-da3- — because 
I  am  the  man  who  sent  the  purse  to  3'our 
young  si.ster,  and  the  Pharaon  to  old  Mor- 
rel—  because  I  am  the  Edmond  Dantes 
who  nursed  you,  a  child,  on  in3'  knees." 
Morrel  made  another  step  back,  stagger- 
ing, breatliless,  crushed;  then  all  his 
strength  gave  way,  and  he  fell  prostrate 
at  the  feet  of  Monle-Cristo.  Then  his  ad- 
mirable natui-e  underwent  a  complete  and 
sudden  revulsion  ;  he  rose,  bounded  out  of 
the  room,  and  rushed  to  the  stairs,  ex^ 
claiming  energetically,  "Julie,  Julie  !  Em- 
manuel, Emmanuel  I  " 
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Monte-Cristo  endeavored  also  to  leave, 
but  Maximilian  would  have  died  rather 
than  relax  his  hold  of  the  handle  of  the 
door,  which  he  closed  upon  the  count. 
Julie,  Emmanuel,  and  some  of  the  ser- 
vants, ran  up  in  alarm  on  heai'ing-  the 
cries  of  Maximilian.  Morrel  seized  their 
hands,  and,  opening-  the  door,  exclaimed, 
in  a  voice  choked  with  sobs,  "  On  your 
knees  !  on  3'Our  knees  !  he  is  our  benefac- 
tor— the  savior  of  our  father!  He  is — " 
He  would  have  added  "  Edmond  Dantes," 
but  the  count  seized  his  arm  and  prevented 
him.  Julie  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of 
the  count;  Emmanuel  embraced  him  as 
a  g-uardian  ang-el ;  Morrel  ag-ain  fell  on  his 
knees,  and  struck  the  g-round  with  his 
forehead.  Then  the  iron-hearted  man  felt 
his  heart  swell  in  his  breast ;  a  flame 
seemed  to  rush  from  his  throat  to  his 
eyes ;  he  bent  his  head  and  wept.  For  a 
while,  nothing-  was  heard  in  the  room  but 
a  succession  of  sobs,  while  the  incense 
from  their  grateful  hearts  mounted  to 
heaven.  Julie  had  scarcely  recovered 
from  her  deep  emotion  when  she  rushed 
out  of  the  room,  descended  to  the  next 
floor,  ran  into  the  drawing-room  with 
childlike  303%  and  raised  the  crystal  globe 
which  covered  the  purse  given  by  the  un- 
known of  the  Allees  de  Median.  Mean- 
while, Emmanuel,  in  a  broken  voice,  said 
to  the  count,  "  Oh,  count,  how  could  you, 
hearing-  us  so  often  speak  of  our  unknown 
benefactor,  seeing  us  pa3'-  such  homag-e  of 
gratitude  and  adoration  to  his  memory, 
how  could  you  continue  so  long-  without 
discovering  yourself  to  us?  Oh,  it  was 
cruel  to  us,  and — dare  I  say  it  ? — to  j'ou 
also." — "Listen,  my  friends,"  said  the 
count — "  I  may  call  3'ou  so,  since  we  have 
really  been  friends  for  the  last  eleven 
3'ears :  the  discovery  of  this  secret  has 
been  occasioned  by  a  great  event  which 
you  must  never  know.  I  wished  to  bury  it 
during  my  whole  life  in  my  own  bosom, 
but  your  brother  Maximilian  wrested  it 
from  me  by  a  violence  he  repents  of  now, 
I  am  sure."  Then  turning  i-ound.  and  see- 
ing that  Morrel,  still  on  his  knees,  had 
thrown  himself  into  an  arm  chair,  he  add- 
ed in  a  low  voice,  pressing  Emmanuel's 
hand  significantly,  "Watch  over  him." 


"  Why  so  ?  "  asked  the  young  man,  sur- 
prised. 

"I  cannot  explain  mj'self ;  but  watch 
over  him."  Emmanuel  looked  round  the 
room,  and  caught  sight  of  the  pistols ; 
his  eyes  rested  on  the  arms,  and  he  point- 
ed to  them.  Monte-Cristo  bent  his  head. 
Emmanuel  went  toward  the  pistols. 
"  Leave  them,"  said  Monte-Cristo.  Then 
walking  toward  Morrel,  he  took  his  hand  ; 
the  tumultuous  agitation  of  the  young 
man  was  succeeded  b^^  a  profound  stupor. 
Julie  returned,  holding  in  her  hands  the 
silken  purse,  while  tears  of  J03'  rolled  down 
her  cheeks,  like  dewdrops  on  the  rose. 

"  Here  is  the  relic,"  she  said  ;  "  do  not 
think  it  will  be  less  dear  to  us  now  we  are 
acquainted  with  our  benefactor  !  " — '*'  M3' 
child,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  coloring,  "al- 
low me  to  take  back  that  purse  ?  Since 
you  now  know  my  face,  I  wish  to  be  re- 
membered alone  through  the  affection  I 
hope  you  will  grant  me." 

"'  Oh,"  said  Julie,  pressing  the  purse  to 
her  heart,  "  no,  no,  I  beseech  you  do  not 
take  it,  for  some  unhappy  day  you  will 
leave  us,  will  you  not  ?  " 

"You  have  guessed  rightly,  madame," 
replied  Monte-Cristo,  smiling  ;  "in  a  week 
I  shall  have  left  this  country,  where  so 
manj'^  persons  who  merit  the  vengeance 
of  Heaven  lived  happily,  while  my  father 
perished  of  hunger  and  grief."  While 
announcing  his  departure,  the  count  fixed 
his  eyes  on  Morrel,  and  remarked  that  the 
words,  "I  shall  have  left  this  country." 
had  failed  to  rouse  him  from  his  lethargy. 
He  then  saw  that  he  must  make  another 
struggle  against  the  grief  of  his  friend, 
and,  taking  the  hands  of  Emmanuel  and 
Julie,  which  he  pressed  within  his  own.  he 
said,  with  the  mild  authority  of  a  father, 
"My  kind  friends,  leave  me  alone  with 
Maximilian."  Julie  saw  the  means  of- 
fered of  carrying  off  her  precious  ivlic, 
which  Monte-Cristo  had  forgotten.  She 
drew  her  husband  to  the  door.  **  L<n.  us 
leave  them,"  she  said. 

The  couni  was  alone  with  Morrel. who  i-e- 
mained  motionless  as  a  statue.     **  Come, 
said   Monte-Cristo.  touching  his  shoulder 
with  his  finger,  "are  you  a  man  ag;un, 
Maximilian  ?  "— *  Yes  :  for  I  begin  to  suf- 
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fer  again."  The  count  frowned,  appar- 
ently in  g-loomy  hesitation. 

"Maximilian,  Maximilian,"  he  said, 
"  the  ideas  .you  jield  to  are  unworth3^  of 
a  Christian." 

''Oh,  do  not  fear,  my  friend,"  said 
Morrel,  raising-  his  head,  and  smiling-  with 
a  sweet  expression  on  the  count ;  "  I  shall 
no  long-er  attempt  m^^  life." 

"  Then  we  are  to  have  no  more  pistols — 
no  more  arms  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  have  found  a  better  remedy  for 
my  g-rief  than  either  a  bullet  or  knife." 

''Poor  fellow  !  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  My  g-rief  will  kill  me  of  itself."— "My 
friend,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  with  an  ex- 
pression of  melancholy  equal  to  his  own, 
"  listen  to  me  :  one  da}',  in  a  moment  of 
despair  like  3'ours,  since  it  led  to  a  similar 
resolution,  I,  like  you,  wished  to  kill  my- 
self;  one  day  your  father,  equally  desper- 
ate, wished  to  kill  himself  too.  If  any  one 
had  said  to  yonv  father,  at  the  moment  he 
raised  the  pistol  to  his  head — if  any  one 
had  told  me,  when  in  my  prison  I  pushed 
back  the  food  I  had  not  tasted  for  three 
days — if  any  one  had  said  to  either  of  us 
then,  •'  Live  !  the  day  will  come  when  3'ou 
will  be  happy,  and  will  bless  life!' — no 
matterwho.se  voice  had  spoken,  we  should 
have  heard  him  with  the  smile  of  doubt, 
or  the  ang-uish  of  incredulity ;  and  yet 
how  many  times  has  your  father  blessed 
life  while  embracing-  you  !  how  often  have 
I  myself — " — "Ah!"  exclaimed  Morrel, 
interrupting"  the  count,  "you  had  only  lost 
your  liberty,  my  father  had  only  lost  his 
fortune,  but  I  have  lost  Valentine." 

"Look  at  me,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  with 
tliat  expression  which  som(>times  made 
him  so  eloquent  and  persuasive — "  look  at 
me  :  there  are  no  tears  in  my  eyes,  nor  is 
there  fever  in  my  v<>ins.  yet  I  see. you  suf- 
fer— you,  Mrjxiniilian,  whom  I  love  as  my 
own  son.  Well,  does  not  this  tell  you  that 
in  grief,  as  in  life,  there  is  always  some- 
thing to  look  forward  to  beyond?  Now, 
if  I  entreat,  if  I  order  you  to  live,  Morrel. 
it  is  in  the  conviction  that  one  day  you 
will  thank  me  for  having  preserved  your 
hfe." 

"  Oh,  heavens  !  "  said  the  young  man, 
"oh,    heavens!    what    are    you    saymg, 


count  ?  Take  care.  But  perhaps  you 
have  never  loved  !  " 

"  Child  !  "  replied  the  count. 

"  I  mean,  as  I  love.  You  see,  I  have 
been  a  soldier  ever  since  I  attained  man- 
hood ;  I  reached  the  age  of  twent3'-nine 
without  loving,  for  none  of  the  feelings  I 
before  then  experienced  merit  the  appella- 
tien  of  love  ;  well,  at  twenty-nine  I  saw- 
Valentine  ;  during-  two  j-ears  I  have  loved 
her,  during-  two  years  I  have  seen  written 
in  her  heart,  as  in  a  book,  all  the  virtues 
of  a  daughter  and  wife.  Count,  to  pos- 
sess Valentine  would  have  been  a  happi- 
ness too  infinite,  too  ecstatic,  too  com- 
plete, too  divine  for  this  world,  since  it 
has  been  denied  me ;  but  without  Valen- 
tine the  earth  is  desolate."  —  "I  have 
told  you  to  hope,"  said  the  count. 

"  Then  have  a  care,  I  repeat,  for  .you 
seek  to  persuade  me,  and  if  you  succeed  I 
should  lose  vay  reason,  for  I  should  hope 
that  I  could  again  behold  Valentine." 
The  count  smiled.  "  M.v  friend,  my  fa- 
ther," said  Morrel,  with  excitement,"  have 
a  care,  I  again  repeat,  for  the  power  j^ou 
wield  over  me  alarms  me.  Weigh  .your 
words  before  .vou  speak,  for  my  e3'es  have 
alread.v  become  brighter,  and  m.v  heart 
rebounds  ;  be  cautious,  or  3'ou  will  make 
me  believe  in  supernatural  agencies.  I 
must  obe.3'  j^ou,  so  in  merc.y  be  cautious." 

"  Hope,  my  friend,"  repeated  the  count. 

"Ah,"  said  Morrel,  falling  from  the 
height  of  excitement  to  the  ab.vss  of  de- 
spair— "  ah,  3'OU  are  playing  with  me,  like 
tliose  good,  or,  rather,  selfish  mothers 
who  soothe  their  children  with  hone.ved 
words,  because  their  screams  anno3'  them. 
No,  m.v  friend,  I  was  wrong  to  caution 
.you  ;  do  not  fear,  1  will  bury  m3'  gi-ief  .so 
deep  in  my  heai-l ,  1  will  disguise  it  so.  that 
you  shall  not  even  care  to  svmpathize 
with  \\u\     Adieu,  my  friend,  adieu  !" 

"On  the  contrary,"  said  the  count, 
"  after  this  time  .vou  must  live  with  me — 
you  must  not  leave  me  ;  and  in  a  week  we 
shall  have  left  France  behind  us." 

"  An<l  .vou  still  bid  me  hope  ?  " 

"I  tell  .vou  to  hope,  because  I  have  a 
method  of  curing  you." 

"  Count.,  .you  I'ender  me  sadder  than  be- 
fore, if  it  be  possible.     You  think  the  re- 
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suit  of  this  blow  has  been  to  produce  an 
ordinary  g"rief,  and  you  would  cure  it  by 
an  ordinary  remedy— chang-e  of  scene." 
And  Morrel  dropped  bis  head  with  dis- 
dainful increduhty. — "  What  can  I  say 
more?"  asked  Monte-Cristo.  ''I  have 
confidence  in  the  remedy  1  propose,  and 
only  ask  you  to  permit  me  to  assure  you 
of  its  efficac3^" 

"Count,  you  prolong-  \ny  ag-ony." 

''Then,"  said  the  count,  ''j'-our  feeble 
spirit  will  not  eveng-rant  me  the  trial  I  re- 
quest ?  Come  !  do  you  know  of  what  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cristo  is  capable  ?  do  you 
know  that  he  holds  terrestrial  beings  under 
his  control  ?  nay,  that  he  can  almost  work 
a  miracle  !  Well,  wait  for  the  miracle  I 
hope  to  accomplish,  or — " 

"Or?"  repeated  Morrel. — "Or,  take 
care,  Morrel,  lest  I  call  you  ungrateful." 

'•'  Have  pity  on  me,  count  !  " 

"  I  feel  so  much  pity  toward  you,  Maxi- 
milian, that — listen  to  me  attentively^ — if- 
I  do  not  cure  you  in  a  month,  to  the  day, 
to  the  very  hour,  mark  my  words,  Mor- 
rel, I  will  place  loaded  pistols  before  j^ou, 
and  a  cup  full  of  the  deadliest  Italian  poi- 
son— a  poison  more  sure  and  prompt  than 
that  which  has  killed  Valentine." 

"  Will  you  promise  me  ?  " 

"Yes;  fori  am  a  man,  and  have  suf- 
fered like  yourself,  and  also  contemplated 
suicide  ;  indeed,  often  since  misfortune  has 
left  me,  I  have  longed  for  the  delights  of 
an  eternal  sleep." — "  But  you  are  sure 
/  you  will  promise  me  this?"  said  Morrel, 
intoxicated. — "  I  not  only  promise,  but 
swear  it!"  said  Monte-Cristo,  extending 
his  liand, 

"  In  a  month,  then,  on  your  honor,  if 
I  am  not  consoled,  you  will  let  me  take 
my  life  into  m^''  own  hands,  and,  whatever 
may  happen,  you  will  not  call  me  ungrate- 
ful ?"—"  In  a  mont-h,  to  the  day;  the 
very  hour  and  the  date  is  a  sacred  one. 
Maxnnilian.  I  do  not  know  whether  you 
remember  that  this  is  the  5th  of  Septem- 
ber ;  it  is  ten  years  to-day  since  I  saved 
your  father's  life,  who  wished  to  die." 
Morrel  seized  the  count's  hand  and  kissed 
it;  the  count  allowed  him  to  pay  the 
homage  he  felt  due  to  him.  "  In  a  month 
you  will  And  on  the   table,  at  which   we 


shall  be  then  sitting,  good  pistols  and  a 
delicious  draught;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
you  must  promise  me  not  to  attempt  your 
life  before  that  time." 

"Oh  !  I  also  swear  it."  Monte-Cristo 
drew  the  young  man  toward  him,  and 
pressed  him  for  some  time  to  his  heart. 
"And  now,"  he  said,  "after  to-day,  you 
will  come  and  live  with  me;  you  can  occup}'' 
Haydee's  apartment,  and  my  daughter 
will  at  least  be  replaced  by  my  son." 

"  Haydee  ?  "  said  Morrel,  "  what  has 
become  of  her  ?  " — "  She  departed  last 
night."—"  To  leave  you  ?  " 

"  To  wait  for  me.  Hold  yourself  ready 
then  to  join  me  at  the  Champs-Elysees, 
and  lead  me  out  of  this  house  without  any 
one  seeing  mj'"  departure."  Maximilian 
hung  his  head,  and  obeyed  with  childlike 
reverence. 


CHAPTER  CVI. 

THE   DIVISION. 

The  first  floor  of  the  house  in  the  Rue 
Saint-Germain-des-Pres,  chosen  by  Albert 
and  Madame  de  Morcerf  for  their  resi- 
dence, consisting  of  one  room,  was  let  to 
a  very  m3'sterious  person.  This  was  a 
man  whose  face  the  concierge  himself  had 
never  seen  ;  for  in  the  winter  his  chin  was 
buried  in  one  of  those  large  red  handkei-- 
chiefs  worn  by  gentlemen's  coachmen  on 
a  cold  night,  and  in  the  summer  he  made 
a  point  of  always  blowing  his  nose  just  as 
he  approached  the  door.  Contrary  to 
custom,  this,  gentleman  had  not  been 
watched,  for  as  the  report  ran  that  he 
was  a  person  of  high  rank,  and  one  who 
would  allow  no  impertinent  interference, 
his  incognito  was  strictly  respected.  His 
visits  were  tolerably  regular,  though  oc- 
casionally he  appeared  a  little  before  or 
after  his  time,  but  generally,  both  in  sum- 
mer and  winter,  he  took  possession  of  his 
apartment  about  four  o'clock,  though  he 
never  spent  tlie  night  there.  At  half- 
past  three  in  the  winter  the  lire  was 
liglited  by  the  discreet  servant,  who  had 
tlie  superintendence  of  tlie  little  apart- 
ment :  and  in  the  smnmer  ices  were 
placed  on  the  table  at  the  same  hour.  At 
four  o'clock,  as  we  have  alre^idy  stat^-d. 
the       mysterious       pei-sonage      arrived. 
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Twenty  minutes  afterward  a  carriag-e 
stopped  at  the  house,  a  lady  ahg-hted  in  a 
bhick  or  dark-blue  dress,  and  always 
thickly  veiled ;  she  passed  like  a  shadow 
throug-h  the  lodge,  and  ran  upstairs  with- 
out a  sound  escaping  under  the  touch  of 
her  lig-ht  foot.  No  one  ever  asked  her 
where  she  was  going".  Her  face,  there- 
fore, like  that  of  the  gentleman,  was  per- 
fectly unknown  to  the  two  concierges, 
who  were,  perhaps,  unequaled  through- 
out the  capital  for  discretion.  We  need 
not  say  she  stopped  at  the  first  floor. 
Then  she  tapped  at  a  door  in  a  peculiar 
manner,  whicli,  after  being  opened  to  ad- 
mit her,  was  again  fastened,  and  all 
was  done.  The  same  precautions  were 
used  in  leaving  as  on  entering  the  house. 
The  lady  always  left  first ;  and  stepping 
into  her  carriage,  it  drove  away,  some- 
times toward  the  right  hand,  sometimes 
the  left ;  then,  about  twenty  minutes 
afterward,  the  g-entleman  would  also 
leave,  buried  in  his  cravat  or  concealed 
by  his  handkercliief. 

The  day  after  Monte-Cristo  had  called 
upon  Dangiars,  the  mj'sterious  lodg-er  en- 
tered at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  instead 
of  four  in  the  afternoon.  Almost  directly 
afterward,  without  the  usual  interval  of 
time,  a  hackne3'-coach  arrived,  and  the 
veiled  lady  ran  hastily  upstairs.  The 
door  opened,  but  before  it  could  be  closed, 
the  lady  exclaimed:  "Oh,  Lucien  !  oh, 
my  friend!"  The  concierge,  therefore, 
heard  for  the  first  time  that  the  lodger's 
name  was  Lucien  ;  still,  as  he  was  the 
very  perfection  of  a  door-keeper,  he  made 
up  his  mind  not  to  tell  his  wife.  *'  Well, 
what  is  the  matter,  my  dear?"  asked 
the  gentleman  whose  name  the  lady's 
agitation  revealed;  'Mell  me  what  is  the 
matter." 

**  Oh.  Lucien  !  can  I  confide  in  vou  ?  " 
*M)f  course,  you  know  you  can  do  so. 
But  what  can  be  the  matter?  Your  note 
of  this  morning  has  completely  bewildered 
me.  This  precipit.alion — this  disordered 
meeting. — Conn*,  ease  me  of  my  anxiety, 
or  else  frighten  me  at  once." — "  Lucien  ! 
a  great  event  has  happened!"  said  the 
lady,  glancing  inciniringly  at  Lucien — 
"  M.  Dangiars  left  last  night !  " 


''Left!— M.  Dangiars  left!  Where  is 
he  gone  to  ?  " — ••  I  do  not  know." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  Is  he  gone  in- 
tending not  to  return  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly  :  at  ten  o'clock  at  night 
his  horses  took  him  to  the  barrier  of 
Charenton  ;  there  a  post-chaise  was  wait- 
ing- for  him — he  entered  it  with  his  valet- 
de-chambre,  saving  that  he  was  going  to 
Fontainebleau." — "Then  what  did  3'ou 
mean — " — "  Stay  I — he  left  a  letter  for 
me."— "A  letter?" 

"Yes;  read  it."  And  the  baroness 
took  from  her  pocket  a  letter  which  she 
gave  to  Debray.  Debray  paused  a  mo- 
ment before  i-eading,  as  if  trying  to  guess 
its  contents,  or,  perhaps,  while  making 
up  his  mind  how  to  act,  whatever  it  might 
contain.  No  doubt  his  ideas  were  ar- 
ranged in  a  few  minutes,  for  he  began 
reading  the  letter  which  caused  so  much 
uneasiness  in  the  heart  of  the  barone.ss, 
and  which  ran  as  follows  : 

"  Madame  and  most  faithful  wife." 

Debray  mechanicall3''  stopped  and 
looked  at  the  baroness,  whose  face  be- 
came covered  with  blushes.  "Read," 
she  said.     Debray  continued  : 

"  When  you  receive  this,  you  will  no 
longer  have  a  husband  !  Oh  I  you  need 
not  be  alarmed,  3'ou  will  only  have  lost 
him  as  you  have  lost  your  daughter;  I 
mean  that  I  shall  be  traveling  on  one  of 
the  thirty  or  forty  roads  leading  out  of 
France.  I  owe  you  some  explanations  for 
my  conduct,  and  as  you  are  a  woman  that 
can  pei-fectly  understand  me,  I  will  give 
them.  Listen,  then  :  I  this  morning  re- 
ceived five  millions,  which  I  paid  away; 
almost  directly  afterwaixl  anothei-  demand 
for  the  same  sum  was  presented  to  me  ; 
I  postponed  this  creditor  till  to-morrow, 
and  I  intend  leaving  to-day,  to  escape 
that  to-morrow,  which  would  be  rather 
too  unpleasant  for  me  to  endure.  You 
understand  this,  do  you  not,  my  most  pre- 
cious wife?  I  say  you  understand  this, 
because  you  areasconversanl  with  my  af- 
fairs as  I  am  ;  indeed,  I  think  you  under- 
stand them  better,  since  I  am  ignorant  of 
what  has  become  of  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  my  fortune,   once  very  tolerable, 
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while  I  am  sure,  madame,  that  you  are 
perfectl}"  acquainted  with  It.  For  women 
have  infalhble  instincts;  they  can  even 
explain  the  marvelous  b^^  an  algebraic 
calculation  they  have  invented  ;  but  I, 
who  only  understand  m}'  own  fig-ures, 
know  nothing-  more  than  that  one  day 
these  figures  deceived  me.  Have  you  ad- 
mired the  rapidit}'  of  m3'  fall  ?  Have 
you  been  slightly  dazzled  at  the  sudden 
fusion  of  ray  ingots  ?  I  confess  I  have 
seen  nothing-  but  the  fire ;  let  us  hope  you 
have  found  some  g-old  among-  the  ashes. 
With  this  consoling-  idea,  I  leave  3'ou, 
madame,  and  most  prudent  wife,  without 
any  conscientious  reproach  for  abandon- 
ing- you  ;  you  have  fi-iends  left,  and  the 
ashes  I  have  alreadj'^  mentioned,  and, 
above  all,  the  liberty  I  hasten  to  restore 
to  3^ou.  And  here,  madame,  I  must  add 
another  word  of  explanation.  So  long-  as 
I  hoped  3'ou  were  working-  for  the  g-ood^of 
our  house  and  for  the  fortune  of  our 
daughter,  I  philosophicalh^  closed  my 
e^'^es  ;  but  ail  you  have  transformed  that 
house  into  a  vast  ruin,  I  will  not  be  the 
foundation  of  another  man's  fortune.  You 
were  rich  when  I  married  3'ou,  but  little 
respected.  Excuse  me  for  speaking  so 
very  candidly;  but  as  this  is  intended 
o\\\j  for  ourselves,  I  do  not  see  ^\'hy  I 
should  weigh  my  words.  I  have  aug- 
mented our  fortune,  and  it  has  continued 
to  increase  during-  the  last  fifteen  years, 
till  extraordinar}'^  and  unexpected  catas- 
trophes have  suddenly  overturned  it, 
without  any  fault  of  mine,  1  can  honestly 
declare.  You,  madame,  have  only  sought 
to  increase  3' our  own,  and  I  am  con- 
vinced you  have  succeeded.  I  leave  3'ou, 
therefore,  as  1  took  3'ou,  rich,  but  little 
respected.  Adieu  I  I  also  intend  from 
this  time  to  work  on  n\y  own  account. 
Accept  m\-  acknowledgments  for  the 
example  j^ou  have  set  me,  and  which  I 
intend  following. 

''  Your  very  devoted  husband. 

"Baron  Danglaks.'' 

The  baroness  had  watched  DebrajMvhile 

reading  this  long  and  painful  letter,  and 

saw  him,  notwithstanding  his  self-control, 

change  color  once  or  twice.    Whtni  he  had 
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ended  the  perusal,  he  folded   the  letter, 
and  resumed  his  pensive  attitude. 

"Well?"'  asked  Madame  Danglars, 
with  an  anxiety  eas\'  to  be  understood. 

"Well,  madame?"  unhesitatingly  re- 
peated Debray. — "  With  what  ideas  does 
that  letter  inspire  3'ou  ?  " — "Oh,  it  is  sim- 
ple enough,  madame  ;  it  inspires  me  with 
the  idea  that  M.  Danglars  has  left  sus- 
piciously."—"Certainly  ;  but  IS  this  all 
you  have  to  say  to  me?"  — "I  do  not 
understand  you,"  said  Debray,  with 
freezing  coldness. 

"  He  is  gone  !     Gone,  never  to  return  I" 

"  Oh,  madame  I  do  not  think  that !  "— 
"  I  tell  3^ou  he  will  never  return  ;  I  know 
his  character,  he  is  inflexible  in  any  reso- 
lutions formed  for  his  own  interests.  If 
he  could  have  made  anj'  use  of  me,  he 
would  have  taken  me  with  him  :  he  leaves 
me  in  Paris,  as  our  separation  will  con- 
duce to  his  benefit  ;  therefore  he  has 
gone,  and  I  am  free  forever,"  added  Mad- 
ame Danglars,  in  the  same  supplicating 
tone.  Debra^',  instead  of  answering,  al- 
lowed her  to  remain  in  an  attitude  of 
nervous  inquiry.  "Well?"  she  said  at 
length,  "do  3'ou  not  answer  me  ?  '' 

"  I  have  but  one  question  to  ask  you  — 
what  do  3'ou  intend  to  do  ?  " 

"I  was  going  to  ask  you,"  replied  the 
baroness  with  a  beating  heart. — "Ah! 
then,  you  wish  to  ask  advice  of  me  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  do  wish  to  ask  your  advice," 
said  Madame  Danglars,  with  anxious  ex- 
pectation.— "Then  if  3'ou  wish  to  takem.v 
advice,"  said  the  3'oung  man,  coldl\-,  "  I 
would  recommend  3-ou  to  travel." 

"To  travel!"  she  murmured.— " Cer- 
tainl3' ;  as  M.  Danglars  says,  yon  are 
rich,  and  perfoctl3'  free.  In  my  opinion, 
a  withdrawal  from  Paris  is  absolutely 
necessar3'  after  the  double  catastrophe  of 
Mademoiselle  Danglars'  broken  contract 
and  M.  Danglars'  disappearance.  Tlio 
woiUl  will  think  you  abandoned  and  poor; 
for  the  wife  of  a  bankrupt  wonld  never 
be  forgiven  were  she  to  keep  up  the  ap- 
pearance of  opulence.  You  have  onl.v  to 
remain  in  Paris  for  about  a  fortnight. 
telling  the  woild  you  are  abandontKl,  and 
relating  the  detaiis  of  this  desertion  to 
vour  ]>est    fi-i.Mids.  wlio   will  soon   spread 
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the  report.  Then  you  can  quit  your 
house,  leaving-  your  jewels,  and  g-iving-  up- 
your  jointure,  and  every  one's  mouth  will 
be  filled  with  praises  of  your  disinterested- 
ness. They  will  know  3'ou  are  deserted, 
and  think  3'ou  also  poor  ;  for  I  alone  know 
your  real  financial  position,  and  am  quite 
ready  to  give  up  my  accounts  as  an  hon- 
est partner."  The  dread  with  which  the 
baroness,  pale  and  motionless,  listened  to 
this,  was  equaled  b}'  the  calm  indiffer- 
ence with  which  Debray  had  spoken. 
"Deserted  I'"'  she  repeated;  '"'ah,  yes,  I 
am,  indeed,  deserted  !  You  are  right, 
sir,  and  no  one  can  doubt  n\y  position."'. 
These  were  the  only  words  uttered  b}'-  the 
proud  and  violent  woman. 

'•  But  then  3'ou  are  rich — very  rich  in- 
deed," continued  Debray,  taking  out  some 
papers  from  his  pocket-book,  which  he 
spread  upon  the  table.  Madame  Danglars 
saw  them  not ;  she  was  fully  engaged  in 
stilling  the  beatings  of  her  heart,  and  re- 
straining the  tears  which  were  read}'  to 
g-ush  forth.  At  length  a  sense  of  dignity 
prevailed,  and  if  she  did  not  entirely  mas- 
ter her  agitation,  she  at  least  succeeded 
in  preventing  the  fall  of  a  single  tear. 
"  Madame,"  said  Debraj',  ''  it  is  nearl}^  six 
months  since  we  have  been  associated. 
You  fui-nished  a  principal  of  100,000  francs. 
Our  partnership  began  in  the  month  of 
April.  In  May  we  commenced  operations, 
and  in  the  course  of  the  montli  gained 
4.50,000  francs.  In  June  the  prolit  amount- 
ed to  900,000.  In  July  we  added  1,700,000 
francs :  it  was,  you  know,  the  month  of 
the  Spanish  bonds.  In  August  we  lost 
300,000  francs  at  the  beginning  of  \\u\ 
month,  but  on  the  13th  we  made  up  for  it. 
and  we  now  find  that  our  accounts,  reck- 
oning from  the  first  day  of  partncrsliip  up 
to  3'esterday,  when  I  closed  them,  showed 
a  capital  of  2,400,000  francs— that  is. 
1,200,000  for  each  of  us.  Now,  madame," 
said  Debray,  delivering  up  his  accounts  in 
the  methodical  manner  of  a  stockbrok«'r. 
"there  arc  still  so.ooo  fi-ancs,  the  interest 
of  this  money,  in  my  hands." 

"But."  said  the  l)ar()n<'ss.  "I  thought 
you  never  put  the  money  <miI  to  inter- 
est."— "Excuse  me,  madame."  said  De- 
bra}*,  coldl}',  "I  had  your  permission  to 


do  so,  and  I  have  made  use  of  it.  There 
are,  then,  40,uuo  fi-ancs  for  your  shai-e, 
besides  the  100,000  you  furnished  me  to 
begin  with  — making,  in  all,  1,340,000 
francs  for  your  portion.  Now,  madame, 
I  took  the  precaution  of  drawing  out  your 
money  the  day  before  yesterday  :  it  is  not 
long  ago,  you  see,  and  I  might  be  suspect- 
ed of  continually  expecting  to  be  called  on 
to  deliver  up  my  accounts.  There  is  your 
money,  half  in  bank-notes,  the  other  half 
in  checks  payable  to  the  bearer.  I  say 
there,  for  as  I  did  not  consider  my  house 
safe  enough,  nor  law^^ers  sufficiently  dis- 
creet, and  as  landed  property  carries  evi- 
dence with  it,  and,  moreover,  since  you 
have  no  right  to  possess  auN^thing  inde- 
pendent of  your  husband,  I  have  kept  this 
sum,  now  ^-our  whole  fortune,  in  a  chest 
concealed  under  that  closet,  and,  for 
greater  security,  I  myself  fastened  it  in. 
Now,  madame,"  continued  Debraj',  first 
opening-  the  closet,  then  the  chest — "now, 
madame,  here  are  800  notes  of  1,000  francs 
each,  resembling,  as  30U  *?e,  a  large 
book  bound  in  iron ;  to  this  I  add  a  divi- 
dend of  25.000  francs ;  then,  for  the  odd 
cash,  making,  I  think,  about  110,000 
francs,  here  is  a  check  upon  my  banker, 
who,  not  being  M.  Danglars,  will  pay  you 
the  amount,  you  maj'  rest  assured." 
Madame  Danglars  mechanically  took  the 
check,  the  dividend,  and  the  heap  of  bank- 
notes. This  enormous  fortune  made  no 
great  appearance  on  the  table.  Madame 
Danglars,  with  tearless  eyes,  but  with  her 
breast  heaving  with  concealed  emotion, 
placed  the  bank-notes  in  her  bag.  put  the 
dividend  and  check  into  her  pocket-book, 
and  tlien,  standing  pale  and  mute,  await- 
ed OTie  kind  woi-d  of  consolation.  But  she 
waited  in  vain. 

"Now,  madame,"  said  Debray,  "you 
have  a  splendid  fortune,  an  income  ot 
about  00,000  livres  a  year,  which  is  enor- 
mous for  a  woman  who  cannot  keep  an 
establishment  here  for  a  year,  at  least. 
You  will  be  able  to  indulge  all  your  fan- 
cies :  Ix'sides,  should  you  find  your  income 
insufllcient.  you  can,  for  tlie  sake  of  the 
past,  madame,  make  use  of  mine  ;  and 
I  am  read}'  to  offer  you  all  I  possess,  on 
loan." 
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••  Thank  you,  sir — thank  you,"  replied 
tlie  baroness  ;  "you  forg-et  that  what  you 
have  just  paid  rae  is  much  moi-c  than  a 
poor  woman  requires,  who  intends  for  some 
time,  at  least,  to  retire  from  the  world." 

Debray  was,  for  a  moment,  surprised, 
but  immediately  recovering-  himself,  he 
bowed  with  an  air  which  seemed  to  con- 
vey— ''As  3'ou  please,  madame." 

Madame  Danglars  had,  until  then,  per- 
haps, hoped  for  something* ;  but  when  she 
saw  the  careless  bow  of  Debray,  and  the 
g-lance  by  which  it  was  accompanied, 
together  with  his  significant  silence,  she 
raised  her  head,  and,  without  passion,  or 
violence,  or  even  hesitation,  ran  down- 
stairs, disdaining-  to  address  a  last  fare- 
well to  one  who  could  thus  part  from  her. 
"Bah  !  "  said  Debray,  when  she  had  left, 
"  these  are  fine  projects  I  she  \\\\\  remain 
at  home,  read  novels,  and  speculate  at 
cards,  since  she  can  no  longer  do  so  on  the 
Bourse."  Then,  taking-  up  his  account- 
book,  he  canceled,  with  the  g-reatest  care, 
all  the  amounts  he  had  just  paid  away. 
"I  have  a  million  and  60,000  francs  re- 
maining-," he  said.  "  What  a  pity  Made- 
moiselle de  Villefort  is  dead  !  She  suited 
me  in  every  respect,  and  I  would  have 
married  her."  And  he  calml}^  waited  till 
the  twent}'  minutes  had  elapsed  after 
Madame  Danglars'  departure  before  he 
left  the  house.  During*  this  time  he  occu- 
pied himself  in  making-  figures,  with  his 
watch  by  his  side. 

Asmodeus — that  diabolical  personage, 
who  would  have  been  created  b}^  every 
fertile  imagination,  if  Le  Sage  had  not 
acquired  the  priority  in  his  chef  d'ceiivre 
— would  have  enjo^-ed  a  singular  spec- 
tacle, if  he  had  lifted  up  the  roof  of  the 
little  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Germain-des- 
Pres,  while  Debray  was  casting  up  his 
figures.  Above  the  room  in  which  De- 
bray had  been  dividing-  two  millions  and 
a  half  with  Madame  Daiiglars  was  an- 
other, inhabited  bj'  persons  who  liave 
played  too  prominent  a  part  in  the  inci- 
dents we  have  related  for  their  appear- 
ance not  to  create  some  interest,  ^lov- 
cedes  and  Albert  were  in  that  room. 
Mercedes  was  mucli  changed  within  the 
last  few  davs  :  not  that,  even  in  her  da\s 


of  fortune,  she  had  ever  dressed  with  that 
magnificent  display  which  makes  us  no 
longer  abh'  to  recognize  a  woman  when 
she  appears  in  a  plain  and  simple  attire ; 
nor,  indeed,  had  she  fallen  into  that  state 
of  depression  wiiere  it  is  impossible  to  con- 
ceal the  garb  of  misery;  no,  the  change 
in  Mercedes  was,  that  her  eye  no  longer 
sparkled,  her  lips  no  longer  smiled,  and 
there  was  now  a  hesitation  in  uttering  the 
words  which  formerlj'  fell  so  fluently  from 
her  ready  wit.  It  was  not  poverty-  which 
had  broken  her  spirits  ;  it  was  not  a  want 
of  courage  which  rendered  her  poverty 
burdensome.  Mercedes  descended  from 
the  exalted  position  she  had  occupied,  lost 
in  the  sphere  she  had  now  chosen,  like  a 
person  passing  from  a  room  splendidly 
lighted  into  utter  darkness ;  Mercedes 
appeared  like  a  queen,  fallen  from  her 
palace  to  a  hovel,  and^who,  reduced  to 
strict  necessity,  could  neither  become 
reconciled  to  the  earthen  vessels  she  was 
herself  forced  to  place  upon  the  table,  nor 
to  the  humble  pallet  which  succeeded  her 
bed.  The  beautiful  Catalan  and  noble 
countess  had  lost  both  her  proud  glance 
and  charming"  smile,  because  she  saw 
nothing  but  misery  around  her :  the 
walls  were  hung  with  one  of  those  gray 
papers  which  economical  landlords  choose 
as  not  likely  to  show  the  dirt ;  the  floor 
was  uncaipeted  :  the  furniture  attracted 
the  attention  to  the  poor  attempt  at  lux- 
ury;  indeed,  everything  offended  the  eyes 
accustomed  to  refinement  and  elegance. 

Madame  de  Morcerf  had  lived  there 
since  leaving  her  hotel:  the  continual 
silence  of  the  spot  oppressed  her;  still, 
seeing  that  Albert  continually  watched 
her  countenance,  to  judge  the  state  of 
her  feelings,  she  constraint>d  iiei*self  to 
assume  a  monotonous  smile  of  the  lips 
alone,  which,  contrasted  with  tlie  sweet 
and  beaming  expression  that  usually 
shone  from  her  eyes,  seemed  like  "  moon- 
light on  a  statue  " — yielding  light  with- 
out warmth.  Albert,  too.  was  ill  at  eas<^: 
the  rtMuains  of  luxuiy  prevented  his  sink- 
ing into  his  actual  position.  If  he  wished 
to  go  out  without  gloves,  liis  hands  ap- 
peared too  white;  if  he  wished  to  walk 
throMgh  the   town,  his  boots  seemed  too 
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hig'hly  polished.  Yet  these  two  noble  and 
intelligent  creatures,  united  by  the  indis- 
soluble ties  of  maternal  and  filial  love,  had 
succeeded  in  tacitly  understanding-  one 
another,  and  economizing  their  stores  ; 
and  Albert  had  been  able  to  tell  his  mo- 
ther without  extorting  a  change  of  coun- 
tenance— "  Mother,  we  have  no  more 
money."  Mercedes  had  never  known 
misery  ;  she  had  often,  in  her  youth, 
spoken  of  poverty,  but  between  want  and 
necessity,  those  synonymous  words,  there 
is  a  wide  difference.  Among  the  Cata- 
lans, Mercedes  wished  for  a  thousand 
things,  but  still  she  never  realh'-  wanted 
an}'.  So  long  as  the  nets  were  good,  they 
caught  fish;  and  so  long  as  the^'-  sold 
their  fish,  they  were  able  to  bu}^  thread 
for  new  nets.  And  then,  shut  out  from 
friendship,  having  but  one  affection, 
which  could  not  be  mixed  up  with  her  or- 
dinary pursuits,  she  thought  of  herself — 
of  no  one  but  herself.  Upon  the  little  she 
earned  she  lived  as  well  as  she  could  ; 
now  there  were  two  to  be  supported,  and 
nothing  to  live  upon. 

Winter  approached.  Mercedes  had  no 
fire  in  that  cold  and  naked  room  ;  she, 
who  was  accustomed  to  stoves  which 
heated  the  honse  from  the  hall  to  the 
boudoir  —  she  had  not  even  one  little 
flower ;  she  whose  apartment  had  been  a 
conservatory  of  costl}'  exotics.  But  she 
had  her  son.  Hitherto  the  excitement  of 
fulfilling  a  duly  iiad  sustained  them.  Ex- 
citement, like  enthusiasm,  sometimes  ren- 
ders us  unconscious  to  the  things  of  earth. 
But  the  cxcitemcnl  had  ciilnicd  down,  and 
the}'  felt  themselves  obliged  to  descend 
from  dreams  to  reality  ;  after  having  ex- 
hausted the  ideal,  they  found  they  must 
talk  of  the  actual. 

"  Mother  !  "  exclaimed  Albert,  just  as 
Madame  Danglars  was  descending  the 
stairs,  *' let  us  reckon  our  riches,  if  you 
please  ;  I  want  a  capital  to  build  my  plans 
upon."  —  "  Capital  —  nothing  I  "  replied 
Mercedes,  with  a  mournful  smile 

"No,  mother — capital  :5. ()()()  francs.  And 
1  have  an  idea  of  our  leading  a  delightful 
liff?  upon  this  H.oOO  fnuics." 

''  Child  :  "  sighed  Mercedes.—"  Alas  ! 
dear  mother  !  "  said  the  young  nuui,  "  I 


have  unhappily  spent  too  much  of  your 
monej'  not  to  know  the  value  of  it.  These 
3,000  francs  are  enormous,  and  I  intend 
building  upon  this  foundation  a  miraculous 
certainty  for  the  future." 

''  You  sa}'  this,  my  dear  boy  ;  but  do 
3'ou  think  we  ought  to  accept  these  3,000 
francs?  "  said  Mercedes,  coloring. 

"I  think  so,"  answered  Albert,  in  a 
firm  tone.  "  We  will  accept  them  the 
more  readily,  since  we  have  them  not 
here;  j'ou  know  the}'  are  buried  in  the 
garden  of  the  little  house  in  the  Allees  de 
Meillan,  at  Marseilles.  With  200  francs 
we  can  reach  Marseilles," 

"With  200  francs  ?— think  well,  Albert." 
"  Oh  !  as  for  that,  I  have  made  inquiries 
respecting  the  diligences  and  steamboats, 
and  my  calculations  are  made.  You  will 
take  your  place  in  the  coupe  to  Chalons. 
You  see,  mother,  I  treat  you  handsomel}' 
for  thirty-five  francs." 

Albert  then  took  a  pen,  and  wrote  : — 

Frs. 
Coupe,  thirty-five  francs     ...       35 
From  Cludoiis  to  Lyon.s  you  will  go  on 

the  steamboat — six  francs  .  .  6 
From  Lyons  to  Aviunon  (still  by  the 

steamboat),  sixteen  francs  .  .  16 
From  Avif;non  to  Marseilles,  seven  frs.  7 
Expenses  on  the  road,  about  fifty  frs.     50 

Total        .        .114  frs. 

"  Let  us  put  down  120,"  added  Albert, 
smiling.  "  You  see  I  am  generous  ;  am  I 
not,  mother  ?  " 

"  But  you,  my  poor  child  ?  " 

"II  do  you  not  see  I  reserve  eighty 
francs  for  myself?  A  young  nuin  does 
not  i-e(iuire  luxuries;  besides,  I  know  what 
traveling  is. " 

"Witii  a  post-chaise  and  valet-de- 
chambre?" — ,'  Any  way,  mothe?\" 

"  Well,  be  it  so.    But  these  200  francs  ?" 

"  Here  they  are,  and  200  more  besides. 
See,  I  have  sold  my  watch  for  100  francs, 
and  the  guard  and  seals  for 300.  How  fort- 
unate the  ornaments  wei*e  worth  more 
than  the  watch.  Still  the  same  story  of 
superfiuities  !  Novy  I  think  we  are  rich, 
since,  inst(>:ul  of  the  114  francs  we  require 
for  Die  jouiney.  we  find  ourselves  in  pos- 
session of  2.'j0." 

"  But  we  owe  something-  in  this 
house  ?"—"  Thirty  francs;  but  I  pa\ 
that  out  of  my  l.')0  francs:  that  is  under- 
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stood;    and,    as    I    require    only   eig-hty 
francs  for  my  journey,  you  see  I  am  over- 
whelmed  with   luxury.     But   that  is  not 
all.     Wliat  do  you  say  to  this,  mother  ?  " 
And  Albert  took  out  of  a  little  pocket- 
book  with  g-olden  clasps,  a   remnant    of 
his    old    fancies,    or    perhaps    a    tender 
souvenir  from  one  of  those   mysterious 
and  veiled  ladies  who  used  to  knock  at 
bis  little   door — Albert   took  out   of    this 
pocket-book  a  note  of  1,000  francs. 
"  What  is  this?  "  asked  Mercedes. 
"  A  thousand  francs." 
"  But  whence  have  you  obtained  them .'"' 
"  Listen  to  me,  mother,  and  do  not  3ield 
too  much  to  ag-itation."   And  Albert,  ris- 
ing-,   kissed  his   mother  on  both   cheeks, 
then  stood  looking  at  her.     "  You  cannot 
imagine,   mother,  how  beautiful    I  think 
you!"   said   the   young   man,   impressed 
with  a  profound   feeling-    of    filial    love. 
"  You  are,  indeed,  the  most  beautiful  and 
most  noble  woman  I  ever  saw  !  " 

"Dear  child!"  said  Mercedes,  en- 
deavoring- in  vain  to  restrain  a  tear  which 
glistened  in  the  corner  of  her  eye.  *'  In- 
deed, you  only  wanted  misfortune  to 
change  my  love  for  you  to  admiration.  I 
am  not  unhappy'  while  I  possess  my  son  !" 
''Ah!  just  so,"  said  Albert;  "here 
begins  the  trial.  Do  you  know  the  de- 
cision we  have  come  to,  mother  !  " 

"  Have  we  come  to  anj'- ?  " — "Yes  ;  it 
is  decided  that  .you  are  to  live  at  Mar- 
seilles, and  that  I  am  to  leave  for  Africa, 
where  I  will  earn  lor  myself  the  right  to 
use  the  name  I  now  bear,  instead  of  the 
one  I  have  thrown  aside."  Mercedes 
sighed.  "Well,  mother!  I  .yesterday 
engaged  mj'self  in  the  Spahis,''  added 
the  young  man,  lowering-  his  e3'es  with  a 
certain  feeling  of  shame,  for  even  he  was 
unconscious  of  the  sublimity  of  his  self- 
abasement.  '•  I  thought  my  body  Avas 
my  own,  and  that  I  might  sell  it.  I  yes- 
terday took  the  place  of  another.  I  sold 
myself  for  more  than  I  thought  I  was 
worth,"  he  added,  attempting  to  smile; 
"I  fQtched  2,000  francs."— "  Then  these 
1,000  francs — "  said  Mercedes.  sluuUler- 
ing. — ••  Are  the  half  of  the  sum.  mother  : 
the  other  will  be  paid  in  a  year." 

Mercedes  raised  her  eves  to  lieavcn  with 


an  expression  it  would  be  impossible  to 
describe,  and  tears,  which  had  hitherto 
been  restrained,  now  yielded  to  her  emo- 
tion and  ran  down  her  cheeks. 

"The  price  of  his  blood!"  she  mar- 
mured. — "  Yes.if  Iamkilled,"said  Albert, 
laughing.  "  But  I  assure  you,  mother,  I 
have  a  strong  intention  of  defending  my 
person  ;  and  I  never  felt  half  so  strong  an 
inclination  to  live  as  at  present." 

"Merciful  Heavens!" — "Besides,  mo- 
ther, why  should  you  make  up  your  mind 
that  I  am  to  be  killed  ?  Has  Lamoriciere, 
that  Ney  of  the  South,  been  killed  ?  Has 
Changarnier  been  killed  ?  Has  Bedeau 
been  killed  ?  Has  Morrel,  whom  we  know, 
been  killed  ?  Think  of  3'our  jo}-,  mother, 
when  you  see  me  return  with  an  embroid- 
ered uniform  !  I  declare,  I  expect  to  look 
magnificent  in  it,  and  chose  that  regiment 
only  from  vanity."  Mercedes  sighed  while 
endeavoring  to  smile  :  the  devoted  mother 
felt  she  ought  not  to  allow  the  whole 
weight  of  the  sacrifice  to  fall  upon  her  son. 
"Well!  now  j-ou  understand,  mother!" 
continued  Albert ;  "  here  are  more  than 
4,000  francs  settled  on  you ;  upon  these 
3'ou  can  live  at  least  two  3'ears." — "Do 
you  think  so?"  said  Mercedes.  These 
words  were  uttered  in  so  mournful  a  tone 
that  their  real  meaning  did  not  escape  Al- 
bert; he  felt  his  heart  beat,  and,  taking 
his  mother's  hand  within  his  own,  he  said, 
tenderlv — "Yes,  3'Ou  will   live!" 

"  I  shall  live  !  then  you  will  not  leave 
me,  Albert  ?  " 

"Mother,  I  must  g:o,"  said  Albert,  in  a 
firm,  calm  voice  :  "  you  love  me  too  well 
to  wish  me  to  remain  useless  and  idle  with 
3'ou  ;  besides,  I  have  signed.** — "  You  will 
obey  your  own  wish  and  the  will  of 
Heaven  !  " 

"Not  m3'  own  wish,  mother,  but  ivason 
— necessity.  Are  we  not  two  despairing 
creatuies?  What  is  life  to  n'ou  ? — Noth- 
ing. What  is  life  to  me  ?— Very  little  with- 
out you,  mother  ;  for.  believe  me.  but  for 
you.  I  should  have  ceased  to  live  on  the 
day  I  doubted  my  father,  and  ivnouncod 
his  name  !  Well.  I  will  live,  if  you  prom- 
ise me  still  to  hope:  and  if  you  grant  me 
the  care  for  your  future  pi-osfXHrts,  you 
will   redouble  niy  strength.     Then   I  will 
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go  to  the  governor  of  Algeria ;  he  has  a 
royal  heart,  and  is  essentially  a  soldier  ;  I 
will  tell  him  my  gloomy  story.  I  will  beg 
him  turn  his  eyes  now  and  then  toward 
me  ;  and  if  he  keep  his  word,  and  interest 
himself  for  me,  in  six  months  I  shall  be 
an  officer,  or  dead.  If  I  am  an  officer,  youi- 
fortune  is  certain,  for  I  shall  have  money 
enough  for  both  ;  and,  moreover,  a  name 
we  shall  both  be  proud  of,  since  it  will  be 
our  own.  If  I  am  killed— well,  then, 
mother,  you  can  also  die,  and  there  will 
be  an  end  of  our  misfortunes." 

'"It  is  well,"  replied  Mercedes,  with 
her  eloquent  glance;  "you  are  right, 
my  love  ;  let  us  prove  to  those  who  are 
watching  our  actions  that  we  are  worthy 
of  compassion." 

"But  let  us  not  yield  to  gloomy  appre- 
hensions," said  the  young  man  ;  "  I  as- 
sure you  we  are,  or  rather  we  shall  be, 
very  happj\  You  are  a  woman  at  once 
full  of  spirit  and  resignation  ;  I  have  be- 
come simple  in  my  tastes,  and  am  with- 
out passion,  I  hope.  Once  in  service,  I 
shall  be  rich — once  in  M.  Dantes'  house, 
you  will  be  at  rest.  Let  us  strive,  I  be- 
seech you — let  us  strive  to  be  cheerful." 

"Yes^  let  us  strive,  for  you  ought  to 
hve,  and  to  be  happy,  Albert." 

"  And  sooui*  division  is  made,  mother," 
said  the  young  man,  alfecting  ease  of  mind. 
"  We  can  now  part :  come,  I  shall  take 
your  place."—"  And  you,  my  dear  boy  ?  " 
"  I  shall  stay  here  for  a  few  days 
longer ;  w(!  must  accustom  ourselves  to 
parting.  I  want  r(H-onimcndations  and 
some  information  relative  to  Africa.  I 
will    join    you    again     at    Marseilles." 

"Well,  be  it  so!  let  us  part,"  said 
Mercedes,  folding  round  hci-  shouldeis 
the  only  shawl  she  had  taken  away,  and 
which  accidentally  liappcnod  to  b<' a  val- 
uabli;  blacU-  cashuM-i-c.  Albert  gal.licmi 
up  his  papers  hastily,  rang  the  bfU  to  pay 
th(>  thirty  francs  he  owed  to  the  landloril, 
and  offering  his  arm  to  his  motlier,  they 
descended  the  stairs.  Sonu'  one  was  walk- 
ing down  before  them,  and  this  person, 
hearing  the  riistling  of  a  silk  dress,  turrted 
round.     "Debi-ay  !  **  imittered  Albert.. 

"  You,  Morcerf  I  "  re])lied  the  secretary, 
resting  on  the  stairs.     Curiosity  had  van- 


quished the  desire  of  preserving  his  mcog- 
nito  ;  and  he  was  recognized.  It  was,  in- 
deed, strange  in  this  unknown  spot  to  find 
the  young  man  whose  misfortunes  had 
made  so  much  noise  in  Paris. 

"  Morcerf  I  "  repeated  Debray.  Then, 
noticing,  in  the  dim  light,  the  still  yout  h- 
ful  and  veiled  figure  of  Madame  de  Mor- 
cerf— "■  Pardon  me  !  "  he  added,  with  a 
smile,  "I  leave  3-ou,  Albert."  Albert 
understood  his  thoughts.  "Mother,"  he 
said,  turning  toward  Mercedes,  "  this  is 
M.  Debray,  secretary  of  the  Minister  for 
the  Interior,  once  a  friend  of  mine." 

"How  once  I  •'*  stammered  Debray; 
"'  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"I  say  so,  M.  Debray,  because  I  have 
no  friends  now.  and  I  ouglit  not  to  have 
any.     I  thank  you  for  having  recognized 
me,  sir."     Debray  stepped  forward,  and 
cordiall}'  pressed  the  hand  of  his  interloc- 
utor.    "Believe   me,    dear    Albert,"    he 
said,  with  all  the  emotion  he  was  capable 
of  feeling,  "believe  me,  I  feel  deeply  for 
your  misfortunes,  and  if,  in  an,y  way,  I 
can  serve  you,   I   am  3'ours. " — "Thank 
3'ou,  sir,"  said  Albert,  smiling.     "  In  the 
midst  of  our  misfortunes  we  are  still  rich 
enough  not  to  require  assistance  from  any 
one.     We  are  leaving  Paris,  and  when  our 
journey  is  paid  we  shall  have  r),000  francs 
left."     The  blood   mounted    to   the   tem- 
ples of  Debray,  who  held  a  million  in  his 
pock"t-l)ook  :  and.    unimaginative    as   he 
was,  he  could  not  help  i-eflecting  that  the 
same  house  had   contained   two   women, 
one  of  whom,  justly  dishonored,  had   left 
it  poor  with  l,50(t.()00   francs   under   her 
cloak,  while  the  other,  unjustly  stricken, 
but    sublime  in   her  misfortune,   was  yet 
rich   with   a    few   deniers.     This   parallel 
disturbed  his  usual  politeness  ;  the  philos- 
ophy he  witnessed  appalled  him  ;  he  mut- 
tered a  few  words  of  general  civility,  and 
ran  downstairs. 

That  day  the  minister's  clerks  and  the 
subordinates  had  a  great  deal  to  put  uj> 
with  from  Ids  ill-huinor.  But  the  same 
nigiit  he  foiuid  himself  the  possess©*' of  a 
fine  house,  .situated  on  the  Boulevard  de 
la  Madeleine,  und  an  income  of  .'iO.OOO 
livres.  The  next  day,  just  as  Debray  was 
signing  the  deed,  that  is,  about  five  o'clock 
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in  the  afternoon,  Madame  de  Morcerf, 
after  having'  affectionately  embraced  her 
son,  entered  the  coupe  of  the  diligence, 
which  closed  upon  her.  A  man  was  hidden 
in  Lafitte's  banking-house,  behind  one  of 
the  little  arched  windows  which  are  placed 
above  each  desk  ;  he  saw  Mercedes  enter 
tlie  diligence,  and  he  also  saw  Albert 
withdraw.  Then  he  passed  his  hand 
across  his  forehead,  which  was  clouded 
with  doubt.  ''Alas!"  he  exclaimed, 
"  how  can  1  restore  the  happiness  I  have 
taken  away  from  these  poor  innocent 
creatures  ?     God  help  me  ! " 


CHAPTER    CVII. 

THE     lions'     den. 

One  division  of  La  Force,  in  which  the 
most  dangerous  and  desperate  prisoners 
are  confined,  is  called  the  Court  of  Saint- 
Bernard.  The  prisoners,  in  their  expres- 
sive language,  have  named  it  the  Lions' 
Den,  probably  because  the  captives  pos- 
sess teeth  which  frequently  gnaw  the 
bars,  and  sometimes  the  keepers  also. 
It  is  a  prison  within  a  prison ;  the  walls 
are  double  the  thickness  of  the  rest.  The 
g)'atings  are,  every  day,  carefully  exam- 
ined by  jailers,  whose  herculean  propor- 
tions and  cold  pitiless  expression  prove 
them  to  have  been  chosen  to  reign  over 
their  subjects  from  their  superior  activity 
and  intelligence.  The  courtyard  of  this 
quarter  is  inclosed  by  enormous  walls, 
over  which  the  sun  glances  obliquely, 
when  it  deigns  to  penetrate  into  this  gulf 
of  moral  and  physical  deformity.  On  this 
paved  yard  are  to  be  seen,  pacing  from 
morning  till  night,  pale,  careworn  and 
haggard,  like  so  man}'  shadows,  the  men 
whom  justice  holds  beneath  the  steel  she 
is  sharpening.  There,  crouched  against 
the  side  of  the  wall  which  attracts  and 
retains  the  most  heat,  they  may  be  seen 
sometimes  talking  to  one  another,  but 
more  frequently  alone,  watching  the  door, 
which  sometimes  opens  to  call  forth  one 
from  the  gloomy  assemblage,  or  to  throw 
in  another  outcast  fi-oin  society. 

The  Court  of  Saint-Bernard  has  its  own 
particular  parlor;  it  is  a  long  square, 
divided  by  two  upright  gratings,  placed 
at  a  distance  of  three  feet  from  one  an- 


other, to  prevent  a  visitor  from  shaking- 
hands  with  or  passing  an3'thing  to  the 
prisoners.  It  is  a  wretched,  damp,  nay, 
even  horrible  spot,  more  especially  when 
we  consider  the  fearful  conferences  which 
have  taken  place  between  those  iron  bars. 
And  yet,  frightful  though  this  spot  may 
be,  it  is  considered  as  a  kind  of  paradise 
to  the  men  whose  daj^s  are  numbered  ;  it 
is  so  rare  for  them  to  leave  the  Lions'  Den 
for  any  other  place  than  the  barrier  Saint- 
Jacques  or  the  galleys ! 

In  the  court  which  w^  have  attempted 
to  describe,  and  from  which  a  damp  va- 
por was  rising,  a  young  man  might  be 
seen  walking,  with  his  hands  in  his  pock- 
ets, who  had  excited  much  curiosit3'  among 
the  inhabitants  of  the  ''Den."  The  cut 
of  his  clothes  would  have  made  him  pass 
for  an  elegant  man,  if  those  clothes  had 
not  been  torn  to  ribbons ;  still  they  were 
not  worn,  and  the  fine  cloth  soon  recov- 
ered its  gloss  in  the  parts  which  were  siiU 
perfect,  beneath  the  careful  hands  of  the 
prisoner,  who  tried  to  make  it  assume  the 
appearance  of  a  new  coat.  He  bestowed 
the  same  attention  upon  the  cambric  front 
of  a  shirt  which  had  considerably  changed 
in  color  since  his  entrance  into  the  prison  ; 
and  he  polished  his  varnished  boots  with 
the  corner  of  a  handkerchief  embroidered 
with  initials  surmounted  by  a  coronet. 
Some  of  the  inmates  of  the  ''Lions'  Den  " 
were  watching  the  operations  of  the  pris- 
oner's toilet  with  considerable  interest. 
"See,  the  prince  is  beautifying  himself," 
said  one  of  the  thieves. 

"  He  is  naturally  \<iYy  handsome,"  said 
another  ;  "  and  if  he  had  only  a  comb  and 
some  pomatum,  he  would  soon  ecHpse  all 
the  gentlemen  in  while  kids." — "  His  coat 
looks  nearly  new,  and  his  boots  are  bril- 
liant. It  is  pleasant  to  have  such  well- 
dressed  brethren  ;  and  those  geiuiannes 
behaved  shamefully.  What  jealousy  :  to 
tear  such  clothes  I  " 

"  He  appears  to  bo  some  one  of  conse- 
quence," said  another:  "he  dresses  in 
first-rate  style.  And,  then,  to  be  hnv  so 
young  !  Oh  !  it  is  splendid  1  "  Mean- 
while the  object  of  l  his  hideous  admiration 
approached  the  wicket,  against  wliich  one 
of  the  keepers  was  leaning.    "  Come,  sir," 
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he  said,  "  lend  me  twenty  francs  ;  you  will 
soon  be  paid  ;  you  run  no  risks  with  me. 
Remember,  I  have  relations  who  possess 
more  millions  than  you  have  deniers. 
Come,  I  beseech  you,  lend  me  twenty 
francs,  so  that  I  may  buy  a  dressing-- 
g-ovvn  ;  it  is  intolerable  alwa^'S  to  be  in  a 
coat  and  boots  !  And  what  a  coat,  sir,  for 
a  pi'ince  of  the  Cavalcanti !  "  The  keeper 
turned  his  back  and  shrug-ged  his  shoul- 
ders ;  he  did  not  even  laug-h  at  what  would 
have  caused  any  one  else  to  do  so  ;  he  had 
heard  so  many  utter  the  same  things — in- 
deed, he  heard  nothing  else, 

"Come," said  Andrea,  "  you  are  a  man 
void  of  compassion  ;  I  will  cause  you  to 
lose  3'our  place."  This  made  the  keeper 
turn  round,  and  he  burst  into  a  loud 
laugh.  The  prisoners  then  approached, 
and  formed  a  circle.  "  I  tell  you  that 
with  that  wretched  sum,"  continued  An- 
drea, "  I  could  obtain  a  coat,  and  a  room 
in  which  to  receive  the  illustrious  visitor 
I  am  daily  expecting." — "He  is  right !  he 
is  right!"  said  the  prisoner^;  "  an}^  one 
can  see  he  is  a  grentleman  !  " 

"Well,  then,  lend  him  the  twenty 
francs,"  said  the  keeper,  leaning-  on  the 
other  shoulder;  "surely  you  will  not  re- 
fuse a  comi'ade  !  " 

"I  am  no  comrade  of  these  people," 
said  the  young  man,  proudly,  "you  have 
no  right  to  insult  me  thus." 

"  Do  you  hear  him  ?  "  said  the  keeper, 
with  a  disagreeable  smile  ;  "  he  rates  you 
handsomely.  Come,  lend  him  the  twenty 
francs — eh  I  "  The  thieves  looked  at  one 
anot,h(?r  with  low  mui-murs,  and  a  storm 
gathered  over  the  head  of  the  aristocratic 
prisoner,  raised  less  by  his  own  words 
than  b}"^  the  manner  of  the  keeper.  The 
latter,  sure  of  (ludling  the  tempest  when 
the  waves  became  too  violent,  allowed 
them  to  rise  to  a  certain  pitch,  that  he 
might  be  revenged  on  the  importunate 
solicitor;  and,  besides,  it  would  alford 
him  some  recn*a1  ion  during  the  long  day. 
The  thieves  had  already  approached  An- 
dre;), some  screaming,  "  Tm  s<tr<itp  ! — ha 
savatp  f '' — a  criirl  operation,  which  con- 
sists in  flogging  any  comrade  who  may 
have  fallen  into  disgrace,  not  with  :ni  old 
.shoe,  but  with  an  iron-heeled  one.    Others 


proposed  Vang^iille,  another  kind  of  re- 
creation, in  which  a  handkerchief  is  filled 
with  sand,  pebbles,  and  halfpence,  when 
they  have  them,  which  the  wretches  dis- 
charge like  a  flail  against  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  the  unhappy  sufferer.  "  Let 
us  horsewhip  the  fine  gentleman  !  "  said 
others. 

But  Andrea,  turning  toward  them, 
winked  his  eyes,  rolled  his  tongue  round 
his  cheeks,  and  smacked  his  lips  in  a  man- 
mer  equivalent  to  a  hundred  words  among 
the  bandits  when  forced  to  be  silent.  It 
was  a  masonic  sign  Caderousse  had 
taught  him.  He  was  immediately  rec- 
ognized as  one  of  them  :  the  handker- 
chief was  thrown  down,  and  the  iron- 
heeled  shoe  replaced  on  the  foot  of  the 
Avretch  to  whom  it  belonged.  Some  voices 
were  heard  to  say  that  the  gentleman 
was  right ;  that  he  intended  to  be  civil, 
in  his  way,  and  that  they  would  set  the 
example  of  liberty  of  conscience  ;  and  the 
mob  retired.  The  keeper  was  so  stupe- 
fied at  this  scene  that  he  took  Andrea  by 
the  hands  and  began  examining  his  per- 
son, attributing  the  sudden  submission  of 
the  inmates  of  the  Lions'  Den  to  some- 
thing more  substantial  than  mere  fascina- 
tion. Andrea  made  no  resistance,  though 
he  protested  against  it.  Suddenly  a  voice 
was  heard  at  the  wicket.  "  Benedetto  !  " 
exclaimed  an  inspectoi".  The  keeper  re- 
laxed his  hold.  "I  am  called,"  said  An- 
drea. "To  the  parlor!"  said  the  same 
voice. 

'•  You  see  some  one  pays  me  a  visit. 
Ah,  my  dear  sir.  you  will  see  whether  a 
Cavalcanti  is  to  be  treated  like  a  common 
person  !  "  And  Andrea,  gliding  through 
the  court  like  a  black  shadow,  rushed  out 
through  the  wicket,  leaving  liis  comrades, 
and  even  the  keeper,  lost  in  wonder.  Cer- 
tainly a  call  to  the  parlor  had  scarcely 
astonished  Andrea  less  than  themselves; 
for  the  wily  youth.  inslea«l  of  mnking  use 
of  his  i)rivilege  of  waiting  to  be  claimed 
on  his  entry  into  La  Force,  had  maintained 
a  rigid  silejice.  "Everything."  he  said, 
"  proves  me  to  be  under  the  protection  of 
some  powerful  person  :  this  sudden  fort- 
une, the  facility  with  which  I  havj'  over- 
come all  obstacles  ;  an  unexpected  family 
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and  an  illustrious  name  awarded  to  me ; 
g-old  showered  down  upon  me  ;  the  most 
splendid  alUances  about  to  be  entered 
into.  An  unhappy  lapse  of  fortune  and 
tlie  absence  of  my  protector  have  reduced 
me,  certainly,  but  not  forever.  The  hand 
which  has  retreated  for  awhile  will  be 
again  stretched  forth  to  save  me  at  the 
very  moment  when  I  shall  think  myself 
sinking-  into  the  ab^^ss  I  Why  should  I 
risk  an  imprudent  step?  It  might  alienate 
\n\  protector.  He  has  two  means  of  ex- 
tricating me  from  this  dilemma  :  the  one 
by  a  mysterious  escape,  managed  through 
bribery;  the  other  by  buying  off  my  judges 
with  gold.  I  will  say  and  do  nothing  till 
I  am  convinced  that  he  has  quite  aban- 
doned me;  and  then — " 

Andrea  had  formed  a  plan  which  was 
tolerably  clever.  The  unfortunate  youth 
was  intrepid  in  the  attack,  and  rude  in 
the  defense.  He  had  borne  with  the  pub- 
lic prison,  and  with  privations  of  all  sorts ; 
still,  by  degrees  nature,  or  rather  custom, 
had  prevailed,  and  he  suffered  from  being 
naked,  dirty,  and  hungr3\  It  was  at  this 
moment    of    ennui    that   the   inspector's 

I  voice  called  him  to  the  visiting- room. 
Andrea  felt  his  heart  leap  with  jo^'.  It 
was  too  soon  for  a  visit  from  the  juge 
d' instruction,  and  too  late  for  one  from 
the  director  of  the  prison,  or  the  doctor  ; — 
it  must,  then,  be  the  visitor  he  hoped  for. 
"Behind  the  grating  of  the  room,  into 
which  Andrea  had  been  led,  he  saw,  while 
his  eyes  dilated  with  surprise,  the  dark 
and  intelligent  face  of  M.  Bertuccio,  who 
was  also  gazing  with  sad  astonishment 
upon  the  iron  bars,  the  bolted  doors,  and 
the  shadow  which  moved  behind  the  other 
gi-ating. — "Ah!"  said  Andrea,  d(>eply 
affected. — "  Good-morning,  Benedetto." 
said  Bertuccio,  with  his  deep,  hollow 
voice.  —  "  You — you  !  "  said  the  young 
man,  looking  fearfully  around  him. — ''Do^ 
you    not  recognize  me,  unhappy  child?" 

"Silence !— be  silent !"  said  Andrea,  who 
knew  the  delicate  sense  of  hearing  jios- 
sessed  by  the  walls  ;  "for  heaven's  sake. 
do  not  speak  so  loud  !  " 

"You  wish  to  speak  with  me  alone,  do 
you  not?"  said  Bertuccio. 

"Oh,  ves!"— "That  is  well!"     .\  nd 


Bertuccio,  feeling  in  his  pocket,  signed  to 
a  keeper  whom  he  saw  through  the  win- 
dow of  the  wicket. — "  Read  !  "  he  said. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  asked  Andrea. 

"  An  order  to  conduct  you  to  a  room, 
and  to  leave  3'ou  there  to  talk  with  me," 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  Andrea,  leaping  with  jo3\ 
Then  he  mentally  added — "Still  my  un- 
known protector  !  I  am  not  forgotten. 
They  wish  for  secrec3',  since  we  are  to 
converse  in  a  private  room.  I  understand, 
Bertuccio  has  been  sent  by  my  protector." 

The  keeper  spoke  for  a  moment  with  a 
superior,  then  opened  the  iron  gates,  and 
conducted  Andrea  to  a  room  on  the  first 
floor.  The  room  was  whitewashed,  as  is 
the  custom  in  prisons  :  but  it  looked  quite 
brilliant  to  a  prisoner,  though  a  stove,  a 
bed,  a  chair,  and  a  table  formed  the  whole 
of  its  sumptuous  furniture.  Bertuccio  sat 
down  upon  the  chair  ;  Andrea  threw  him- 
self upon  the  bed  ;  the  keeper  retired. 

"  Now,"  said  the  steward,  "  what  have 
you  to  tell  me  ?  " — "  And  you  ?  "  said  An- 
drea.— "You  speak  first." 

"  Oh,  no  !  You  must  have  much  to  tell 
me,  since  3'ou  have  come  to  seek  me." 

"  Well,  be  it  so  !  You  have  continued 
your  course  of  villainy  ;  you  have  robbed 
— you  have  assassinated." 

"  Good  !  If  3'ou  had  me  taken  to  a  pri- 
vate room  onl3'  to  tell  me  this,  30U  might 
have  saved  30urself  the  trouble.  I  know 
all  these  things.  But  there  are  some  with 
which,  on  the  contrarN',  I  am  not  ac- 
quainted. Let  us  talk  of  those,  if  \-ou 
please.     Who  sent  30U ? " 

"  Come,  come,  .vou  are  going  on  quickl\-, 
M.  Benedetto  !  " — "  Yes.  and  to  the  point  ! 
Let  us  dispense  with  useless  woi'ds.  Who 
sends  you  ?  " — "  No  one." 

"How  did  vou  know  I  was  in  prison  ?  " 

"  I  recognizeil  3'ou,  some  time  since,  as 
the  insolent  dandv  who  so  gracefull3- 
mounted  his  horse  in  the  Champs-Ely- 
soes." 

"  01),  the  Chanips-Elysees  !  Ah,  ah  !  we 
burn,  as  the.v  sa.v  at  some  game.  The 
ClKimps-Elysees !  Come,  let  us  talk  a 
little  about  my  father  !  " 

"  Who,  tlien,  am  I  ?  " 

"  You.  sir  ! — \ou  are  my  adopted  father. 
But  it  was  not  you,  I  presiune,  who  placed 
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at  my  disposal  100,000  francs,  which  I 
spent  in  four  or  five  months  |  it  was  not 
yon  who  manufactured  an  Italian  gentie- 
mau  for  vay  father ;  it  was  not  you  who 
introduced  me  into  the  world,  and  had  me 
invited  to  a  certain  dinner  at  Auteuil, 
which  I  fancy  I  am  eating-  at  this  moment, 
in  company  with  the  most  distinguished 
people  in  Paris — among-  the  rest,  with  a 
certain  procureur  du  roi,  whose  acquaint- 
ance I  did  very  wrong-  not  to  cultivate,  for 
he  would  have  been  very  useful  to  me  just 
now  ; — it  was  not  you,  in  fact,  who  bailed 
me  for  one  or  two  millions,  when  the  fatal 
discovery  of  ihe  pot  aux  roses  took  place. 
Come,  speak,  my  worthj'  Corsican, speak!" 

"What  do  vou  wish  me  to  say  ?  " 

"  I  will  help  you.  You  were  speaking- 
of  the  Champs-Elysees  just  now,  worth}- 
foster-father  I  '*— "  Well  ?  " 

'•'  Well,  in  the  Champs-Elysees  there 
resides  a  very  rich  g-entleman." 

"At  whose  house  you  robbed  and 
murdered,  did  you  not?"  —  "I  believe  1 
did."— "The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  ?  " 

"You  have  named  him.  Well,  am  I  to 
rush  into  his  arms,  and  strain  him  to  my 
heart,  crying-,  as  they  do  in  the  dramas, 
'My  father!  my  father!'" 

"Do  not  let  us  jest,"  g-ravcly  i-eplied 
Bertuccio;  "and  dare  not  to  utter  that 
name  ag-ain  as  you  have  pronounced  it." 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Andrea,  a  little  overcome 
by  the  solemnity  of  Bertuccio's  manner, 
'*  why  not  ?  " — "  Because  the  person  who 
bears  it  is  too  highly  favored  by  Heaven 
to  be  the  father  of  such  a  wietch  as 
you  !" 

"  Oh,  these  are  fine  words  !  " 

"  And  there  will  be  fine  doings,  if  you 
do  not  take  care  !  " 

"  Menaces  ! — 1  do  not  fear  t  licin.  I  will 
say — "  —  "  Do  you  think  you  an;  en- 
gaged with  a  i)iginy  like  yourself  'i  "  said 
Bertuccio,  in  so  calm  a  tone,  and  with  so 
steadfast  a  look,  that  Andrea  was  moved 
to  the  verj'  soul.  "Do  you  think  you 
have  to  do  with  gall(>v-slavc8,  or  novices 
in  the  world  ?  Benedetto,  you  are  fallen 
into  terrible  hands;  they  are  ready  to 
open  for  you — make  usp  of  tlicni  !  Do  not 
play  with  the  thiyiderbolt  tlicy  have  laid 
aside  for  a  moment,  but  which  thev  can 


take  up  again  instantly,  if  you  attempt  to 
intercept  their  movements." 

"  My  father  —  I  will  know  who  my 
father  is ! "  said  the  obstinate  youth  ; 
"I  will  perish  if  I  must,  but  I  will  know^ 
it.  What  does  scandal  signify  to  me  ? 
What  possessions,  what  reputation  have 
I  ?  You  great  people  always  lose  some- 
thing by  scandal,  notwithstanding  3'our 
millions.     Come,  who  is  my  father?  " 

"  I  came  to  tell  you."  —  "  Ah  !  "  cried 
Benedetto,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  joy. 

Just  then  the  door  opened,  and  the 
jailer,  addressing  himself  to  Bertuccio, 
said — "  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  the  juge 
crinstruction  is  waiting  for  the  prisoner." 

"And  so  closes  our  interview,"  said 
Andrea  to  the  worthy  steward  ;  "I  wish 
the  troublesome  fellow  were  at  the  devil." 

"  I  will  return  to-morrow,"  said  Ber- 
tuccio.— "  Good  !  Gendarmes,  I  am  at 
your  service.  Ah,  sir,  do  leave  a  few 
crowns  for  me  at  the  gate,  that  1  may 
have  some  things  I  am  in  need  of !  " 

"It  shall  be  done,"  replied  Bertuccio. 

Andrea  extended  his  hand  ;  Bertuccio 
kept  his  own  in  his  pocket,  and  merely 
jingled  a  few  pieces  of  monej-. 

"  That's  what  I  mean,"  said  Andrea, 
endeavoi-ing  to  smile,  quite  overcome  by 
the  strange  tranquillit}'  of  Bertuccio. 

"  Can  I  be  deceived  !  "  he  murmured, 
as  he  stepped  into  the  oblong  and  grated 
vehicle  which  they  call  "the  salad  basket."* 

"  Never  mind,  we  shall  see  !  Then, 
to-morrow!"  he  added,  turning  toward 
Bertuccio. 

"  To-morrow  !  "  replied  the  steward. 


CHAPTER  CVIII. 

THK  JUDGE. 

We  remember  that  the  Abbe  Busoni  re- 
ma  ined  alone  with  Noirtiei*  in  the  cham- 
ber of  deatii.  and  that  the  old  man  and 
the  priest  were  the  sole  guardians  of  the 
young  girl's  body.  Perliaps  it  was  the 
C-hristian  exhortations  of  the  abbe,  per- 
haps his  kind  charity,  perhaps  his  per- 
suasive words,  which  liad  restored  the 
courage  of  Noirtier  ;  for  ever  since  he  had 
conversed  with  the  priest,  his  violent  de- 
spair had  yielded  to  a  calm  resignation 
which  surprised  all  who  knew  his  exces- 


77/A'     COU^T     OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


619 


sive  affection  for  Valentine.  M.  de  Ville- 
fort,  had  not  seen  liis  fatliei-  since  the 
morning-  of  the  death.  The  wliole  estab- 
lishment had  been  chang-ed  :  anothei- 
valet-de-chambre  was  eng-agcd  for  him- 
self; a  new  servant  for  Noirtier ;  two 
women  had  entered  Madame  de  Villefort's 
service ;  in  fact,  everywhere,  to  the  con- 
cierge and  coachmen,  new  faces  were  pre- 
sented to  the  different  masters  of  the 
house,  thus  widening-  the  division  which 
had  always  existed  between  the  members 
of  the  same  family.  The  assizes,  also, 
were  about  to  commence ;  and  Villefort, 
shut  up  in  his  room,  exerted  himself  with 
feverish  anxiety  in  drawing  up  the  case 
against  the  murderer  of  Caderousse.  This 
affair,  like  all  those  in  which  the  Count 
of  Monte-Cristo  had  interfered,  caused  a 
great  sensation  in  Paris.  The  proofs 
were  certainlj^  not  convincing,  since  they 
rested  upon  a  few  words  written  by  an 
escaped  galley-slave  on  his  death-bed,  and 
who  might  have  been  actuated  by  hatred 
or  revenge  in  accusing  his  companion. 
But  the  mind  of  the  procureur  du  roi  was 
made  up  :  he  felt  assured  that  Benedetto 
was  guilty,  and  he  hoped  by  his  skill  in 
conducting  this  aggravated  case  to  flat- 
ter his  self-love,  which  was  about  the  only 
vulnerable  point  left  in  his  frozen  heart. 

The  case  was  therefore  prepared  owing- 
to  the  incessant  labor  of  Villefort,  who 
wished  it  to  be  the  first  on  the  list  in  the 
coming  assizes.  He  had  been  oblig-ed  to 
seclude  himself  more  than  ever,  to  evade 
the  enormous  number  of  applications  pre- 
sented to  him  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining 
tickets  of  admission  to  the  court  on  the 
day  of  trial.  And,  then,  so  shoi-t  a  time 
had  elapsed  since  the  death  of  poor  Val- 
entine, and  the  gloom  whicli  overshad- 
owed the  house  was  so  recent,  that  no 
one  wondered  to  see  the  father  so  ab- 
sorbed in  his  professional  duties,  which 
were  the  only  means  he  had  of  dissipating 
his  grief.  Once  only  had  Villefort  seen 
liis  father  ;  it  was  the  day  after  that  upon 
which  Bertuccio  had  paid  his  second  visit 
to  Benedetto,  when  the  latter  was  to  learn 
his  father's  name.  The  magistrate,  har- 
assed and  fatigued,  had  descended  to  the 
garden  of  his  hotel,  and  in  a  gloomv  mood. 


sunilar  to  that  m  which  Ta-rquin  lopped 
off  the  tallest  poppies,  he  began  knocking 
off  with  his  cane  the  long  and  dying 
branches  of  the  rose-trees,  which,  placed 
along-  the  averiue,  seemed  like  the  specters 
of  the  brilliant  flowers  which  had  bloomed 
in  the  past  season.  More  than  once  he 
had  reached  that  part  of  the  garden 
where  the  famous  paling  stood  overlook- 
ing- the  deserted  inclosure  ;  and  always 
returning  by  the  same  path,  he  recom- 
menced his  walk,  at  the  same  pace  and 
with  the  same  gesture,  when  he  acciden- 
tally turned  his  e3^es  toward  the  house, 
where  he  heard  the  sound  of  his  son  play- 
ing noisily,  who  had  returned  from  school 
to  spend  the  Sunday  and  Monday  with  liis 
mother.  While  doing  so,  he  observed  M. 
Noirtier  at  one  of  the  open  windows,  where 
the  old  man  had  been  placed  that  he  might 
enjoy  the  last  rays  of  a  sun  which  3-et 
yielded  some  heat,  and  was  now  shining- 
upon  the  d3'ing  flowers  and  red  leaves  of 
the  creeper  which  twined  round  the  bal- 
cony. 

The   eye  of  the  old  man  was  riveted 
upon  a  spot  which  Villefort  could  scarce- 
ly distinguish.     His  glance  was  so  full  of 
hate,  of  ferocity,  and  savage  impatience, 
that  Villefort  turned  out  of  the  path  he 
had  been  pursuing,  to  see  upon  what  per- 
son this  dark  look  was  directed.     Then  ho 
saw  beneath  a  thick  clump  of  linden-trees, 
which  werenearl\'  divested  of  foliage,  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort  sitting-  with  a  book  in  her 
hand,  the  perusal  of  which  she  frequently 
interrupted  to  smile  upoti  her  son,  or  to 
throw  hack  his  elastic  ball,  which  he  ob- 
stinately  threw  from  the  drawingr-room 
into  the  g-arden.     Villefort  became  pale  : 
he   undeistood    the   old   man's   meannig. 
Noirtier  continued  to  look  at  the  same  ob- 
ject, but  suddenly  his  glance  was  carried 
from  the  wife  to  the  husband,  and  Ville- 
fort himself  had  to  submit  to  the  seairh- 
ing   investigation   of  those   eyes,   which. 
while  changing  their  object  and  even  their 
language,  had  lost  none  of  their  menacing 
expression.     ]Madame  de  Villefort.  uncon- 
scious of  all  those  passions  that  exhausttxl 
their  tire  over  her  head,  at  that   nionionl 
held  her  son's  ball,  and  was  making  sigrns 
to  him  to  reclaim  it  with  a  kiss.     Edwaixi 
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beg-g-ed  for  a  long  while,  tho  maternal 
kiss  probably  not  offering  sufficient  rec- 
ompense for  the  trouble  he  must  take  to 
obtain  it :  however,  at  leng-th,  he  decided, 
leaped  out  of  the  window  into  a  cluster  of 
heliotropes  and  daisies,  and  ran  to  his 
mother,  his  forehead  streaming  with  per- 
spiration. Madame  de  Villefort  wiped  his 
forehead,  pressed  her  lips  upon  it,  and 
sent  him  back  with  the  ball  in  one  hand 
and  some  bonbons  in  the  other. 

Villefoi't,  drawn  by  an  irresistible  at- 
traction, like  that  of  the  bird  to  the  ser- 
pent, walked  toward  the  house.  As  he 
approached  it,  Noirtiei''s  g-aze  followed 
him,  and  his  e^-es  appeared  of  such  a  fiery 
brig-htness  that  Villefort  felt  them  pierce 
to  the  depths  of  his  heart.  In  that  earnest 
look  mig-ht  be  read  a  deep  reproach,  as 
well  as  a  terrible  menace.  Then  Noirtier 
raised  his  eyes  to  heaven,  as  thoug-h  to  re- 
mind his  son  of  a  forgotten  oath.  "  It  is 
well,  sir,*'  replied  Villefort  from  below — 
"  it  is  well ;  have  patience  but  one  da3' 
long-er ;  what  I  have  said  I  will  do." 
Noirtier  appeared  calmed  by  these  wonls, 
and  turned  his  eyes  with  indifference  to 
the  other  side.  Villefoi-t  violently  unbot- 
toned  his  g-reat-coat,  which  seemed  to 
sti-angle  him,  and  passing-  his  livid  hand 
across  his  forehead,  entered  his  study. 
Tiie  nig-ht  was  cold  and  still  ;  the  family 
had  all  relinul  to  rest  but  Villefori .  who 
alone  remained  up,  and  worked  till  five 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  I'cviewing-  the  last 
interrogatories  made  the  night  before  by 
the  juges  d' instruction,  compiling-  the 
depositions  of  the  witnesses,  and  putting 
the  finishing  stroke  to  tlie  deed  of  accusa- 
tion, which  was  one  of  the  most  energ-etic 
and  best  conceived  of  any  he  had  yet 
delivered. 

The  next  day,  Monday,  was  the  fir.st 
sitting  of  the  a.ssizes.  The  morning  rose^ 
black  and  gloomy,  and  Villefoi't  saw  the 
dim  gray  light  shine  upon  the  lines  lie  liad 
traced  in  red  ink.  The  magistrate  had 
slept  for  a  short  lime  while  the  lamp  sent 
forth  its  final  struggles;  its  Mickeringrs 
awoke  liim.  and  he  found  his  lingers  as 
damp  and  purple  as  though  they  had  been 
dipped  in  blood.  He  opened  the  window  ; 
a   brierht.   vellow  stn'ak  cross<'d  the  sky. 


and  seemed  to  divide  in  half  the  poplars, 
which  stood  out  in  black  relief  on  the 
horizon.  In  the  clover-fields  beyond  the 
chestnut-trees  a  lark  was  mounting  up 
to  heaven,  while  pouring  out  her  clear 
morning  song-.  The  damps  of  the  dew 
bathed  the  head  of  Do  Villefort,  and  re- 
freshed his  memorj-.  '' To-day,"  he  said 
with  an  effort — ''  to-day  the  man  who 
holds  the  knife  of  justice  must  strike 
wherever  there  is  g-uilt."  Involuntarilj' 
his  eyes  wandered  toward  the  window  of 
Noirtier's  room,  whence  he  had  seen  him 
the  preceding  night.  The  curtain  was 
drawn,  and  yet  the  image  of  his  father 
was  so  vivid  to  his  mind  that  he  addressed 
the  closed  window  as  thoug"h  it  had  been 
open,  and  as  if  through  the  opening-  he 
had  beheld  the  menacing-  old  man.  ''  Yes," 
he  murmured — •'  yes,  be  satisfied." 

His  head  dropped  upon  his  chest,  and 
in  this  position  he  paced  his  study  ;  then 
he  threw  himself,  dressed  as  he  was,  upon 
a  sofa,  less  to  sleep  than  to  rest  his  limbs, 
cramped  with  cold  and  study.  By  deg-rees 
every  one  woke  :  Villefort,  from  his  study, 
heard  the  successive  noises  which  consti- 
tute the  life  of  a  house  :  the  opening-  and 
shutting  of  doors,  the  ringing-  of  Madame 
de  Villefort's  bell,  to  summon  the  waiting- 
maid,  mingled  with  the  first  shouts  of 
the  child,  who  rose  full  of  the  enjoyment 
of  his  age.  Villefort  also  rang-;  his  new 
valet-de-chambre  brougrhthim  the  papers, 
and  with  them  a  cup  of  chocolate. 

"What  are  you  bringing-  me?"  said 
he. — ''A  cui>  of  chocolate." — ''I  did  not 
ask  for  il .  Who  has  paid  me  this  at- 
tention ?  '' — "  My  mistress,  sir.  She  said 
you  would  have  to  speak  a  g-reat  deal  on 
the  case  of  the  murder,  and  that  you 
should  take  something-  to  keep  up  your 
.strenglli ;  ''  and  the  valet  placed  the  cup 
on  the  table  nearest  to  the  sofa,  which 
was,  like  all  the  rest,  covered  with  papers. 
The  valet  then  left  the  room.  Villefort 
looked  for  an  instant  with  a  gloom\'  ex- 
pression, then,  suddenly  taking-  it  up  with 
a  nervous  motion,  he  swallowed  its  con- 
tents at  one  draught.  It  might  have  been 
thoug-ht  tliat  lie  hoped  the  beverag-e 
would  be  mortal,  and  that  he  soug-ht  for 
death   to  deliver  him  from  a  dutv  which 
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he  would  rather  die  than  fulfill.  He  then 
rose,  and  paced  his  room  with  a  smile  it 
would  have  been  teri'ible  to  witness.  The 
chocolate  was  inoffensive,  for  M.  de  Ville- 
fort  felt  no  effects.  The  breakfast-hour 
arrived,  but  M.  de  Villefort  was  not  at 
table.     The  valet-de-chambre  re-entered. 

''Madame  de  Villefort  wishes  to  remind 
you,  sir,"  he  said,  "  that  eleven  o'clock 
has  just  struck,  and  thq^t  the  trial  com- 
mences at  twelve."— ''Well  !  "  said  Vil-- 
lefort;  -'whaf  then  ?"—"  Madame  de 
Villefort  is  aressed  :  she  is  quite  ready, 
and  wishes  to  know  if  she  is  to  accompan.y 
you,  sir  ?  "  —  "  Where  to  ?  "  —  "  To  the 
Palais."—"'  What  to  do  ?  "— "  My  mis- 
tress wishes  much  to  be  present  at  the 
ti-ial."— "  Ah  !  "  said  Villefort,  with  a 
startling  accent ;  "  does  she  wish  that  ?  " 
— the  servant  drew  back  and  said  :  "  If 
you  wish  to  go  alone,  sir,  I  will  g-o  and  tell 
my  mistress."  Villefort  remained  silent 
for  a  moment,  and  dented  his  pale  cheeks 
with  his  nails.  "  Tell  3'our  mistress,"  he 
at  length  answered,  "  that  I  wish  to 
speak  to  her,  and  I  beg  she  wnll  wait  for 
me  in  her  own  room." — '"Yes,  sir." — 
"Then  come  to  dress  and  shave  me." — 
"  Directl}^   sir." 

The  valet-de-chambre  re-appeared  al- 
most instantly,  and,  having  shaved  his 
master,  assisted  him  to  dress  entireW  in 
black.     When  he  had  finished,  he  said — 

"My  mistress  said  she  should  expect 
you,  sir,  as  soon  as  3'ou  had  finished  di'css- 
ing." — "  I  am  going  to  her."  And  Ville- 
fort, with  his  papers  under  his  arm,  and 
hat  in  hand,  directed  his  steps  toward  the 
apartment  of  his  wafe.  At  the  door  he 
paused  for  a  moment,  to  wipe  his  damp, 
pale  brow.  He  then  entered  the  room. 
Madame  de  Villefort  was  sitting  on  an 
ottoman,  and  impatiently  turning  over 
the  leaves  of  sonu>  newspapers  and  pam- 
phlets which  young  Edward,  by  way  of 
amusing  himself,  v/as  tearing  to  pieces 
before  his  mother  could  finish  reading 
them.  She  was  dressed  to  go  out,  her 
botmet  was  placed  beside  her  on  a  chair, 
and  her  gloves  were  on  her  hands. 

"Ah!  here  j'ou  are,  sir,"  she  said,  in 
her  naturally  calm  voice  ;  "  but  how  pale 
you   are !      Have   you    boon    working   all 


night  ?  Wliy  did  you  not  come  down  to 
breakfast  ?  Well,  will  you  take  me,  or 
shall  I  take  Edward  ?  "  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort had  multiplied  her  questions  in  order 
to  gain  one  answer,  but  to  all  her  inquir- 
ies M.  de  Villefort  remained  mute  and 
cold  as  a  statue.  "  Edward  I  "  said  Ville- 
fort, fixing  an  imperious  glance  on  the 
child,  "  go  and  play  in  the  drawing-room, 
my  dear :  I  wish  to  speak  to  your 
mamma."  Madame  de  Villefort  shud- 
dered at  the  sight  of  that  cold  counte- 
nance, that  resolute  tone,  and  the  awfully 
strange  preliminaries.  Edward  raised  his 
head,  looked  at  his  mother,  and  then, 
finding  that  she  did  not  confirm  the  or- 
der, began  cutting  off  the  heads  of  his 
leaden  soldiers. 

'•  Edward  !  "  cried  M.  de  Villefort,  so 
harshly  that  the  child  started  on  tlie 
carpet,  "do  you  hear  me? — Go  I  "  The 
child,  unaccustomed  to  such  treatment, 
rose,  pale  and  trembling ;  it  would  be 
difficult  to  say  whether  his  emotion  were 
caused  by  fear  or  passion.  His  father 
went  up  to  him,  took  him  in  his  arms, 
and  kissed  his  forehead.  "  Go,"  he  said  : 
"go,  my  child."  Edward  ran  out.  ^M. 
de  Villefort  went  to  the  door,  which  he 
closed  behind  the  child,  and  bolted.  "Oh, 
heavens ! "  said  the  3'oung  woman,  en- 
deavoring to  read  her  luisband's  inmost 
thoughts,  while  a  smile  passed  over  her 
countenance  which  froze  the  impassibility 
of  Villefort.  "  What  is  the  mattei-  ?  *'— 
"  Madame,  where  do  you  keep  the  poison 
you  generally  use  ?  "  said  the  mngistrate, 
without  any  introduction,  placing  himself 
between  his  wife  and  the  door. 

Madame  de  Villefort  must  have  expe- 
rienced somewhat  of  the  sensation  of  a 
bird  which,  looking  up,  soos  the  mui'dor- 
ous  spring  closed  over  its  head.  A  hoai'se, 
broken  tone,  which  was  noitlior  a  cry  nor 
a  sigh,  escaped  fi'om  her.  wliile  she  be- 
came deadly  pale.  "Sir,**  she  .said,  "  I— 
I  do  not  understand  you."  And.  in  her 
first  paroxysm  of  terror,  she  had  raiseti 
herself  from  the  sofa,  in  the  next,  strongi^r 
very  likely  than  tlie  other,  she  fell  down 
again  on  the  cushions.  *'  I  aski^l  yon." 
continued  Villefort.  in  a  perfect ly  calm 
tone,  "  whore   von   conceal  the  poison  by 
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the  aid  of  which  you  have  killed  my 
father-iti-law,  M.  de  Saint-Meraii,  my 
mother-in-law,  Madame  de  Saint-Meran, 
Barrois,  and  iwy  daughter  Valentine." — 
"Ah,  sir,"' exclaimed  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort,  clasping-  her  hands,  "what  do  you 
say  ?  " — ••'  It  is  not  for  j-ou  to  interrogate, 
but  to  answer." — •'•'  Is  it  to  the  judge  or 
to  the  husband  ?"  stammered  Madame  de 
Villefort. — "  To  the  judge — to  the  judge, 
madame  I  "  It  was  terrible  to  behold  the 
frightful  pallor  of  that  woman,  the  an- 
guish of  her  look,  the  trembling  of  her 
whole  frame.  "  Ah,  sir  I  "  she  muttered, 
"  ah,  sir  !  "  and  this  was  all. 

"You  do  not  answer,  madame  I  "  ex- 
claimed the  terrible  interrogator.  Then 
he  added,  with  a  smire  3'et  more  terrible 
than  his  anger,  "  It  is  true,  then  ;  you 
do  not  deny  it  I  "  She  moved  forward. 
"  And  you  cannot  deny  it  !  "  added  Ville- 
fort, extending  his  hand  towanl  her,  as 
though  to  seize  her  in  the  name  of  justice. 
'•  You  have  accomplished  these  different 
crimes  with  impudent  address,  but  which 
could  only  deceive  those  whose  affection 
for  you  blinded  them.  Since  the  death  of 
Madame  de  Saint-Meran  I  have  known 
that  a  poisoner  lived  in  \x\y  house.  M. 
d'Avrigny  warned  me  of  it.  After  the 
death  of  Barrois  my  suspicions  were  di- 
rected lowaid  an  angel — those  suspicions 
which,  even  when  there  is  no  crime,  are 
always  aliv<' in  myhorii-t:  but  after  the 
death  of  Valentine  there  has  been  no 
doubt  in  my  mind,  madame,  and  not  only 
in  mine,  but  in  tliose  of  otliei-s  :  thus  your 
crime,  known  by  two  persons,  suspected 
b}'  many,  will  .soon  become  public;  and, 
as  I  told  you  just  now,  you  no  longei- 
speak  to  the  husband,  but  to  the  judge." 
The  young  woman  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands.  "Oh,  sir  !  "  she  stajnmerod,  "  I 
beseech  you,  do  not  believe  appearances." 

"  Are  you,  then,  a  coward  ?  "  cried 
Villefort,  in  a  contemptuous  voice.  "  But 
I  have  always  remarked  that  poi.soners 
were  cowards.  Can  you  be  a  coward, 
you,  who  have  had  the  courage  to  witiie.ss 
the  death  of  two  old  people  and  a  young 
girl  murdered  by  you  ?  "— "  Sir  \  sir  !  " 

"  Can  you  be  a  coward  ?  "  continued 
Villefort,     with     increasing    excitement. 


"you,  who  could  count,  cue  by  one,  the 
minutes  of  four  death-agonies  ?  You,  who 
have  arranged  your  infernal  plans,  and 
removed  the  beverages  with  a  talent  and 
precision  almost  miraculous  ?  Have  3'ou, 
then,  who  have  calculated  ever^'thing 
with  such  nicety,  have  you  forgotten  to 
calculate  one  thing — I  mean  where  the 
revelation  of  your  crimes  will  lead  j-ou 
to  ?  Oh  !  it  is  impossible — you  must  have 
saved  some  surer,  more  subtle  and  deadly 
poison  than  any  other,  that  you  might 
escape  the  punishment  that  you  deserve. 
You  have  done  this — I  hope  so,  at  least." 
Madame  de  Villefort  stretched  out  her 
hands  and  fell  on  her  knees. 

"I  understand,"  he  said,  "you  confess; 
but  a  confession  made  to  the  judges,  a 
confession  made  at  the  last  moment,  ex- 
torted when  the  crime  cannot  be  denied, 
diminishes  not  the  punishiiient  inflicted 
on  the  guilty  I  " 

"The  punishment!"  exclaimed  Mad- 
ame de  Villefort,  "  the  punishment,  sir  ! 
Twice  you  have  pronounced  that  word  !  " 

"Certainly.  Did  you  hope  to  escape 
it,  because  you  were  four  times  guilty  ? 
Did  3'OU  think  the  punishment  would  be 
withheld  because  you  are  the  wife  of  him 
who  pronounces  it  ?— No  !  madame,  no  ! 
the  scaflold  awaits  the  poisoner,  whoever 
she  may  be,  unless,  as  I  just  said,  the 
poisoner  has  taken  the  precaution  of 
keeping  for  herself  a  few  drops  of  her 
deadliest  poison."  Madame  de  Villefort 
uttered  a  wild  cry,  and  a  hideous  and  un- 
controllable terror  spread  over  ht!r  dis- 
toi-ted  features.  "Oh!  do  not  fear  the 
.scaffold,  madame,"  said  tlie  magistrate; 
"  1  will  not  dishonor  you.  since  that 
would  be  dishonor  to  myself  :  no  !  if  you 
have  heard  me  distinctly',  you  will  under- 
stand that  you  are  not  to  die  on  th«' 
scatTold." — "No!  1  do  not  understand; 
wIkiI  do  you  mean  ?  "  stammered  the  un- 
happy woman,  completely  overwhelmed. 
"I  mean  liiat  the  wife  of  the  first  mag- 
istrate in  the  capital  shall  not.  by  lit>r  in- 
famy, soil  an  unblemished  name;  that  she 
shall  not.  with  one  blow,  dishonor  her  hu.s- 
band  and  hei-  child." — "No,  no  ! — oh.  no!" 

"  Well  !  madame.  it  will  be  a  laudable 
action  on  your  part,  and  I  will  thank  vou 


TEE     COUNT    OF    MONTE-CRISTO. 


6:-'3 


for  it!''— ''  You  will  thank  me— for  what?" 
— "  Yor  what  you  have  just  said." 

-'What  did  I  say?  Oh,  my  brain 
whirls;  I  no  longer  understand  anything-. 
Oh,  heavens!  oh,  heavens!"  And  she 
rose,  with  her  hair  disheveled,  and  her 
lips  foaming-. 

' '  Have  you  answered  the  question  I  put 
to  you  on  entering-  the  room  :  Where  do 
you  keep  the  poison  you  generally  use, 
madame?"  Madame  de  Villefort  raised 
her  arms  to  heaven,  and  convulsively^ 
struck  one  hand  against  the  other.  "No, 
no  !  "  slie  vociferated,  "  no,  you  cannot 
wish  that  !  "  —  "  What  I  do  not  wish, 
madame,  is,  that  you  should  perish  on 
the  scaffold.  Do  3''0U  understand  !"  asked 
Villefort. 

"  Oh,  mercy,  mercy,  sir  I  " — "•  What  I 
require  is,  that  justice  be  done.     I  am  on 
the  earth  to  punish,  madame,"  he  added, 
with     a    framing    glance ;     '^  anj'    other 
woman,    were    it    the.   queen    herself,    I 
would  send  to  the  executioner ;  but  to  you 
1  shall  be  merciful.     To  you  I   will  say — 
Have  you  not,  madame,  put  aside  some 
of    the    surest,    deadliest,    most    speedy 
poison  ?  " — ''  Oh  !  pardon  me,  sir  ;  let  me 
live  ! " 
"She  is  cowardly,"  said  Villefort. 
"  Reflect  that  I  am  your  wife  !  " 
"  You  are  a  poisoner.' 
"  In  the  name  of  Heaven  !  " — '*No  !  " 
'•  In  the  name  of  the  love  you  once  bore 
me  !  "— "  No,  no  !  " 

"In  the  name  of  our  child  I  Ah,  for 
the  sake  of  our  child,  let  me  live  !  " 

"  No  !  no  !  no  !  I  tell  you  ;  one  day,  if  I 
allow  you  to  live,  you  will  perhaps  kill 
him,  as  you  have  the  others  I  " 

"  I!— I  kill  my  boy!"  cried  the  dis- 
tracted mother,  rushing  toward  Villefort : 
'•  I  kill  my  son  !  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  "  and  a 
frightful,  demoniac  laugh  finished  the 
sentence,  which  was  lost  in  a  hoarse  rat- 
tle. Madame  de  Villefort  fell  at  her  luis- 
band's  feet.  He  approached  her.  "Think 
of  it,  madame,"  he  said  :  ''  if,  on  my  re- 
turn, justice  has  not  been  satisfied,  I  will 
denounce  you  with  my  own  mouth,  and 
arrest  you  with  my  own  hands  !  '*  She 
listened,  panting,  overwhelmed,  crushed, 
her  eve  alone  li\*ed,  and   qlared  horribly. 


"  Do  you  understand  me  ?  "  he  said.  "  I 
am  going  down  there  to  pronounce  the  sen- 
tence of  death  against  a  murderer.  If  I 
And  you  alive  on  my  return  you  shall  sleep 
to-night  in  the  conciergerie."  Madame 
de  Villefort  sighed  ;  her  nerves  gave  way, 
and  she  sunk  on  the  carpet.  The  pio- 
cureur  du  roi  seemed  to  experience  a  sen- 
sation of  pity  ;  he  looked  upon  her  less 
severely,  and,  bowing  to  her,  said  slowly  : 
"  Farewell,  madame  !  farewell  !"  That 
farewell  struck  Madame  de  Villefort  like 
the  executioner's  knife.  She  fainted.  The 
procureur  du  roi  went  out,  after  having 
double-locked  the  door. 


CHAPTER  CIX. 

THE    ASSIZES. 

The  Benedetto  aff^air,  as  it  was  called 
in   the  Palais,  and  b3'  people  in  general, 
had   produced   a   tremendous    sensation. 
Frequenting  the  Cafe  de  Paris,  the  Boule- 
vard de  Gand,  and  the  Bois  de  Boulogne, 
during  his  brief  career  of  splendor,  thn 
false    Cavalcanti   had   foi-med  a  host    of 
acquaintances.     The  papers  had   related 
his  various  adventures,  both  as  the  man 
of   fashion   and  the  galley-slave  ;  and  as 
ever3"  one  who  had  been  personally  ac- 
quainted with  the  Prince  Cavalcanti  ex- 
perienced a  lively  curiosity   in    his   fat€, 
they  all  determined  to  spare  no  trouble  in 
endeavoring   to   witness  the  trial    of   ]\[. 
Benedetto  for  the  murder  of  his  comrade. 
In  the  eyes  of  many,  Benedetto  appeared. 
if  not  a  victim  to.  at  least  an  instance  of. 
the  fallibility  of  the  law.     M.  Cavalcanti. 
his  father,  had  been  seen  in  Paris,  and  it 
was  expected  he  would  ivappear  to  claim 
the  illustrious  outcast.     Many,  also,  wlio 
were  not  aware  of  the  circumstances  at- 
tending his  Avithdrawal  from  Paris,  wei-e 
struck  with    the  worthy   appearance,  the 
gentlemanly  bearing,  and  the   knowledge 
of   the  world  displayed  by  the  old  patri- 
cian, who  certainly  played   the  nobleman 
very  well,  so  long  as   he  s;iiil  nothing  and 
made    no    arithmetical    calculations.     As 
for   the   accused    himself,    many  remem- 
bered him   as  being  so  amiable,  so  hand- 
some, and  so  libtM-al.  that   they  chose  to 
think  him  the  vicinn  of  some  conspiracy, 
since,  ill  this  world,   large  fortunes   fiv- 
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quentlj'  excite  the  malevolence  and  jeal- 
ousy of  some  unknown  enemy.  Eveiy  one, 
therefore,  ran  to  the  court  :  some  to  wit- 
ness the  si^ht,  others  to  comment  upon 
it.  From  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning-  a 
crowd  was  stationed  at  the  iron  gates, 
and,  an  hour  before  the  trial  commenced, 
the  hall  was  full  of  the  privileg-ed.  Be- 
fore the  entrance  of  the  magistrates,  and 
Indeed  frequently-  afterward,  a  court  of 
justice,  on  daN's  when  some  especial  trial 
is  to  take  place,  resembles  a  drawing-- 
room,  where  many  persons  recognize  each 
other,  and  converse,  if  they  can  do  so  with- 
out losing  their  seats,  and,  when  they  are 
separated  b}'  too  g"reat  a  number  of  law- 
3'ers,  communicate  by  signs. 

It  was  one  of  those  magnificent  autumn 
days  which  make  amends  for  a  short  sum- 
mer ;  the  clouds  which  M.  de  Villefort  had 
perceived  at  sunrise  had  all  disappeared 
as  if  by  magic,  and  one  of  the  softest  and 
most  brilliant  days  of  September  shone 
forth  in  all  its  splendor. 

Beauchamp,  one  of  the  kings  of  the 
press,  and  therefore  claiming  the  right  of 
a  throne  everywhere,  was  looking  round 
on  ever^'  side.  He  perceived  Chateau- 
Renaud  and  Debray,  who  had  just  gained 
the  good  graces  of  a  sergeant-de-ville,  and 
who  had  persuaded  the  latter  to  let  them 
stand  before,  instead  of  behind  him,  as  he 
ought  to  have  done.  Tlie  worthy  agent 
had  recognized  the  minister's  secretary 
and  the  millionaire,  and,  by  way  of  pay- 
ing extr"  attention  to  his  nobI(>  neighbors, 
promised  to  keep  their  jilaces  while  the3- 
paid  a  visit  to  Beauchamp. 

"Well!"  said  Beauchamp,  "  we  shall 
see  our  friend  !  " — **  Yes,  indeed  I  "  replied 
Debray.  "  That  worthy  prince.  Deuce 
take  those  Italian  princes  I  " 

"  A  man,  loo,  wlio  could  boast  of  Dante 
for  a  genealogist,  and  could  reckon  as  far 
back  as  the  '  Divina-Commedia.'  *' 

"  A  nobility  of  the  rope  I  "  said  (-iiateau- 
Renaud,  phlegmatically. 

"  He  will  be  condemned,  will  he  not.  ?  " 
asked  Debray  of  Beaurliatnp. 

"My  dear  fellow,  I  think  we  should  ask 
you  that  question ;  you  know  such  news 
much  better  than  we  do.  Did  you  see  the 
president  at  the  minister's  last  night  ?  ' 


'•Yes."—"  What  did  he  say  ?  " 

"  Something  which  will  surprise  3'ou." 

"  Oh  !  make  haste  and  tell  me,  then  ;  it 
is  a  long  time  since  that  has  happened." 

"Well  !  he  told  me  that  Benedetto,  who 
is  considered  a  serpent  of  subtlety'  and  a 
giant  of  cunning,  is  reall}'  but  a  very  sub- 
ordinate, silh^  rascal,  and  altogether  un- 
worthy of  the  experiments  that  will  be 
made  on  his  phrenological  organs  after 
his  death." — "Bah!"  said  Beauchamp, 
"  he  played  the  prince  very  well." 

"  Yes,  for  you  who  detest  those  unhappy 
princes,  Beauchamp,  and  are  always  de- 
lighted to  find  fault  with  them  ;  but  not 
for  me,  who  discover  a  gentleman  by  in- 
stinct, .and  who  scent  out  an  aristocratic 
family  like  a  verj' bloodhound  of  heraldr3^" 

"  Then  you  never  believed  in  the  princi- 
pality ?  " — "Yes  !  in  the  principality,  but 
not  in  the  prince." 

"  Not  so  bad,"  said  Beauchamp  ;  "  still, 
I  assure  you,  he  passed  very  well  with 
many  people ;  I  saw  him  at  the  ministers' 
houses." 

"  Ah,  yes  !  "  said  Chateau-Renaud. 
"  The  idea  of  thinking  ministers  under- 
stand anything  about  princes  !  " — "There 
is  something  in  what  you  have  just  said," 
said  Beauchamp,  laughmg. 

"  But,"  said  Debray  to  Beauchamp,  "if 
I  spoke  to  the  president,  ynu  must  have 
been  with  the  procureur  du  I'oi." 

"  It  was  an  impossibility  ;  for  the  last 
week  M.  de  Villefort  has  secluded  himself. 
It  is  natural  enough  ;  this  strange  chain 
of  domestic  afilictions,  followed  by  the  no 
less  strange  death  of  his  daughter — " 

"  Strange  !  What  do  you  mean,  Beau- 
champ ?  "—"Oh,  yes!  Do  j'ou  pretend 
I  hat.  all  1  his  has  been  unobserved  at  the 
minister's  ?  *'  said  Beauchamp,  placing  his 
«'ye-glass  in  his  eye,  where  he  tried  to 
make  it  remain. — "My  dear  sir,"  said 
Chateau-Renaud,  "allow  me  to  tell  you 
that  you  do  not  understand  that  maneu- 
ver with  the  eye-glass  half  so  well  as 
Debray.  Give  him  a  lesson,  Debray." — 
"Stay,"'  .said  Beauchamp,  "  surely  I  am 
not  deceived." 

••  What  is  it,  ?"— "It,  is  she!" 

"  Who  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Thev  said  she  had  left." 
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"Mademoiselle  Eug-enie  ?  "  said  Cha- 
teau-Renaud  ;  *''  lias  she  returned  ?  " 

"No!  but  her  mother." — "Madame 
Dang-lars  ?  Nonsense  !  Impossible  !  " 
said  Chateau-Renaud ;  "only  ten  days 
after  the  flight  of  her  daughter,  and 
three  days  from  the  bankruptcy  of  her 
husband  ?  " 

Debraj'  colored  slightly,  and  followed 
with  his  eyes  the  direction  of  Beau- 
champ's  glance.  "Come,"  he  said,  ''it 
is  only  a  veiled  lady,  some  foreign  prin- 
cess ;  perhaps  the  mother  of  Cavalcanti. 
Bat  3'ou  were  just  speaking-  on  a  very  in- 
teresting topic,  Beauchamp." — "I?" 

"Yes;  you  were  telling  us  about  the 
extraordinary  death  of  Valentine." 

"  Ah,  yes,  so  I  was.  But  how  is  it  that 
Madame  de  Villefort  is  not  here  ?  " 

"'  Poor,  dear  woman  !  "  said  Debray, 
"she  is  no  doubt  occupied  in  distilling 
balm  for  the  hospitals,  or  in  making-  cos- 
metics for  herself  or  friends.  Do  you 
know  she  spends  two  or  three  thousand 
crowns  a  year  in  this  amusement?  But 
I  wonder  she  is  not  here.  I  should  have 
been  pleased  to  see  her,  for  I  like  her  very 
much." 

"  And  I  hate  her,"  said  Chateau-Re- 
naud. 

"  Why  ?  "— "  I  do  not  know.  Why  do 
we  h)ve  ?  Why  do  we  hate  ?  1  detest 
her,  from  antipathy." — '•  Or,  rather,  by 
instinct." 

"■  Perhaps  so.  But  to  return  to  what 
you  were  saying,  Beauchamp." 

"Well  !  do  you  know  why  people  die  so 
fast  in  M.  deVillefort's  house  ?  "—"Talk- 
ing of  tliat,"  said  Debray,  "Madame  *  *  * 
was  making  inquii-ies  about  that  liouse, 
which  for  the  last  three  months  has  been 
hung-  with  black." 

"  Who  is  Madame  *  *  *  ?  "  asked  Cha- 
teau-Renaud. 

"  The  minister's  wife,  pardieu  !  " 

"  Oh,  your  pardon  !  I  never  visit  minis- 
tors  ;  I  leave  that  to  the  princes." 

"  Really,  you  wei'e  befoi-e  onl^^  spark- 
ling, but  now  you  are  brilliant;  take  com- 
passion on  us,  or,  like  Jupiter,  you  will 
burn  us." 

"I  will  not  speak  again  !"  said  Cha- 
teau-Renaud ;     "  pray    have    compassion 


upon  me,  and  do  not  take  up  ever}-  word 
I  say." 

"  Come,  let  us  endeavor  to  hear  the  end 
of  your  story,  Beauchamp :  I  told  you 
that  3^esterday  Madame  *  *  *  made  in- 
quiries of  me  upon  the  subject ;  enlighten 
nie,  and  I  will  then  communicate  my  in- 
formation to  her." — "Well,  gentlemen, 
the  reason  people  die  so  fast  at  M.  de  Vil- 
lefort's,  is,  that  there  is  an  assassin  in  the 
house  !  "  The  two  young  men  shuddered, 
for  the  same  idea  had  more  than  once  oc- 
curred to  them.  "And  who  is  the  assas- 
sin ?  "  they  asked  together.  "'  Young  Ed- 
ward !  "  A  burst  of  laughter  from  the 
auditors  did  not  in  the  least  disconcert  the 
speaker,  who  continued  :  "  Yes,  gentle- 
men ;  Edward,  who  is  quite  an  adept  in 
the  art  of  killing." — "' You  are  jesting." 

"Not  at  all.  I  yesterday  engaged  a 
servant,  who  had  just  left  M.  de  Villefort 
— I  intend  sending  him  away  to-morrow, 
for  he  eats  so  enormousl,y,  to  make  up  for 
the  fast  imposed  upon  him  by  his  terror  in 
that  house.  Well  !  listen  to  me." — "We 
are  listening. " — "  It  appears  the  dear  child 
has  obtained  possession  of  a  bottle  con- 
taining- some  drug,  which  he  evQYx  now 
and  then  uses  against  those  who  have  dis- 
pleased him.  First,  M.  and  Madame  de 
Saint-Meran  incurred  his  displeasure,  so 
he  poured  out  three  drops  of  his  elixir — 
three  drops  were  sufficient ;  then  followed 
Barrois,  the  old  servant  of  M.  Noirtier. 
who  sometimes  rebuffed  this  little  wretch 
— he  therefoi'e  received  the  same  quantity 
of  the  elixir;  the  same  happened  to  Val- 
entine, of  whom  he  was  jealous;  he  grave 
her  the  same  dose  as  the  otliers.  and  all 
was  over  for  her  as  well  as  the  rest." 

"Why,  what  nonsense  are  you  telling 
us?  "  said  Chateau-Renaud. 

"  Yes,  it  is  an  extraordinary  story!*" 
said  Beauchamp  ;  "  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  It  is  absurd."  said  Debray. — "  Ah  !  " 
said  Beauchamp,  "  you  doubt  me  ?  Well. 
you  can  ask  my  servant,  or  rather  hitn 
who  will  no  longer  be  my  servant  tt>-inor- 
row  :  it  was  the  talk  of  the  house.** 

"  And  this  eli.xir.  where  is  it  ?  what  is 
it  ?  " 

"The  chilli  conceals  it." 

"But  wheiedid  he  find  it  ?" 
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"  In  his  mother's  laborator}'." 

"Does  his  mother,  then,  keep  poisons 
in  her  laboratory  ?  " 

"  How  can  1  tell  ?  You  are  questioning- 
me  like  a  procureur  du  roi.  1  onl}-  repeat 
what  I  have  been  told,  and.  like  my 
author,  I  can  do  no  more.  The  poor 
wretch  would  eat  nothing",  from  fear," 

"It  is  incredible!" — "No,  my  dear 
fellow,  it  is  not  at  all  incredible  !  You 
saw  the  child  pass  through  the  Rue  Riche- 
lieu last  3'ear,  who  amused  himself  with 
kiUing  his  brothers  and  sisters  by^ticking- 
pins  in  their  ears  while  they  slept.  The 
generation  who  follow  us  are  very  preco- 
cious !  " 

"Come,  Beauchamp,"  said  Chateau- 
Renaud,  "I  will  bet  anything  you  do  not 
believe  a  word  of  all  j-ou  have  been  tell- 
ing us  !  " 

"  I  do  not  see  the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo 
here  I  " 

"He  is  worn  out,"  said  Deb  ray  ;  "be- 
sides, he  could  not  well  appear  in  public, 
since  he  has  been  the  dupe  of  the  Caval- 
canti,  who,  it  appears,  presented  tiiem- 
selves  to  him  with  false  letters  of  credit, 
and  cheated  him  out  of  100,000  francs 
upon  the  hypothesis  of  this  principality." 

"  By  the  way,  M.  de  Chateau-Renaud," 
asked  Beauchamp,  "  how  is  Morrel  ?  " 

"  Ma  foi !  I  have  called  three  times 
without  once  seeing  him.  Still,  his  sister 
did  not  seem  uneasy,  and  told  me  that 
though  she  had  not  seen  him  for  two  or 
three  days,  she  was  sure  he  was  well." 

"  Ah,  now  I  think  of  it,  the  Count  of 
Monte-Cristo  cannot  appear  in  the  hall !" 
said  Beauchamp.—"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  Because  he  is  an  actor  in  the(ii"im;i."' 

"  Has  he  assassinated  any  one,  tlien  ?  " 

"No,  on  the  contrary,  they  wished  to 
assassinate  him.  You  knowlh;it  it  was 
in  leaving  his  house  that  M.  Cadcrousse 
was  murdered  by  liis  friend  Bent'detto. 
You  know  that  the  famous  waistcoat  was 
found  in  his  house,  conlainit)g  the  letter 
which  stopped  the  signature  of  the  mar- 
riage-contract. Do  you  .see  the  waist- 
coat? There  it  is,  all  blood-stained,  on 
the  desk,  as  a  testimony  of  t  lie  crime." 

"Ah,  very  good." —  "  Hush,  gentle- 
men !  here  is  the  court  :  let  us  go  back 


to  our  places."  A  noise  was  heard  in  the 
hall ;  the  sergeant-de-ville  called  his  two 
proteges  with  an  energetic  "Hem  !  "  and 
the  door-keeper  appearing,  called  out, 
with  that  shrill  voice  peculiar  to  his 
order,  even  in  the  da\"s  of  Beaumarchais, 
"  The  court,  gentlemen  I  " 


chaptp:r  ex. 

THE    DEED   OF  ACCUSATION. 

The  judges  took  their  places  in  the 
midst  of  the  most  profound  silence ;  the 
jury  took  their  seats ;  M.  de  Viilefort, 
the  object  of  unusual  attention,  and  we 
had  almost  said  of  general  admiration, 
sat  in  the  armchair,  and  cast  a  tranquil 
glance  around  him.  Every  person  looked 
with  astonishment  on  that  grave  and  se- 
vere face,  the  calm  expression  of  which 
personal  griefs  had  been  unable  to  dis- 
turb ;  and  the  aspect  of  a  man  who  was  a 
stranger  to  all  human  emotions  excited 
a  kind  of  terror. 

"  Gendarmes  !  "  said  the  president, 
"  lead  in  the  accused." 

At  these  words  the  public  attention 
became  more  intense,  and  all  e^'es  were 
turned  toward  the  door  through  which 
Benedetto  was  to  enter.  The  door  soon 
opened,  and  the  accused  appeared.  The 
same  impression  was  experienced  b^'  all 
present ;  and  no  one  was  deceived  hy  the 
expression  of  his  countenance.  His  feat- 
ures bore  no  sign  of  that  deep  emotion 
which  stops  the  beating  of  the  heart  and 
blanches  the  clieek.  Hishands.  g-racefully 
placed,  one  upon  his  hat,  the  otiiei-  in  the 
opening  of  his  white  waistcoat,  were  not 
at  all  trenmlous  ;  his  eye  was  calm,  and 
even  brilliant.  Scarcely  had  he  entered 
the  hall,  when  he  g-lanced  at  the  whole 
body  of  magistrates  and  assistants  :  his 
eye  rested  longer  on  the  president,  and 
still  more  so  on  the  pi-ocureur  du  loi.  By 
tlie  side  of  Andi-ea  was  placed  the  lawyer 
who  was  to  conduct  his  defense,  and  who 
had  been  chosen  by  tlie  court;  for  Andi'cn 
disdained  to  pay  any  attention  to  those 
details,  to  which  he  appeared  to  attach 
no  importance.  The  lawyer  was  a  young 
man  with  liglit  hair,  and  whose  face  ex- 
pi'essed   a   hundreil    limes    more   emotion 
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than   that    which  characterized  the  pris- 
oner. 

The  president  called  for  the  deed  of 
accusation,  corrected,  as  we  know,  by  the 
clever  and  implacable  pen  of  De  Villefort. 
During'  the  reading  of  this,  which  was 
long-,  the  public  attention  was  continually- 
drawn  toward  Andrea,  who  bore  the  bur- 
den with  Spartan  unconcern.  Villefort 
had  never  been  so  concise  and  eloquent  : 
the  crime  was  represented  imder  the  live- 
liest colors  ;  the  former  life  of  the  prisoner, 
his  transformation,  a  review  of  his  life 
from  the  earliest  period,  were  set  forth 
with  all  the  talent  that  a  knowledg-e  of 
human  life  could  furnish  to  a  mind  like 
that  of  the  procureui'  du  roi.  Benedetto 
was  thus  forever  lost  in  public  opinion  be- 
fore the  sentence  of  the  law  could  be  pro- 
nounced. Addrea  paid  no  attention  to  the 
successive  charges  which  were  brought 
against  him.  M.  de  Villefort,  who  ex- 
amined him  attentivel}',  and  who  no  doubt" 
practiced  upon  him  all  the  psychological 
studies  he  was  accustomed  to  use,  in  vain 
endeavored  to  make  him  lower  his  ej'^es. 
notwithstanding  the  depth  and  profundity 
of  his  gaze.    At  length  the  deed  was  rend. 

"Accused,"  said  the  president,  "j^our 
name  and  surname?"  Andrea  rose. 
''Excuse  me,  M.  le  President,"  he  said, 
in  a  clear  voice,  "  but  I  see  you  are  going 
to  adopt  a  course  of  questions  through 
which  I  cannot  follow  you.  I  have  an  idea, 
which  I  will  explain  by-and-bv,  of  making 
an  exception  to  the  usual  form  of  accusa- 
tion. Allow  me,  then,  if  you  please,  to  an- 
swer in  different  order,  or  I  will  not  do  so  at 
all."  The  astonished  president  looked  at 
the  jurj'-,  who  themselves  looked  upon  \he 
procureur  du  roi.  The  whole  assembly 
manifested  great  surprise ;  but  Andrea 
appeared  quite  unmoved.  "  Your  age  ?  " 
said  the  president :  "  will  you  answer  that 
question  ?" 

"  I  will  answer  that  question,  as  well  as 
the  rest,  M.  le  President,  but  in  its  turn." 

"  Your  age?  "  repeated  the  president. 

"I  am  twenty-one  years  old  ;  or  rather 
I  shall  be  in  a  few  days,  as  I  was  born  the 
night  of  the  27th  of  September.  1817."  M. 
de  Villefort,  who  was  busy  taking  down 
some  notes,  raised  his  head  at  the  mention 


of  this  date.  "Where  were  you  born?" 
continued  the  president. — "  At  Auteuil, 
near  Paris."  M.  de  Villefort  a  second  time 
raised  his  head,  looked  at  Benedetto,  as  if 
he  had  been  gazing  at  the  head  of  Medusa, 
and  became  livid.  As  for  Benedetto,  he 
gracefully  wiped  his  lips  with  a  fine  cam- 
bric pocket-handkerchief.  "Your  pro- 
fession?"— "First  I  was  a  forger,"  an- 
swered Andrea,  as  calmly  as  possible  : 
'•  then  I  became  a  thief  ;  and,  lately,  have 
become  an  assassin."  A  murmur,  or 
rather  storm,  of  indignation  burst  from 
all  parts  of  the  assembly.  The  judges 
themselves  appeared  stupefied  ;  and  the 
jury  manifested  tokens  of  disgust  for  a 
stoicism  so  unexpected  from  a  fashionable 
man.  M.  de  Villefort  pressed  his  hand 
upon  his  brow,  which,  .at  first  pale,  had 
become  red  and  burning ;  then  he  sud- 
denlj^  rose,  and  looked  around  as  though 
he  had  lost  his  senses — he  wanted  air. 

"Are  3'ou  looking  for  anything,  M.  le 
Procureur  du  Roi?"  asked  Benedetto, 
with  his  most  pleasing  smile.  M.  de  Ville- 
fort answered  nothing,  but  sat,  or  rathei- 
threw  himself  down  again  upon  his  chair. 
"And  now,  prisoner,  will  j'ou  consent 
to  tell  your  name  ?  "  said  the  president. 
"The  brutal  affectation  with  which  you 
have  enumerated  and  classified  your  crimes 
calls  for  a  severe  reprimand  on  the  part  of 
the  court,  both  in  the  name  of  morality, 
and  for  the  respect  due  to  humanity.  You 
appear  to  consider  this  a  point  of  honoi'. 
and  it  may  be  for  this  reason  you  have 
delayed  acknowledging  your  name.  You 
wished  it  to  be  preceded  by  all  t  hese  titles. "" 

"It  is  quite  wonderful.  M.  le  President. 
how  entirely  you  have  read  my  thoughts." 
said  Benedetto,  in  his  softest  voice  and 
most  polite  manner.  "This  is.  indeed, 
the  reason  why  I  begged  you  to  alter  the 
order  of  the  questions."  The  public  aston- 
ishment liad  reached  its  height.  There 
was  no  longer  any  deceit  or  bravado  in 
the  manner  of  the  accused.  The  audionw 
seemed  like  some  thunder-cloud  about  to 
burst  over  the  gloomy  scene. 

"Well!"  said  the  president:  -your 
name?"— "I  carniot  tell  you  my  name, 
since  I  do  not  know  it :  but  I  know  my 
father's,  and  will  pronounce  it." 
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"  Repeat  your  father's  name/'  said  the 
president.  ]^ot  a  whisper,  not  a  breath 
Avas  lieard  in  that  vast  assembly :  every 
one  waited  anxiousl3\ 

'  "My  father  is  the  procureur  du  I'oi," 
replied  Andrea,  calmly. 

"  The  procureur  du  roi  ? "  said  the 
president,  stupefied,  and  without  notic- 
ing- the  ag-itation  which  spread  over  the 
face  of  M.  de  Villefort :  '•  the  procureur 
du  roi  ?  " — "'  Yes;  and  if  3-ou  wish  to  know 
his  name,  I  will  tell  it — he  is  named  Ville- 
fort.'' The  explosion,  which  had  been  so 
long-  restrained,  from  a  feeling-  of  respect 
to  the  court  of  justice,  now  burst  forth 
like  thunder  from  the  breasts  of  all  pres- 
ent;  the  court  itself  did  not  seek  to  re- 
strain the  movement  of  the  multitude. 
The  exclamations,  the  insults,  addressed 
lo  Benedetto,  who  remained  perfectly  un- 
concerned, the  encrg-etic  gestures,  the 
movement  of  the  g-endarmes,  the  sneers 
of  the  scum  of  the  crowd — alwa^'s  suie  to 
rise  to  the  surface  in  case  of  any  disturb- 
ance— all  tills  lasted  five  minutes,  before 
the  door-keepers  and  magistrates  \ver<' 
able  to  restore  silence.  Iti  the  midst  of 
this  tumult  the  voice  of  the  president  was 
heard  to  exclaim — "Are  you  playing-  with 
justice,  accused,  and  do  you  dare  set  your 
fellow-citizens  an  example  of  disorder 
which  even  in  these  times  has  never 
been  equalled  ?  " 

Several  pei-.sons  hurried  up  to  M.  de 
Villefort,  who  was  nearly  buried  in  his 
chair,  offering-  him  consolation,  encour- 
ag-ement,  and  protestations  of  zeal  and 
sympathy.  Order  was  i'e-estal)lished  in 
the  hall,  witii  the  exception  of  a  few  who 
.still  moved  and  whispered.  A  lady,  it  was 
said,  bad  just,  fainted  ;  they  had  supplied 
her  with  a  snielling--bottle,  and  she  liad 
r«'covercd.  During  the  scene  of  tumult, 
Andrea  had  tui-ned  his  smiling  face  to- 
ward the  assembly;  then,  leaning-  with 
one  iiand  on  the  oaken  rail  of  his  bench, 
in  the  most  graceful  attitud«'  possible,  lie 
said  :  "Gcmtlemen.  I  assure  you  I  had  no 
idea  of  insulting  the  coui-t,  or  of  making  a 
useless  disturbance  in  the  presence  of  t  his 
honorable  assembly.  Thev  ask  my  age; 
1  tell  it.  They  ask  wliere  I  was  l)<)rn  :  I 
answer.     They   asU  my   name;   I  cannot 


give  it,  since  m3'  parents  abandoned  me. 
But  though  I  cannot  give  my  own  name, 
not  possessing  one,  I  can  tell  them  my 
father's.  Now,  I  repeat,  my  father  is 
named  M.  de  Villefort,  and  I  am  ready  to 
prove  it." 

There  was  an  energy,  a  conviction,  and 
a  sincerity  in  the  manner  of  the  3'oung 
man,  which  silenced  the  tunmlt.  All 
ej'es  were  turned  for  a  moment  toward 
the  procureur  du  roi,  who  sat  as  motion- 
less as  though  a  thunderbolt  had  changed 
him  into  a  corpse.  "  Gentlemen  !  "  said 
Andrea,  commanding  silence  by  his  voice 
and  manner  ;  *"  I  owe  you  the  proofs  and 
explanations  of  what  I  have  said." 

"But,"  said  the  irritated  president, 
"  you  called  yourself  Benedetto,  declared 
yourself  an  orphan,  and  claimed  Corsica 
as  j'our  country." 

"  I  said  anything  I  pleased,  in  order  that 
the  solemn  declaration  I  have  just  made 
should  not  be  withheld,  which  otherwise 
would  certainly  have  been  the  case.  I 
now  repeat  that  I  was  born  at  Auteuil 
on  the  night  of  the  2Tth  September,  1817, 
and  that  I  am  the  son  of  the  procureur 
du  roi,  M.  de  Villefort.  Do  you  wish  for 
an3'  further  details?  I  will  give  them.  I 
was  born  in  No.  28,  Rue  de  la  Fontaine, 
in  a  room  hung  with  red  damask  :  my 
father  took  me  in  his  arms,  telling  my 
mother  I  was  dead ;  wrapped  me  in  a 
napkin  marked  with  an  H  and  an  N: 
and  carried  me  into  a  garden,  where  he 
buried  me  alive." 

A  shudder  ran  through  the  assembly 
wlien  the}'  saw  that  the  confidence  of  the 
pi-isoner  increased  in  pioportion  with  the 
terror  of  M.  de  Villefort.  "  But  how  have 
you  become  acquainted  with  all  these  de- 
tails?" asked  the  president. 

"  I  will  tell  you,  M.  le  President.  A 
man  who  had  sworn  veng-eance  against 
my  father,  and  had  long  watched  his  op- 
portunity to  kill  him,  had  introduced  him- 
self that  night  into  the  garden  in  which 
n)y  father  buried  me.  lie  was  concealed 
in  a  thicket ;  he  saw  ni}'  father  bury  some- 
thing in  the  ground,  and  slabbed  him  in 
the  midst  of  the  operation;  then,  think- 
ing the  deposit  might  contain  some  treas- 
ure, he  turned'  up  the  ground,  and  found 
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me  still  living-.  The  man  carried  me  to 
the  hospital  for  enfanis  trouves,  where  I 
was  inscribed  under  the  number  37.  Three 
months  afterward,  a  woman  traveled 
from  Rog"Iiano  to  Paris  to  fetch  me,  and 
having"  claimed  me  as  her  son,  carried  me 
away.  Thus,  you  see,  thoug-h  born  in 
Paris,  I  was  broug-ht  up  in  Corsica." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  during- 
Avhich  one  could  have  fancied  the  hall  emp- 
ty, so  profound  was  the  stillness.  "Pro- 
ceed !  "  said  the  pi-esident. — "  Certainly, 
I  mig-ht  have  lived  happily  among-  those 
g'ood  people,  who  adored  me  ;  but  my  per- 
verse disposition  prevailed  over  the  virtues 
which  my  adopted  mother  endeavored  to 
instil  into  my  heart.  I  increased  in  wick- 
edness till  I  committed  crime.  One  day 
when  I  cursed  Providence  for  making-  me 
so  wicked,  and  ordaining-  me  to  such  a 
fate,  my  adopted  father  said  to  me,  *  Do 
not  blaspheme,  unhappy  child  !  the  crime 
is  3'our  father's,  not  j^ours  ;  your  father's," 
who  devoted  you  to  death,  or  to  a  life  of 
misery'',  in  case,  by  a  miracle,  you  should 
escape  his  doom.'  Since  then  I  ceased  to 
blaspheme,  but  I  cursed  my  father.  This 
is  why  I  have  uttered  the  words  for  which 
you  blame  me ;  this  is  why  I  have  filled 
this  whole  assembly  with  horror.  If  I 
have  committed  an  additional  crime,  pun- 
ish me  ;  but  if  3'ou  will  allow  that  ever 
since  the  da3'  of  my  birth  iny  fate  has  been 
sad,  bitter,  and  lamentable,  then  pity 
me." — "But  3'^our  mother?"  asked  the 
president. 

•'  My  mother  thought  me  dead  ;  she  is 
not  guilty.  I  did  not  even  wish  to  know 
her  name,  nor  do  I  know  it."  Just  then 
a  piercing  cr3%  ending  in  a  sob,  burst  from 
the  center  of  the  crowd,  who  encircled  the 
lady  who  had  before  fainted,  and  who  now 
fell  into  a  violent  fit  of  hysterics."  She 
was  carried  out  of  the  hall,  and  in  doing 
so,  the  thick  vei\  wliich  concealed  her  face 
dropped  olf,  and  Madame  Danglars  was 
recognized.  Notwithstanding  his  shatter- 
ed nerves,  the  stunning  sensation  in  his 
ears,  and  the  species  of  madness  which 
turned  his  brain,  Villefort  rose  as  he  per- 
ceived her.  "  The  proofs  !  the  proofs  !  " 
said  the  president ;  "  remember  t  his  t  issue 
of    horrors    uuist    be    supported    by    the 


clearest  proofs."— "The  proofs?"  said 
Benedetto,  laughing  ;  "  do  you  want 
proofs  ?  "— "  Yes."—"  Well,  then,  look  at 
M.  de  Villefort;  then  ask  me  for  proofs." 
Every  one  turned  toward  the  j  rocureur 
du  roi,  who,  unable  to  bear  the  universal 
gaze  now  riveted  on  him  alone,  advanced, 
staggering,  into  the  midst  of  the  tribunal, 
with  his  hair  disheveled,  and  his  face  in- 
dented-with  the  mark  of  his  nails.  Tiie 
whole  assembly  uttered  a  long  murmur 
of  astonishment.  "  Father  1  "  said  Bene- 
detto, "I  am  asked  for  proofs,  do  you 
wish  me  to  give  them  ?  " — "  No,  no,  it  is 
useless  !  "  stammered  M.  de  Villefort,  in 
a  hoarse  voice:  "no,  it  is  useless!" — 
"How  useless?"  cried  the  president. 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " — "  I  mean  that  I 
feel  it  impossible  to  struggle  against  this 
deadly  weight  which  crushes  me.  Gentle- 
men, I  know  I  am  in  the  hands  of  an 
avenging  God  !  We  need  no  proofs : 
everything  relating  to  this  young  man  is 
true."  A  dull,  glooni}^  silence,  like  thai 
which  precedes  some  awful  phenomenon 
of  nature,  peivaded  the  assembly,  who 
shuddered  in  disma^y.  "  What  I  M.  de 
Villefort,"  cried  the  president,  "do  you 
jield  to  an  hallucination  ?  What !  are  you 
no  longer  in  possession  of  your  senses  ? 
This  strange,  unexpected,  terrible  accu- 
sation has  disordered  your  reason.  Come, 
recover." 

The  procureur  du  roi  dropped  his  head  : 
his  teeth  chattered  like  those  of  a  man 
under  a  violent  attack  of  fever,  and  yet  he 
was  deadly  pale. 

"  I  am  in  possession  of  all  my  senses, 
sir,"  he  said  :  "  my  body  alone  saffei's.  as 
you  may  suppose.  I  acknowledge  myself 
guilty  of  all  the  young  man  has  brought 
against  me,  and  from  this  hour  hold  my- 
self under  the  authority  of  the  procureur 
du  roi  who  will  succeed  me." 

And  as  he  spi^ke  these  words  witli  a 
hoarse,  choking  voice,  he  staggered  to- 
ward the  door,  which  was  mechanically 
opened  by  a  doorkeeper.  The  whole  as- 
sembly were  dumb  with  astonishment  at 
the  revelation  and  confession  which  had 
produced  a  catastrophe  so  dilT.Mvnt  to  that 
which  had  been  expected  duiing  the  last 
fortnight  by  the  Parisian  worUi. 
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"Well,'"  said  Beauchamp,  "let  them 
now  say  that  drama  is  unnatural !" 

"  Ma  foi !  "  said  Chateau-Renaud,  "  I 
would  rather  end  my  career  like  M.  de 
Morcerf ;  a  pistol-shot  seems  quite  de- 
lightful, compared  with  this  catastrophe." 

'•And  so  he  has  committed  murder," 
said  Beauchamp.  — "  And  I,  too,  who 
thoug-ht  of  marrying-  his  daug-hter,"  said 
Debray.    "  She  did  well  to  die,  poor  girl !" 

"  The  sitting"  is  adjourned,  g-entlemen," 
said  the  president;  "fresh  inquiries  will 
be  made,  and  the  case  will  be  tried  next 
session  by  another  magistrate." 

As  for  Andrea,  who  was  as  calm  and 
more  interesting  than  ever,  he  left  tlie 
liall,  escorted  by  gendarmes,  who  involun- 
tarily paid  him  some  attention.  "  Well, 
what  do  you  think  of  this,  my  fine  fel- 
low ?  "  asked  Debraj^  of  the  sergeant-de- 
ville,  slipping  a  louis  into  his  hand. 
— "  There  will  be  extenuating  circum- 
stances,"   he  replied. 


CHAPTER  CXI. 

EXPIATION. 

NoTWiTHSTAXDiNG  the  density  of  the 
crowd,  M.  de  Villefort  saw  it  open  before 
him.  There  is  somethingso  awe-inspiring 
in  great  afflictions,  that,  even  in  the  worst 
times,  the  first  emotion  of  a  crowd  has 
generally  been  to  sympathize  with  the 
sufTerer  in  a  gi-eat  catastrophe.  Many 
people  have  been  assassinated  in  a  tumult ; 
but  even  criminals  have  rarely  been  in- 
sulted during  their  trial.  Thus  Villefort 
passed  through  the  mass  of  spectators 
and  officers  of  the  Palais,  and  withdrew. 
Though  he  had  acknowledged  his  guilt,  he 
was  protected  by  his  grief.  There  are 
some  situations  which  men  understand 
by  instinct,  though  their  reason  cannot 
explain  them  :  in  such  cases  the  greatest 
orator  is  he  who  utters  the  loudest  and 
most  natural  cry,  which  conveys  a  whole 
story  to  the  mob.  It  would  be  dilllrult  to 
describe  the  state  of  stupor  in  which  Vil- 
lefort left  the  Palais.  Every  pulse  beat 
with  feverish  excitement ,  every  nerv(?  was 
strained,  every  vein  swollen,  and  every 
part  of  his  body  seemed  to  suffer  dis- 
tinctly from  the  rest,  thus  multiplying 
his  agony  a  thousand-fold.     Habit  alone 


guided  him  through  the  passage  ;  he  threw 
aside  his  magisterial  robe  :  he  could  not 
bear  the  weight  on  his  shoulders.  Having 
staggered  as  far  as  the  Rue  Dauphine,  he 
perceived  his  carriage,  awoke  his  sleeping- 
coachman  by  opening  the  door  himself, 
threw  himself  on  the  cushions,  and  pointed 
toward  the  Faubourg  Saint-Honore ;  the 
carriage  drove  on.  All  the  weight  of  his 
fallen  fortune  seemed  suddenly  to  crush 
him ;  he  could  not  foresee  the  conse- 
quences ;  he  could  not  contemplate  the 
future  with  the  indifference  of  a  cold  mur- 
derer. One  thought  filled  his  mind ;  he 
saw  the  workings  of  a  Divine  hand  in  all 
that  had  happened.  The  carriage  roiled 
rapidly.  Villefort,  while  turning  rest- 
lessly on  the  cushions,  felt  something  press 
against  him.  He  put  out  his  hand  to  re- 
move the  object ;  it  was  a  fan  which 
Madame  de  Villefort  had  left  in  the  car- 
riage ;  this  fan  awakened  a  recollection 
which  darted  through  his  mind  like 
lightning.     He  thought  of  his  wife. 

"Oh  !  "  he  exclaimed,  as  though  a  red- 
hot  iron  were  piercing  his  heart.  During 
the  last  hour  his  own  crime  had  alone  been 
presented  to  his  mind ;  now  another  ob- 
ject, not  less  terrible,  suddenly  presented 
itself.  His  wife  I  he  had  just  acted  the 
inexorable  judge  with  her — he  had  con- 
demned her  to  death ;  and  she,  crushed 
by  remorse,  struck  with  terror,  covered 
with  the  shame  inspired  by  the  eloquence 
of  Jiis  irrepioachable  virtue — she,  a  poor, 
weak  woman,  without  help  or  the  power 
of  defending  herself  against  his  absolute 
and  supreme  will — she  might  at  that  very 
moment,  perhaps,  be  preparing  to  die ! 
An  hour  had  elapsed  since  her  condemna- 
tion :  at  that  moment,  doubtless,  she  was 
recalling  all  her  crimes  to  her  memory ; 
she  was  asking  pardon  for  her  sins;  per- 
haps she  was  even  writing  a  letter  implor- 
ing forgiveness  from  her  virtuous  husband 
— a  foi-giveness  .she  was  purchasing  willi 
her  death  !  Villefort  again  groaned  with 
anguish  and  despair.  "Ah!"  he  ex- 
claimed. "  that  woman  became  criminal 
only  from  associating  with  me!  I  cariied 
the  infection  of  crime  with  me,  and  she 
has  caught  it  as  she  would  the  typhus- 
I  fever,  the  cholera,  the  plague!     And  yet 
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I  have  punished  her — I  have  dared  to  tell 
lier — Z"  have — '  Repent  and  die  !  '  But  no  ! 
she  must  not  die;  she  shall  live  and  fol- 
low me.  We  will  flee  from  Paris,  and  go 
far  as  the  earth  reaches.  I  told  her  of  the 
scafifold ;  oh,  heavens !  I  forg-ot  that  it 
awaits  me  also  !  How  could  I  pronounce 
that  word  ?  Yes,  we  will  fl}' :  1  will  con- 
fess all  to  her — I  will  tell  her  daily  that  I 
also  have  committed  a  crime  ! — Oh  !  what 
an  alliance  with  the  tig-er  and  the  serpent  I 
worth}^  wife  of  such  as  I  am  !  She  must 
live  that  my  infamj'^  may  diminish  hers." 
And  Villefort  dashed  open  the  window  in 
fi'ont  of  the  carriag-e.  -'Faster  !  faster  !  " 
he  cried,  in  a  tone  which  electrified  the 
coachman.  The  horses,  impelled  by  fear, 
flew  toward  the  house. 

*'Yes,  yes,"  repeated  Villefort,  as  he 
approached  his  home — "yes,  that  woman 
must  live,  she  must  repent,  and  educate 
my  son,  the  sole  survivor,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  indestructible  old  man,  of  the 
wreck  of  my  house.  She  loves  him ;  it 
was  for  his  sake  she  has  committed  these 
crimes,  ^e  ought  never  to  despair  of 
softening  the  heart  of  a  mother  who  loves 
her  child  ;  she  will  repent ;  no  one  will 
know  she  has  been  g'uilty ;  the  crimes 
which  have  taken  place  in  my  house, 
though  they  now  occupy  the  public  mind, 
will  be  forgotten  in  time ;  or  if,  indeed,  a 
few  enemies  should  persist  in  remember- 
ing them,  why,  then,  I  will  add  them  to 
my  guiltj'-  list.  What  will  it  signify  if 
one,  two,  or  three  more  are  added?  My 
wife  and  child  shall  escape  from  this  gulf, 
carrying  treasures  with  them ;  she  will 
live  and  may  yet  be  happy,  since  her  child, 
in  whom  all  her  love  is  centered,  will  be 
with  her.  I  shall  have  performed  a  good 
action,  and  my  heart  will  be  lighter." 
And  the  procureur  du  roi  breathed  more 
freely  than  he  had  done  for  some  time. 

The  carriage  stoppml  at  the  door  of  the 
hotel.  Villefort  leai)i'd  out  of  the  carriage, 
and  saw  his  servants,  surprised  at  his 
early  return  :  he  could  read  no  other  ex- 
pression on  their  features.  Neither  of 
them  spoke  to  him  :  they  merely  stood 
aside  to  let  him  pass  by.  as  usual,  nothing 
more.  As  he  passed  by  M.  Noirtier's  room, 
he  perceived,  through  the  half-o[H>ii  door. 


two  figures ;  but  he  experienced  no  curi- 
osity to  know  who  was  visiting  his  father- 
anxiety  carried  him  on  further. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  as  he  ascended  the 
stairs  leading  to  his  wife's  room,  ••  nothing 
is  changed  here."  He  then  closed  the  door 
of  the  landing.  •'•'  No  one  must  disturb 
us,"  he  said  ;  "  I  must  speak  freely  to  her, 
accuse  myself,  and  say — "he  approached 
the  door,  touched  the  crystal  handle,  which 
3^ielded  to  his  hand.  "  Not  locked  I  "  he 
cried  ;  "  that  is  well,"  And  he  entered 
the  little  room  in  which  Edward  slept ;  for 
though  the  child  went  to  school  during-  the 
day,  his  mother  could  not  allow  him  to  be 
separated  from  her  at  night.  With  a  sin- 
gle glance  Villefort's  eye  ran  through  the 
room.  "  Not  here,"  he  said  ;  "  doubtless 
she  is  in  her  bedroom."  He  rushed  to- 
ward the  door ;  it  was  bolted  ;  he  stopped, 
shuddering.  "Heloise!"  he  cried.  He 
fancied  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  piece  of 
furniture  being  removed.  '-'  Heloise  I  "  he 
repeated.  "  Who  is  there?"  answered  the 
voice  of  her  he  sought.  He  thought  that 
voice  more  feeble  than  usual,  "  Open 
the  door!"  cried  Villefort,  "open,  it  is 
I.""  But  notwithstanding  this  request, 
notwithstanding  the  tone  of  anguish  in 
which  it  was  uttered,  the  door  remained 
closed.  Villefort  burst  it  open  with  a 
violent  blow.  At  tlie  entrance  of  the  room 
which  led  to  her  boudoir.  Madame  de  Ville- 
fort was  standing-  erect,  pale,  lier  features 
contracted,  and  her  eyes  glaring-  horribly. 
"  Heloise  !  Heloise  I "'  he  said.  '*  what  is  the 
matter?  Speak  I "'  The  ,young  woman 
extended  her  stiff  white  hand  toward  liim, 
'•  It  is  done,  sir  !  "  she  said,  with  a  rattling- 
which  seemed  to  tear  her  t  liroat.  *•  What 
more  do  you  want  ?  "  and  she  fell  on  the 
floor.  Villefort  ran  to  her  and  seized  her 
hand,  which  convidsively  clasped  a  crystal 
bottle  with  a  golden  stopper.  Afadamede 
Villefort  was  dead.  Villefort.  maddened 
with  horror,  stepped  back  to  the  threshold 
of  the  door,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  corpse : 
'-  My  son  I  "'  he  exclaimed  suddenly. 
'•  where  is  my  son  ?— Edward,  Edwaixi  !  " 
and  he  rushed  out  of  tlio  room,  still  crying-, 
"  Edward  !  Edward  !  "  The  name  was 
pronounced  in  such  a  tone  of  anguish  that 
the   servants   ran    up.       ''Where    is    mv 
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son?"  asked  Villefort ;  'Met  him  be  re- 
moved from  the  house,  that  he  ma}'  not 
see — " — "Master  Edward  is  not  down- 
stairs, sir,"  replied  the  valet-de-chambre. 

''  Then  he  must  be  playing-  in  the  gar- 
den ;  g-o  and  see." — *"'  No,  sir  ;  Madame  de 
Villefort  sent  for  him  half  an  hour  ag^o  ; 
he  went  into  her  room,  and  has  not  been 
downstairs  since."  A  cold  perspiration 
burst  out  on  Yillefort's  brow ;  his  legs 
trembled,  and  his  brain  filled  with  a  con- 
fused maze  of  ideas.  ''In  Madame  de 
Villefort's  room?"  he  murmured,  and 
slowh'  returned,  with  one  hand  wiping  his 
forehead,  and  with  the  other  supporting 
himself  against  the  wall.  To  enter  the 
room,  he  must  again  see  tlie  body  of  his 
unliappy  wife.  To  call  Edwartl  lie  must 
re-awaken  the  echo  of  that  room  which 
now  appeared  like  a  sepulcher  :  to  speak 
seemed  like  violating  the  silence  of  the 
tomb.  His  tongue  clave  to  the  roof  of  his 
mouth. 

"  Edward  I  "  he  stammered  —  "  Ed- 
ward !  "  The  child  did  not  answer. 
Where,  then,  could  he  be,  if  he  had  en- 
tered his  mother's  room  and  not  since 
returned?  He  stepped  forward.  The 
corpse  of  Madame  de  Villefort  was 
stretched  across  the  doorway  leading  to 
tlie  room  in  whicli  Edward  nmst  be  :  those 
glaring  e\es  seemed  to  watch  over  the 
threshold,  and  the  lips  expressed  a  terri- 
ble and  mj'sterious  irony.  Through  the 
open  door  a  poi-tion  of  the  boudoir  was 
visil)h',  containing  an  npriglit  piano,  and 
a  blue  satin  couch.  Villffort  stepped  for- 
ward two  or  three  p;ices,  and  beheld  his 
child  lying — no  doultt  ash'op  on  the  sofa. 
The  unhappy  man  uttered  an  exclamation 
of  joy  ;  a  ray  of  light  seemed  to  penetrate 
tlu!  abyss  of  dfspair  and  darkness.  He 
has  only  to  step  over  I  he  eori^se,  etiter 
the  boudoir,  take  tin;  child  in  his  ai-ms, 
and  flee  far,  far  away. 

Villefort  no  longei*  presented  a  type  of 
civilized  man  :  he  more  resembled  a  tiger 
wounded  to  death,  whose  teeth  were 
broken  in  his  last  agony.  He  no  longer 
feared  realities,  but  phantoms.  He  leaped 
over  the  corpse  as  thougli  it  had  been  a 
furnace.  He  took  the  child  in  his  arms, 
pressed  him,  shook  him,  cilled   him.   h\\\, 


the  child  replied  not.  He  pressed  his 
burning  lips  to  the  cheeks,  but  they  were 
icy  cold  and  pale;  he  felt  his  stiffened 
limbs ;  he  pressed  his  hand  upon  the  heart, 
but  it  no  longer  beat ;  the  child  was  dead. 
A  folded  paper  fell  from  Edward's  breast. 
Villefort,  thunderstruck,  fell  upon  his 
knees;  the  child  dropped  from  his  arms, 
and  rolled  on  the  floor  by  the  side  of  its 
mother.  He  picked  up  the  paper,  and, 
recognizing  his  wife's  writing,  ran  his 
eyes  rapidly  over  its  contents  :  the\'  were 
as  follows  : 

"  You  know  that  I  was  a  good  mother, 
since  it  was  for  my  son's  sake  I  became 
criminal.  A  good  mother  cannot  depart 
without  her  son." 

Villefoi't  could  not  believe  his  eyes — he 
could  not  believe  his  reason  ;  he  dragged 
himself  toward  the  child's  corpse,  and  ex- 
amined it  as  a  lioness  contemplates  its 
dead  cub.  Then  a  piercing  cry  escaped 
from  his  breast,  and  he  cried,  "Still  the 
hand  of  God."  The  two  victims  alarmed 
him  ;  he  could  not  bear  the  solitude  only 
shared  b}'  two  corpses.  Until  then  he 
had  been  sustained  \)y  rage,  hy  his 
strength  of  mind,  by  despair,  hy  the  su- 
preme agonj'  wliich  led  the  Titans  to  scale 
the  heavens,  and  Ajax  to  def\'  the  gods. 
He  now  rose,  his  head  bent  beneath  the 
weight  of  grief,  and  shaking  his  damp 
staring  liaii-— he  who  had  never  felt  com- 
passion for  any  one  determined  to  seek 
his  fnther,  that  he  might  have  someone 
to  whom  he  could  relate  his  misfortunes — 
some  one  by  whose  side  he  might  weep. 
He  descended  the  little  stairs  with  which 
we  aie  acquainted,  and  entered  Noirti<'r's 
room.  The  old  man  appeared  to  be  listen- 
ing attentively  and  as  affectionately  as 
his  infirmities  would  allow  to  the  Abbe 
Bu.soni,  who  looked  cold  and  calm,  as 
usual.  Villefort,  perceiving  the  abbe, 
passed  his  hand  aci'oss  liis  brow.  He 
recollected  the  call  he  had  made  upon 
him  after  the  dinner  at.  Auteuil.  and  then 
the  visit  the  abl)e  h:ui  himself  paid  to  his 
house  on  the  day  of  Valentine's  death. 
"You  here,  sir  I  "  he  exclaimed;  "do 
3'ou.  then,  never  appear  but  to  act  as  an 
escort  to  death  ?  " 
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Busoni  turned  round,  and  perceiving 
the  excitement  depicted  on  the  magis- 
trate's face,  the  savage  luster  of  his  eyes, 
lie  understood  that  the  scene  of  the  assizes 
had  been  accomplished  ;  but  beyond  this 
he  was  ignorant.  ''  I  came  to  praj'  over 
the  body  of  your  daughter." 

''And,  now.  why  are  you  here  ?  " 

"I  come  to  tell  you  that  you  have  suffi- 
ciently repaid  your  debt,  and  that  from 
this  moment  I  will  pray  to  God  to  forgive 
3^ou  as  I  do." 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  exclaimed  Villefort, 
stepping  back  fearfully,  ''surely  that  is 
not  the  voice  of  the  Abbe  Busoni  !  " 

"ISTo!"  the  abbe  threw  off  his  false 
tonsure,  shook  his  head,  and  his  hair, 
no  longer  confined,  fell  in  black  masses 
around  his  manly  face. 

"It  is  the  face  of  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  !  "  exclaimed  the  procureur  du  roi, 
with  a  haggard  expression. 

"You  are  not  exactly  right,  M.  le 
Procureur  du  Roi;  you  must  go  farther 
back."  —  "  That  voice  !  that  voice  !  — 
where  did  I  first  hear  it  ?  " 

"  You  heard  it  for  the  first  time  at 
Marseilles,  twent3--three  years  ago,  the 
day  of  ,your  marriage  with  Mademoiselle 
de  Saint-Meran.     Refer  to  your  papers." 

"You  are  not  Busoni?  —  yQ\x  are  not 
Monte-Cristo  ?  Oh,  heavens !  you  are, 
then,  some  concealed,  implacable,  and 
mortal  enemy  !  I  must  have  wronged 
3^ou  in  some  way  at  Marseilles.  Oh  !  woe 
is  me  !  " 

"Yes;  you  are,  indeed,  right,"  said 
the  count,  crossing  his  arms  over  his 
broad  chest ;  "  search  I  search  !  "— "  But 
what  have  I  done  to  you  ? "  exclaimed 
Villefort,  whose  mind  was  balancing  be- 
tween reason  and  insanity,  in  that  cloud 
which  is  neither  a  dream  nor  reality, 
"  what  have  I  done  to  you  ?  Tell  me, 
then  !     Speak  !  " 

"You  condemned  me  to  a  horrible, 
tedious  death — you  killed  my  father — you 
deprived  me  of  liberty,  of  love,  and  hap- 
piness." 

"  Who  are  you,  then  ?   Who  are  you  ?" 

"I  am  the  specter  of  a  wretch  you 
buried  in  the  dungeons  of  the  Chateau 
ci'If,     The  form  of  the   Count    of  Monle- 


Cristo  was  given  to  that  specter  when  he 
at  length  issued  from  his  tomb,  enriched 
with  gold  and  diamonds  to  reconduct  him 


to    you 


Ah  !    I    recognize  jou !     I 


recognize  3'ou  I     exclaimed  the  procureur 
du  roi ;  "you  are — " 

••  I  am  Edmond  Dantes  I  " 

"  You  are  Edmond  Dantes  !  "  cried 
Villefort,  seizing  the  count  by  the  wrist, 
"Then  come  here!"  And  he  dragged 
Monte-Cristo  up  the  stairs  ;  who,  ignorant 
of  what  had  happened,  followed  him  in 
astonishment,  presnging  some  new  catas- 
trophe. "Hold,  Edmond  Dantes  1  "  he 
said,  pointing  to  the  bodies  of  his  wife 
and  child.  "  See  !  are  you  well  avenged  ?" 
Monte-Cristo  became  pale  at  this  horrible 
sight ;  he  felt  he  had  passed  bej'ond  the 
bounds  of  vengeance,  and  that  he  could 
no  longer  sa}',  "  God  is  for  and  with 
me."  W^ith  ;in  expression  of  indescriba- 
ble anguish  he  threw  himself  on  the  body 
of  the  child,  reopened  its  e^'es,  felt  its 
pulse,  and  then  rushed  with  him  into 
Valentine's  room,  of  which  he  double- 
locked  the  door.  "My  child!"  cried 
Villefort,  "he  carries  away  the  body  of 
my  child  !  Oh  !  curses,  woe,  death  to 
you!"  and  he  tried  to  follow  Monte- 
Cristo;  but,  as  though  in  a  dream,  he 
was  transfixed  to  the  ''spot :  his  eyes 
glared  as  though  they  were  starting 
through  the  sockets ;  he  griped  the  flesh 
on  his  chest,  until  his  nails  were  stained 
with  blood  ;  the  veins  of  his  temples 
swelled  and  boiled  as  though  they  would 
burst  their  narrow  boundary  and  deluge 
his  brain  with  living  fire.  This  lasted 
several  minutes,  until  tlie  frightful  ovi-r- 
turn  of  reason  was  accomplished  ;  tlien. 
uttering  a  loud  cry,  followed  by  a  bui"st 
of  laughter,  he  rushed  down  the  stairs. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterward,  the 
door  of  Valentine's  room  opened,  and 
Monte-Cristo  reappeared.  Pale,  with  a 
dull  eye  and  heavy  heart,  all  the  noble 
features  of  that  face,  usually  so  calm  and 
serene,  appeared  overturned  by  griff.  In 
his  arms  he  held  the  child,  whom  no  skill 
had  been  able  to  recall  to  life.  Bending 
on  one  knee,  he  placed  it  reveivntly  by  the 
side  of  its  mother,  with  iti,  head  upon  her 
breast.     Then   rising,   he    went   out,  and 
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meeting-  a  servant  on  the  stairs,  he  aslced 
— "  Where  is  M.  de  Villefort  ?  " 

The  servant,  instead  of  answering-, 
pointed  to  the  g-arden.  Monte-Cristo  ran 
down  the  steps,  and,  advancing  toward 
the  spot  designated,  beheld  Villefort,  en- 
circled by  his  servants,  with  a  spade  in 
his  hand,  and  digging  the  earLh  with 
fury.  "It  is  not  here  !"  he  cried.  "It 
is  not  here  !  '"  And  then  he  moved  far- 
ther on,  and  recommenced  digging. 

Monte-Cristo  approached  him  and  said, 
in  a  low  voice,  with  an  expression  almost 
humble — "  Sir,  you  have  indeed  lost  a 
son  ;  but — " 

Villefort  interrupted  him  :  he  had 
neither  listened  nor  heard.  '•  Oh,  I  ivill 
find  it !  "  he  cried  ;  "you  maj-  pretend  he 
is  not  here,  but  I  will  find  him,  though  I 
dig  forever  !  "  Monte-Cristo  drew  back 
in  horror.  " Oh  I  "'  he  said,  "he  is  mad  ! '' 
And  as  though  he  feared  that  the  walls  of 
the  accursed  house  would  crumble  around 
him,  he  rushed  into  the  street,  for  the 
first  time  doubting  whether  he  had  the 
right  to  do  as  he  had  done.  "  Oh  !  enough 
of  this — enough  of  this,"'  he  cried,  "let 
me  save  tlie  last."  On  entering  his  house, 
he  met  Morrel,  who  wandei-ed  about  like 
a  ghost.  "Prepare  yourself,  Maximil- 
ian," he  said,  with  a  smile;  ••we  leave 
Paris  to-morrow." — "Have  you  nothing 
more  to  do  there  ?  "  asked  Morrel.  "  No," 
replied  ^Monte-Cristo :  •'  God  grant  I 
may  not  have  done  too  much  already." 

The  next  day  they  indeed  left,  accom- 
panied alone  by  Baptistin.  Haydee  had 
taken  away  Ali,  and  Beituccio  remained 
with  Noirtier. 


CHAPTER  CXIl. 

THE     I)  E  P  A  K  T  U  K  E. 

The  recent  «'vents  formed  the  theme  of 
conversation  tliroughout  all  Paris.  Em- 
manuel and  liis  wife  conversed  witli  nat- 
ural astonishment  in  tlieir  little  apart- 
ment in  the  Rue  Meslay  upon  the  three 
successive,  sudden,  and  most  unexpected 
catastrophes  of  Morccrf,  Danglais,  and 
Villefort.  Maximilian,  who  was  paying 
them  a  visit',  listened  to  their  conversa- 
tion, or  rather  was  present  at  it,  plunged 
in  his  accustomed  state  of  apathy.     "  In- 


deed," said  Julie,  •'might  we  not  almost 
fanc3-,  Emmanuel,  that  those  people,  so 
rich,  so  happ3-  but  yestertia^',  had  for- 
gotten, in  their  prosperity,  that  an  evil 
genius  hovered  over  them,  who,  like  the 
wicked  fairies  in  Perrault's  stories,  pre- 
senting themselves,  unbidden,  at  some 
wedding  or  baptism,  has  appeared  all  at 
once  to  revenge  himself  for  their  fatal 
neglect  ?  " — "  What  a  dire  misfortune  1  " 
said  Emmanuel,  thinking  of  Morcerf  and 
Danglars. 

"'  What  dreadful  sufferings  !"  said  Julie, 
remembering  Valentine,  but  whom,  with 
a  delicac}'  natural  to  women,  she  did  not 
name  before  her  brother. 

"'  If  the  Supreme  Being  Ijas  directed  the 
fatal  blow,"  said  Emmanuel,  "it  must  be 
that  He  in  His  great  goodness  has  per- 
ceived nothing  in  the  past  lives  of  these 
people  to  merit  mitigation  of  their  awful 
punishment." 

"  Do  you  not  form  a  very  rash  judg- 
ment, Emmanuel  ?  "'  said  Julie.  "  Wlien 
my  father,  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  was 
once  on  the  point  of  committing  suicide, 
had  any  one  then  said,  *  This  man  de- 
serves his  miser3','  would  not  that  person 
have  been  deceived  ?  " 

"  Yes;  but  your  father  was  not  allowed 
to  fall.  A  being  was  commissioned  to 
arrest  the  fatal  hand  of  Death  about  to 
descend  on  him." 

Emmaiuiel  had  scarcely  uttered  these 
words,  when  the  sound  of  the  bell  was 
heard,  the  well-known  signal  given  by  the 
poi-ter  that  a  visitor  had  arrived.  Nearly 
at  the  same  instant,  the  door  of  the  room 
was  opened,  and  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  appeared  on  the  threshold.  The 
young  people  uttered  a  cry  of  joy,  while 
Maximilian  raised  his  head,  but  let  it  fall 
again  imnu'diately.  "  Maximilian,"  said 
the  count,  without  appearing  to  notice  the 
dilTcrent  impiessions  which  his  presence 
produced  on  the  little  circle,  "  I  come  to 
seek  you." 

"  To  seek  me  ?  "  repeated  Morrel,  as  if 
awakening  f?-om  a  dream. 

"Yes,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  has  it  not 
been  agreed  that.  I  should  take  you  with 
me.  and  did  I  not  tell  you  yesterday  to 
pi'epare  for  departure  ?  " 
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"I   am  ready,"  said    Maximilian;    "I 
came  expressly  to  wish  them  farewell." 

''Whither  are  3'ou  going-,  count?  " 
asked  Julie. 

'"In  the  first  instance  to  Marseilles, 
madame." 

••To  Marseilles  I  "  exclaimed  the  young- 
couple. 

"  Yes,  and  I  take  your  brother  with 
me." — "Oh!  count,"  said  Julie,  •'  will 
3^ou  restore  him  to  us  cured  of  his  melan- 
choly ?  "  Morrel  turned  away  to  conceal 
the  confusion  of  his  countenance. — •'You 
perceive,  then,  that  he  is  not  happ^^  l-*  " 
said  the  count. — "  Yes,"  replied  the  j^oung- 
woman  ;  "  and  I  fear  much  that  he  finds 
our  home  but  a  dull  one." 

"\  will  undertake  to  divert  him,"  re- 
plied the  count. 

"I  am  readj^  to  accompany  you,  sii%" 
said  Maximilian.  "Adieu,  my  kind 
friends  !  Emmanuel  !  Julie  !  Fare- 
Avell  !  " — "  How,  farewell  ?  "  exclaimed 
Julie;  "do  you  leave  us  thus,  so  sud- 
denh-,  without  an}^  preparations  for  your" 
journey,  without  even  a  passport  ?  " 

"  Needless  delays  but  increase  the  g'l-iel" 
of  parting-,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  "and 
Maximilian  has  doubtless  provided  him- 
self with  everything  requisite  ;  at  least,  I 
advised  him  to  do  so." 

'•  I  have  a  passport,  and  my  clothes  are 
ready  packed,"  said  Morrel,  in  his  tran- 
quil but  mournful  manner. 

"  Good  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  smihng- ; 
"in  these  prompt  arrang-ements  we  rec- 
og-nize  the  order  of  a  well-discipHned  sol- 
dier." 

"And  you  quit  us  thus?"  said  Julie, 
"at  a  moment's  warning-;  you  do  not 
give  us  a  day — no,  not  even  an  hour  be- 
fore your  departure  ?  " 

"  M}'^  carriage  is  at  the  door,  madame  : 
and  I  must  be  in  Rome  in  live  days." 

"But  does  Maximilian  go  to  Rome  ?  " 
exclaimed  Emmanuel. 

"  I  am  going  wherever  it  may  please 
the  count  to  lead  me,"  said  Morrel,  with 
a  smile  full  of  grief:  "I  am  d(>voted  to 
him  for  the  next  month." — "Oh!  heav- 
ens! how  strangely  he  expresses  himself, 
count !  "  said  Julie.  j 

'*  Maximilian  accompanies  me."  said  the  ! 


count,  in  his  kindest  and  most  persuasive 
manner:  "therefore  do  not  make  your- 
self uneasy  on   your  brother's  account," 

••Once  more  farewell,  my  dear  sister; 
Emmanuel,  adieu  !  "  Morrel  repeated. 

'•His  carelessness  and  indilTerence 
touch  me  to  the  heart,"  said  Julie. 
"  Oh  !  Maximilian,  Maximilian,  you  are 
concealing  something  from  us." 

"Pshaw!"  said  Monte-Cristo,  '-you 
will  see  him  return  to  you  gay,  smiling, 
and  jo3-ful." 

Maximilian  cast  a  look  of  disdain,  al- 
most of  anger,  on  the  count. — ••  We  must 
leave  3'^ou,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 

"Before  you  quit  us,  count,"  said  Julie, 
"  will  you  permit  us  to  express  to  you  all 
that  the  other  day — " 

•'  Madame,"  interrupted  the  count,  tak- 
ing her  hands  in  his,  "  all  that  ^'ou  could 
say  in  words  would  never  express  that 
which  I  read  in  your  e^'es ;  the  thoughts 
of  your  heart  are  fully  understood  by 
mine.  Like  benefactors  in  romances,  I 
should  have  left  j^ou  without  seeing  you 
again  ;  but  that  would  have  been  a  virtue 
beyond  my  strength,  because  I  am  a  weak 
and  vain  man,  fond  of  the  tender,  kind, 
and  thankful  glances  of  my  fellow-creat- 
ures. On  tlie  eve  of  departure,  I  carry 
my  egotism  so  far  as  to  say,  *Do  not  for- 
get me,  my  kind  friends,  for  probably  j'ou 
will  never  see  me  again.'  '' — "  Xever  see 
you  again  !"  exclaiujed  Emmanuel,  while 
two  large  tears  rolled  down  Julie's  cheeks, 
"  never  behold  you  again  !  It  is  not  a 
man  then,  but  some  angel,  that  leaves  us, 
and  this  angel  is  on  the  point  of  returning 
to  heaven  after  having  appeared  on  earth 
to  do  good." 

"Say  not  so,"  quickly  returned  Monte- 
Cristo —  "say  not  so,  my  friends:  angels 
never  err,  celestial  beings  remain  whore 
thi\\'  wish  to  be  :  fate  is  not  more  [K)wer- 
ful  than  they  :  it  is  they  who.  on  the  con- 
traiy,  overcome  fate.  No  !  Emmanuel. 
I  am  but  a  man,  and  your  admiration  is 
as  unmerited  as  your  words  ai^e  saoriie- 
gious."  And  pressing  his  lips  on  the 
hand  of  Julie,  wiio  lushed  into  his  arms, 
he  extended  hisotlier  liand  to  Emiuanuol: 
then  tearing  himself  from  this  house,  the 
abode  of  peace  and  happiness,  ho  made  a 
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sig-n  to  Maximilian,  who  followed  him 
passively  with  the  indifFei-ence  which  was 
perceptible  in  him  ever  since  the  death 
of  Valentine  had  so  stunned  him.  "Re- 
store my  brother  to  peace  and  happi- 
ness," whispered  Julie  to  Monte-Cristo. 
And  the  count  pressed  her  hand  in  reply, 
as  he  had  done  eleven  years  before  on  the 
staircase  leading-  to  Morrel's  stud3\ 

"  You  still  confide,  then,  in  Sinbad  the 
Sailor?  "  asked  he,  smiling-. 

"Oh  !  yes,"  was  the  ready  answer. 

"Well,  then,  sleep  in  peace,  and  put 
your  trust  in  the  Lord."  As  we  have  be- 
fore said,  the  post-chaise  was  waiting; 
foui'  powerful  horses  were  already  paw- 
ing- the  ground  with  impatience,  while  at 
the  foot  of  the  steps,  Ali,  his  face  bathed 
in  perspiration,  and  apparently  just  ar- 
rived from  a  long  walk,   was  standing. 

"  Well,"  asked  the  count  in  Arabic, 
"have  you  been  to  the  old  man's  ?"  Ali 
made  a  sign  in  the  afflrmative. 

"  And  have  you  placed  the  letter  before 
him,  as  I  ordered  you  to  do  ?  " 

The  slave  respectfully  signalized  that  he 
had.  "And  what  did  he  say,  or  rather 
do  ?  "  Ali  placed  himself  in  the  light,  so 
that  his  master  might  see  him  distinctly, 
and  then  imitating  in  his  intelligent  man- 
ner the  countenance  of  the  old  man,  he 
closed  his  eyes,  as  Noirtier  was  in  the 
custom  of  doing  when  saying-  "  yes." 

"  Good  !  he  accepts,"  said  Monte-Cristo. 
"Now  let  us  g-o." 

These  words  had  scarcely  escaped  him, 
when  the  carriage  was  on  its  road  ;  and 
the  feet  of  tl)(;  horses  struck  a  showei'  of 
sparks  from  the  pavement.  Maximilian 
settled  iiimself  in  hiscoi-nci-  without  utter- 
ing a  word.  Half  an  hour  had  lied  when 
th<!  carriage  stopped  suddenly  ;  the  count 
had  just  p. died  tlie  silken  check-sti-ing, 
wliich  was  fastfMied  to  Ali's  finger.  The 
Nubian  immediately'  descended  and  opened 
the  carriages  door.  It  was  a  lovely  star- 
light night — they  liad  just  reached  the  top 
of  tiie  hill  Villejuif,  the  platform  from 
whence  Paris,  like  some  dark  sea,  is  seen 
to  agitate  its  millions  of  lights,  res(Mubling 
phosphoric  waves — waves,  indeed,  more 
noisy,  more  passionate,  more  changeable, 
more   furious,    more   greedy,    than    lliose 


of  the  tempestuous  ocean — waves  which 
never  lie  calm,  like  those  of  the  vast  sea — 
waves  ever  destructive,  ever  foaming,  and 
ever  restless.  The  count  remained  alone, 
and  on  a  sign  from  his  hand  the  carriage 
advanced  some  steps.  He  contemplated 
for  some  time,  with  his  arms  crossed,  the 
vast  city.  When  he  had  fixed  his  piercing 
look  on  this  modern  Babylon,  which  equally 
engages  the  contemplation  of  the  religious 
enthusiast,  the  materialist,  and  the  scof- 
fer— "Great  cit}-,"  murmured  he,  inclin- 
ing his  head,  and  joining  his  hands  as  if  in 
prayer,  "  less  t.lian  six  months  have  elapsed 
since  first  I  entered  thy  gates.  I  believe 
that  the  Spirit  of  God  led  ni}'^  steps  to 
thee,  and  that  He  also  enables  me  to  quit 
thee  in  triumph  :  the  secret  cause  of  m^-^ 
presence  within  tin'  walls  I  have  confided 
alone  to  Him,  who  only  has  had  the  power 
to  read  mj-  heart.  God  only  knows  that 
I  retire  from  thee  without  pride  or  hatred, 
but  not  without  man^^  regrets ;  He  only 
knows  that  the  power  confided  to  me  has 
never  been  made  subservient  to  my  per- 
sonal good  or  to  any  useless  cause.  Oh  ! 
great  city  !  it  is  in  thy  palpitating  bosom 
that  I  have  found  that  which  I  sought : 
like  a  patient  miner,  I  have  dug  deep  into 
thy  very  entrails  to  root  out  evil  thence ; 
now  m^'  work  is  accomplished,  my  mission 
is  terminated,  now  thou  canst  neither  af- 
ford me  pain  nor  pleasure.  Adieu,  Paris  ! 
adieu  !  " 

His  look  wandered  over  the  vast  plain 
like  that  of  .some  genius  of  the  night;  he 
passed  his  hand  over  his  brow,  and,  get- 
ting into  the  cari'iage,  the  door  was  closed 
on  him,  and  it  quickly  disappeared  on  the 
other  side  of  the  hill  in  a  cloud  of  dust  and 
noise. 


CHAPTER  CXni. 

THE   HOUSE   IN   THE    ALLIES    DE    MEILLAN. 

Ten  leagues  were  passed  without  a  sin- 
gle word  being  pronounced.  Morrel  was 
dreaming,  and  Monte-Cristo  was  looking 
at  the  dj'eauier. 

"Morrel,"  said  the  count  to  him  at 
length,  "  do  you  r(>pent  having  followed 
me  ?  " — "  No,  count :  but  to  leave  Paris — " 

"If  I  thought  happiness  might  await 
you  in  Paris,    Morrel.   I   v/ould  have  left 
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3'ou  there." — ''Valentine  reposes  within 
the  walls  of  Paris,  and  to  leave  Paris  is 
like  losing-  her  a  second  time." 

"Maximilian,"  said  the  count,  "the 
friends  that  we  have  lost  do  not  repose  in 
the  bosom  of  the  earth,  but  are  buried 
deep  in  our  hearts  ;  and  it  has  been  thus 
ordained,  that  we  may  always  be  accom- 
panied by  them.  I  have  two  friends,  who 
in  this  way  never  depart  from  me ;  the 
one  who  gave  me  being,  and  the  other 
who  conferred  knowledge  and  intelligence 
on  me.  Their  spirits  live  in  me.  I  con- 
sult them  when  doubtful,  and  if  I  ever  do 
diwy  good,  it  is  to  their  good  counsels  that 
I  am  indebted.  Listen  to  the  voice  of 
your  heart,  Morrel,  and  ask  it  whether 
3'ou  ought  to  preserve  this  melanchol3- 
exterior  toward  me." — "My  friend,"  said 
Maximilian,  "the  voice  of  my  heart  is 
ver.y  sorrowful,  and  points  out  the  future 
in  most  unhappy  colors." 

"It  is  ever  thus  that  Aveakened  minds, 
see  ever^'thing  as  .through  a  black  veil ; 
the  soul  forms  its  own  horizons ;  your 
soul  is  darkened,  and  consequentl^y  the 
sky  of  the  future  appears  storm}^  and 
unpromising." — "That  may  possibly-  be 
true,"  said  Maximilian ;  and  he  again 
subsided  into  his  thoughtful  mood. 

The  journe3'  was  performed  with  that 
marvelous  rapidity  which  the  unlimited 
power  of  the  count  ever  commanded, 
towns  fled  from  them  like  shadows  on 
their  path,  and  trees  shaken  b3'  the  first 
winds  of  autumn  seemed  like  giants  madl3' 
rushing  on  to  meet  them,  and  retreating 
as  rapid I3'  when  once  reached.  The  fol- 
lowing morning  the\'  arrived  at  Chalons, 
where  the  count's  steamboat  waited  for 
them ;  without  an  instant  being  lost,  the 
carriage  was  placed  on  board,  and  the 
two  travelers  embarked  without  delay. 
The  boat  was  built  for  speed  ;  her  two 
paddle-wheels  resembled  two  wings  with 
which  she  skimmed  the  water  like  a  bird. 
Morrel  was  not  insensible  to  that  sensa- 
tion of  delight  which  is  generall3^  experi- 
enced in  passing  rapidl3'  through  the  air. 
and  the  wind,  which  occasionallv  raised 
the  hair  from  his  forehead,  seemed  on  the 
point  of  dispelling  momentarily  the  clouds 
collected  there.     As  the  distance  increased 


between  the  travelers  and  Paris,  and  al- 
most superhuman  serenity  appeared  to 
surround  the  count,  he  might  have  been 
taken  for  an  exile  about  to  revisit  his 
native  land. 

Ere  long  Marseilles  presented  herself 
to  view.  Marseilles,  full  of  life  and  energy 
—  Marseilles,  the  j^oung  sister  of  Tyre 
and  Carthage,  that  has  succeeded  to 
them  in  the  empire  of  the  Mediterranean 
— Marseilles,  that  with  age  increases  in 
vigor  and  strength — Marseilles  was  seen. 
Powerful  memories  were  stirred  within 
them  b3^  the  sight  of  that  round  tower, 
that  Fort  Saint-Nicolas,  that  port  with 
its  qua3^s  of  brick,  where  the3' had  b(»th 
gamboled  as  children:  and  it  was  with 
one  accord  that  they  stopped  on  the  Can- 
nebiere.  A  vessel  was  setting  sail  for 
Algiers,  on  board  of  which  the  bustle  usu- 
ally attending  departure  prevailed.  The 
passengers  and  their  relations  crowded 
on  the  deck,  friends  taking  a  tender, 
but  sorrowful  leave  of  each  other,  some 
weeping,  others  noisy  in  their  grief,  formed 
a  spectacle,  exciting  even  to  those  who 
witnessed  similar  ones  dail3',  but  which 
had  not  the  power  to  disturb  the  current 
of  thought  that  had  taken  possession  |of 
the  mind  of  Maximilian  from  the  moment 
he  had  set  foot  on  the  broad  pavement  of 
the  qua3^ 

"  Here,"  said  he,  leaning  heavilv  on  the 
arm  of  Monte-Cristo — "here   is  the  spot 
where  m3'  father  stopped,  when  the  Pha- 
rnon  entered  the  port:  it  was  here  that 
the  good  old   man  whom  a'ou  saved  from 
death    and   dishonor   threw  himself   into 
m3' arms.     I  3et  feel  his  warm  tears  on 
nw  face,  and  his  were  not  the  only  tears 
shed,  for  man3'  who  witnessed  our  meet- 
ing   wept    also."      ]\Ionte-Ci'isto    gentlv^ 
smiled  and  said — "I  was  there  ;  "  at  the 
same  time  pointing  to   the  corner  ol    a 
street.     As   he   s[)oke,   and   in    the    verv 
direction  he  indicated,  a  groan,  expressive 
of  bitter  giMef,  was  heard  :  and  a  wom;ui 
was  seen  waving  her  hand  to  a  passenger 
on  board  the  vessel  about  to  sail.     Monte- 
Cristo  look(>d  at  her  with  an  emotion  that 
nuist  have  been  remarked  by  .Alorrel  had 
not  his  e3'es  been  fixed  on  the  vessel. 

"  Oh  I    heavens!"    e.xolaimed    ^lorrel, 
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"I  do  not  deceive  myself — that  young- 
man  who  is  waving-  his  hat,  that  youth 
in  the  uniform  of  a  heutenant,  is  Albert 
de  Morcerf  I " 

"Yes/'  said  Monte-Cristo,  "I  recog- 
nized him." — "How  so?  you  were  look- 
ing the  other  way."  The  count  smiled, 
as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  doing  when  he 
did  not  want  to  make  any  reply,  and  he 
ag-ain  turned  his  looks  toward  the  veiled 
female,  who  soon  disappeared  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  street.  Turning  to  his  friend — 
"Dear  Maximilian,"  said  the  count, 
"have  you  nothing  to  do  in  this  land?  " 

"  I  have  to  weep  over  the  grave  of  my 
father,"  replied  Morrel  in  a  broken  voice. 

"  Well,  then,  g-o — wait  for  me  there, 
and  I  will  soon  join  you." 

"  You  leave  me,  then  ?  "— "  Yes ;  I  also 
have  a  pious  visit  to  pa}'." 

Morrel  allowed  his  hand  to  fall  into  that 
which  the  count  extended  to  him ;  then 
with  an  inexpressible  melancholy  inclina- 
tion of  the  head  he  quitted  the  count,  and 
bent  his  steps  to  the  east  of  the  city. 
Monte-Cristo  remained  on  the  same  spot 
until  Maximilian  was  out  of  sight ;  he  then 
walked  slowl}'-  toward  the  AUees  de  Meil- 
lan  to  seek  out  a  small  house  wiLh  which 
our  readers  must  have  been  familiar  at 
the  commencement  of  this  stoiy.  It  yet 
stood  under  the  shade  of  the  fine  avenue 
of  lime-trees,  which  forms  one  of  the  most 
frequent  walks  of  the  idlers  of  Marseilles  ; 
covered  by  an  immense  vine,  which  spreads 
its  ag-ed  and  blackened  branches  over  the 
stone  front,  burned  yellow  by  the  ardent 
sun  of  the  south.  Two  stone  steps,  worn 
away  by  the  friction  of  1  he  feet,  led  to  the 
door,  madt;  of  three  planks,  which,  owing 
to  their  never  having  made  acquaintance 
with  paint  or  varnish,  parted  annually  to 
reunite  again  when  the  damp  season  ar- 
rived. This  house,  with  all  its  crumbling 
antiquity  and  apparent  misery,  was  yet 
cheerful  and  picturesque,  and  was  the 
same  that  old  Dantcs  formei-ly  inhabited 
— the  only  dilfereMce  being-  that  the  old 
man  occupied  merely  the  garret,  while 
the  whole  house  was  now  placed  at  the 
command  of  Mercedes  by  the  count. 

The  female  whom  the  count  had  seen 
leave   the  ship  witii  so  niiieh   reg-rct  en- 


tered this  house  ;  she  had  scarcely  closed 
the  door  after  her  when  Monte-Cristo  ap- 
peared at  the  corner  of  a  street,  so  that 
he  found  and  lost  her  again  almost  at  the 
same  instant.  The  worn-out  steps  were 
old  acquaintances  of  his;  he  knew  bet- 
ter than  any  one  else  how  to  open  that 
weather-beaten  door,  with  a  large-headed 
nail,  which  served  to  raise  the  latch  with- 
in. He  entered  without  knocking,  or  g-iv- 
ing^  any  other  intimation  of  his  presence, 
as  if  he  had  been  the  friend  or  the  master 
of  the  place.  At  the  end  of  a  passage, 
paved  with  bricks,  was  seen  a  little 
garden,  bathed  in  sunshine,  and  rich  in 
warmth  and  light — it  was  in  this  garden 
that  Mercedes  found,  in  the  place  indicated 
b\^  the  count,  the  sum  of  mone\"  wMiich  he, 
through  a  sense  of  delicac.y,  intimated  had 
been  placed  there  four-and-twenty  years 
previousl.y.  The  trees  of  the  g-arden  were 
easily  seen  from  the  steps  of  the  street- 
door.  Monte-Cristo,  on  stepping  into  the 
house,  heard  a  sigh,  almost  resembling  a 
deep  sob ;  he  looked  in  the  direction 
whence  it  came,  and  there,  under  an  arbor 
of  Virginian  jessamine,  with  its  thick  foli- 
age and  beautiful  long  purple  flowers,  he 
perceived  ]\Iercedes  seated,  with  her  head 
bowed,  and  weeping  bitterly.  She  had 
raised  her  veil,  and  with  her  face  hidden 
by  hei"  hands,  was  giving  free  scope  to 
those  sighs  and  tears  which  had  been  so 
long  restrained  by  the  presence  of  lier 
son.  Monte-Cristo  advanced  a  few  paces, 
which  were  heard  on  the  gravel.  Merce- 
des raised  her  head,  and  uttered  a  cry  of 
terror  on  beholding  a  man  before  her. 

"Madame,"  said  the  count,  "it  is  no 
longer  in  my  power  to  restore  you  to  liap- 
piness,  but  I  olFer  you  consolation  ;  will 
you  di'ign  to  accept  it  as  coming  from  a 
friend  ?'"—'•  I  am,  indeed,  most  wretch- 
ed," replied  Mercedes.  "Alone  in  the 
woi-ld,  I  had  b\it  my  son,  and  he  has  left 
me  !  "— •'  lie  possesses  a  noble  heart,  mad- 
ame,"  said  the  count,  "and  he  has  acted 
rightly.  He  feels  that  every  man  owes  a 
ti-ibute  to  his  country  ;  some  contribute 
their  talents,  others  their  industry:  tho.se 
devote  their  blood,  the.se  their  nightly 
labors,  to  the  same  cau.se.  Had  he  re- 
mained   with  you,  his   life  nmst  have  be- 
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come  a  hateful  burden,  nor  would  he  have 
participated  in  your  griefs.  He  will  in- 
crease in  streng-th  and  honor  by  strug"- 
gling-  with  adversity,  which  he  will  con- 
vert into  prosperity.  Leave  him  to  build 
up  the  future  for  you,  and  I  venture  to 
say  3^ou  will  confide  it  to  safe  hands." 

''Oh!''  replied  the  wretched  woman, 
mournfully  shaking"  her  head,  "  the  pros- 
perity of  wiiich  you  speak,  and  which, 
from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  I  pray  God 
in  His  mercy  to  grant  him,  I  can  never 
enjo}'.  The  bitter  cup  of  adversity  has 
been  drained  by  me  to  the  ver}'  dregs,  and 
I  feel  that  the  grave  is  not  far  distant. 
You  have  acted  kindl}'^,  count,  in  bring- 
ing me  back  to  the  place  where  I  have 
enjoyed  so  much  bliss.  I  ought  to  meet 
death  on  the  same  spot  where  happmess 
was  once  all  mj--  own." 

*'  Alas  !  "  said  Monte-Cristo,  "  your 
words  sear  and  embitter  m3^  heart,  the 
more  so  as  you  have  every  reason  to  hate 
me.  I  have  been  the  cause  of  all  your 
misfortunes ;  but  wh}--  do  you  pity,  in- 
stead of  blame  me  ?  You  render  me  still 
more  unhappy — " 

''  Hate  you,  blame  you  —  you,  Ed- 
mond !  Hate — reproach  the  man  that 
has  spared  my  son's  life  I  For  was  it 
not  j'^our  fatal  and  sanguinary  inten- 
tion to  destro}^  that  son  of  whom  M. 
de  Morcerf  was  so  proud  ?  Oh,  lool< 
at  me  well,  and  discover,  if  you  can, 
even  the  semblance  of  a  reproach  in  me." 
The  count  looked  up,  and  fixed  his  eyes 
on  Mercedes,  who,  partly  rising  from  her 
seat,  extended  both  her  hands  toward 
him.  ''Oh,  look  at  me,"  continued  she, 
with  a  feeling  of  profound  melancholy  : 
"  m}'  eyes  no  longer  dazzle  by  their  bril- 
liancy, for  the  time  has  long  fled  since  I 
used  to  smile  on  Edmond  Dantes.  who 
anxiously  looked  out  for  me  from  the  win- 
dow of  3'^onder  garret,  then  inhabited  by 
his  old  father.  Years  of  grief  have  cre- 
ated an  abyss  between  those  days  and  the 
present.  I  neither  reproacli  you  nor  hate 
you,  my  friend  !  Oh,  no.  Edmond,  it  is 
myself  that  I  blame,  myself  that  I  hate  ! 
Oh,  misei-able  creature  that  I  am  !  "  cried 
she,  clasping  her  hands,  and  raising  her 
eyes  to  heaven.     **  I  once  possessed  piety. 


innocence,  and  love,  the  three  ingredients 
of  the  happiness  of  angels,  and  now  what 
am  I?"  Monte-Cristo  approached  her, 
and  silently  took  her  hand.  "Xo,"  said 
she,  withdrawing  it  gently — ''no,  my 
friend,  touch  me  not.  You  have  spared 
me,  3'et  of  all  those  who  have  fallen  under 
your  vengeance  1  was  the  most  guiltj'. 
The\-  were  influenced  by  hatred,  by  ava- 
rice, and  by  self-love  ;  but  I  was  base, 
and,  for  want  of  courage,  acted  against 
my  judgment.  Nay,  do  not  press  my 
hand,  Edmond  ;  you  are  thinking  of  some 
kind  expression,  1  am  sure,  to  console  me, 
but  do  not  bestow  it  on  me,  for  I  am  no 
longer  worthy  of  kindness.  See  (and  slie 
exposed  her  face  completely  to  view) — 
"see,  misfortune  has  silvered  mj-  hair, 
my  eyes  have  shed  so  many  tears  that 
the}'  are  encircled  by  a  rim  of  purple,  and 
my  brow  is  wrinkled.  You,  Edmond,  on 
the  contrary,  you  are  still  young,  hand- 
some, dignified  :  it  is  because  you  have 
never  doubted  the  mercj-  of  God,  and  He 
has  supported  and  strengthened  you  in 
all  3'our  trials." 

As  Mercedes  spoke,  the  tears  cliased 
each  other  down  her  wan  cheeks  ;  the  un- 
happy woman's  heart  was  breaking,  as 
memory  recalled  the  changeful  events  of 
her  life.  Monte-Cristo,  however,  took  her 
hand  and  imprinted  a  kiss  on  it ;  but  she 
herself  felt  that  it  was  with  no  greater 
wai'mth  than  he  would  have  respectfully 
bestowed  one  on  the  hand  of  some  marble 
statue  of  a  saint.  *'It  often  happens." 
continued  she,  "that  a  first  fault  destroys 
the  prospects  of  a  whole  life.  I  believed 
you  dead  ;  why  did  I  survive  you  ?  What 
good  has  it  done  me  to  mourn  for  you 
eternally  in  the  secret  recesses  of  my 
heart  ? — only  to  make  a  woman  of  nine- 
and-tlnrty  look  like  one  fifty  veal's  of  age. 
Why.  having  recognized  you,  ami  I  the 
only  one  to  do  so — why  was  I  able  to  save 
my  son  alone?  Ought  I^iot  also  to  have 
rescued  the  man  that  I  had  accepted  for  a 
husbaiui,  guilty  tiiough  he  weiv?  Yet  I 
let  him  die  !  What  do  I  say  ?  Oh,  mer- 
ciful heavens  !  was  I  not  accessory  to  his 
(U\it]\  by  my  supine  insensibility,  by  my 
contempt  for  hiui.  not  remembering,  or 
not  williim-  to  remember,  that  it  was  for 
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my  sake  he  had  become  a  traitor  and  a 
perjurer  ?  In  what  am  I  benefited  by  ac- 
companying- ra}^  son  so  far,  since  I  now 
abandon  him,  and  allow  him  to  depart 
alone  to  the  baneful  climate  of  Africa  ? 
Oil,  I  have  been  base,  cowardly,  I  tell 
you  :  I  have  abjured  n\y  afiections,  and, 
like  all  renegades,  I  am  of  evil  omen  to 
those  who  surround  me  !  " 

"No,  Mercedes,"  said  Monte-Cristo, 
*'no:  3'ou  judge  yourself  with  too  much 
severity.  You  are  a  noble-minded  woman, 
and  it  was  3'our  g-rief  that  disarmed  me. 
Still,  I  was  but  an  agent,  led  on  by  an  in- 
visible and  offended  Deity,  who  chose  not 
to  withhold  the  fatal  blow  that  I  was  des- 
tined to  hurl.  I  take  that  God  to  witness, 
at  whose  feet  I  have  prostrated  mj^self 
daily  for  the  last  ten  years,  that  I  would 
have  sacrificed  mj'  life  to  you,  and,  with 
vay  Ufe,  the  projects  that  were  indissolubly 
linked  with  it.  But — and  I  say  it  with 
some  pride,  Mercedes — God  required  me, 
and  I  lived.  Examine  the  past  and  the 
present,  and  endeavor  to  dive  into  fu- 
turit}',  and  then  say  whether  I  am  not  a 
Divine  instrument.  Tlie  most  dreadful 
misfortunes,  the  most  frightful  sufferings, 
the  abandonment  of  all  those  who  loved 
me,  the  persecution  of  those  who  did  not 
know  me,  formed  the  trials  of  my  youth  ; 
when  suddenly,  from  captivity,  solitude, 
misery,  I  was  restored  to  light  and  libertj', 
and  became  the  possessor  of  a  fortune  so 
brilliant,  so  unbounded,  so  unlieard-of, 
that  I  must  have  been  blind  not  to  be  con- 
scious that  God  had  endowed  me  witli  it 
to  work  out  His  own  great  desig-ns. 
From  that  time  I  viewed  this  fortune 
as  confided  to  me  for  a  particular  pur- 
pose. Not  a  thoug-ht  was  given  to  a  life 
which  you  once,  Mercedes,  had  llic  power 
I0  render  blissful  :  not  one  liotii' (tf  peace- 
ful calm  was  niiiie.  but  I  frit  myself  dl'iven 
on  like  an  exterminating  angel.  Like 
those  adventurous  captains  al)(>ut  to  em- 
bark  on  some  enterprise  full  of  daiig-er,  I 
laid  in  my  provisions;  I  loaded  my  arms, 
I  collected  every  means  of  attack  and 
d<'fense  ;  I  inured  my  body  to  ihe  most 
violent  exercises,  my  soul  to  the  bitterest 
trials  ;  I  taught  my  arm  to  slay,  my  eyes 
to  behold  excruciating-  sulfering-s  and  my 


mouth  to  smile  at  the  most  horrid  spec- 
tacles. From  good-natured,  confiding-, 
and  forgiving,  I  became  revengeful,  cun- 
ning, and  wicked,  or  rather,  immovable, 
as  fate.  Then  I  launched  out  into  the 
path  that  was  opened  to  me  :  I  overcame 
ever3'  obstacle,  and  reached  the  goal ;  but 
woe  to  those  who  met  me  in  m}'  career  I  " 

"Enough!"  said  Mercedes,  "enough, 
Edraond  I  Believe  me  that  she  who  alone 
recognized  you  has  been  the  onl\-  one  to 
comprehend  you ;  and  had  she  crossed 
your  path,  and  j^ou  had  crushed  her  like  a 
frail  glass,  still,  Edmond,  still  she  must 
have  admired  you  I  Like  the  gulf  between 
me  and  the  past,  there  is  an  abyss  be- 
tween 3'ou,  Edmond,  and  the  rest  of  man- 
kind ;  and  I  tell  3'ou  freelj'  that  the  com- 
parison I  draw  between  you  and  other 
men  will  ever  be  one  of  m}'^  greatest  tor- 
tures. No,  there  is  nothing  in  the  world 
to  resemble  you  in  worth  and  goodness  I 
But  we  must  say  farewell,  Edmond,  and 
let  us  part." — "Before  I  leave  you,  Mer- 
cedes, have  you  no  request  to  make?" 
said  the  count. 

"I  desire  but  one  thing  in  this  world, 
Edmond— the  happiness  of  m^^  son." — 
"  Pray  to  the  Almighty  to  spare  his  life, 
and  I  will  take  upon  myself  to  promote 
his  happiness." — "Thanks,  thanks,  Ed- 
mond I" — "But  have  you  no  request  to 
make  for  yourself,  Mercedes  ?  " 

"  For  myself  I  want  nothing.  I  livej  as 
it  were,  between  two  graves.  The  one 
that  of  Edmond  Dantes,  lost  to  me  long, 
long  since.  He  had  my  love  I  That  word 
ill  Ijecomes  my  faded  lip  now,  but  it  is  a 
memory  dear  to  my  heart,  and  one  that 
I  would  not  lose  for  all  that  the  world 
contains.  The  other  grave  is  that  of  the 
man  who  met  his  death  from  the  hand 
of  Edmond  Dantes.  I  apjii-ove  of  the 
deed,  but.  1  must.  i)ray  for  the  deail." 

"Yes.  your  son  shall  be  happy,  Mer- 
cedes," re|)eatetl  the  count. 

"Then  1  shall  enjoy  as  much  happiness 
as  this  world  can  possibly  confer." 

'•  But  what  are  your  intentions  ?  " 

"To  say  that  I  shall  live  here,  like  the 
Mercedes  of  other  t imes,  gaining  my  biead 
by  labor,  would  not  be  true,  nor  would 
vou    Vx'lievc   me.     I  have   no   longer  the 
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strength  to  do  anything-  but  to  spend  my 
days  in  prayer.  However,  I  shall  have 
no  occasion  to  work,  for  the  little  sura  of 
money  buried  by  you,  and  which  I  found 
in  the  place  you  mentioned,  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  maintain  me.  Rumor  will  prob- 
ably be  bus3^  respecting  me,  my  occupa- 
tions, my  manner  of  living  —  that  will 
signify  but  little." — "  Mercedes,"  said  the 
count,  "  I  do  not  say  it  to  blame  you,  but 
you  made  an  unnecessary  sacrifice  in  re- 
linquishing the  whole  of  the  fortune 
amassed  by  M.  de  Morcerf ;  half  of  it,  at 
least,  b}''  right  belonged  to  you,  in  virtue 
of  ,your  vigilance  and  economy." 

"I  perceive  what  ^•ou  are  intending  to 
propose  to  me ;  but  I  cannot  accept  it, 
Edmond — my  son  would  not  permit  it." 

''Nothing  shall  be  dorne  without  the 
full  approbation  of  Albert  de  Morcerf.  I 
will  make  mj^self  acquainted  with  his  in- 
tentions, and  will  submit  to  them.  But 
if  he  be  willing  to  accept  my  offers,  will 
you  oppose  them  ?  " 

**  You  well  know,  Edmond,  that  I  am 
no  longer  a  reasoning  creature  ;  I  have 
no  will,  unless  it  be  the  will  never  to  de- 
cide. I  have  been  so  overwhelmed  by  the 
many  storms  that  have  broken  over  my 
head,  that  I  am  become  passive  in  the 
hands  of  the  Almighty,  like  a  sparrow  in 
the  talons  of  an  eagle.  I  live,  because  it 
is  not  ordained  for  me  to  die.  If  succor 
be  sent  to  me,  I  will  accept  it." — "Ah, 
madame,"said  Monte-Cristo,  "you should 
not  talk  thus  !  It  is  not  so  we  should 
evince  our  resignation  to  the  will  of 
Heaven  ;  on  the  contrar}^  we  are  all  free 
agents." — ''Alas  !"  exclaimed  Mercedes, 
"  if  it  were  so,  if  I  possessed  free-will,  but 
without  the  power  to  render  that  will  ef- 
ficacious, it  would  drive  me  to  despair." 
Monte-Cristo  dropped  his  head  and  shrank 
from  the  vehemence  of  her  grief.  "  Will 
3'ou  not  even  say  j^ou  will  see  me  again  ?" 
he  asked. 

"On  the  contrary,  we  shall  meet  again," 
said  Mercedes,  pointing  to  heaven  with 
solemnity.  "I  tell  3'ou  srf  to  prove  to 
you  that  I  still  hope."  And  after  press- 
ing her  own  trembling  hand  upon  that  of 
the  count,  Mercedes  rushed  up  the  stairs 
and  disappeared.    Monte-Ci'isto  slowly  left 


the  house  and  turned  toward  the  quay. 
But  Mercedes  saw  not  his  departure, 
though  she  was  seated  at  the  little  win- 
dow of  the  room  which  had  been  occupied 
by  old  Dantes.  Her  eyes  were  straining 
to  see  the  ship  wiiich  was  carrying  her 
son  over  the  vast  sea,  but  still  her  voice 
iuvoluntarih^  murmured  softlj',  "Edmond  I 
Edmond  !  Edmond  !  " 


CHAPTER  CXIV. 

THE   PAST. 

The  count  departed  with  a  sad  lieart 
from  the  house  in  which  he  left  Mercedes, 
probably  never  to  behold  her  again.  Since 
the  death  of  little  Edward  a  great  change 
had  taken  place  in  Monte-Cristo.  Having- 
reached  the  summit  of  his  vengeance  by  a 
long  and  tortuous  path,  he  saw  an  abyss 
of  doubt  on  the  other  side  of  the  moun- 
tain. More  than  this,  the  conversation 
which  had  just  taken  place  between  Mer- 
cedes and  himself  had  awakened  so  many 
recollections  in  his  heart  that  he  felt  it 
necessary  to  combat  with  them.  A  man 
of  the  count's  temperament  could  not  long 
indulge  in  that  melancholy  which  can  exist 
in  common  minds,  but  which  destroys  su- 
perior ones.  He  thought  he  must  have 
made  an  error  in  his  calculations  if  he  now 
found  cause  to  blame  himself. 

"I  cannot  have  deceived  myself,"  he 
said  ;  "  I  must  look  upon  the  past  in  a 
false  light.  What  I  "  he  continued,  "  can 
I  have  been  tracing  a  false  path  ? — can  the 
end  which  I  proposed  be  a  mistaken  end  ? 
— can  one  hour  have  sufficed  to  prove  to 
an  architect  that  the  work  upon  which  he 
founded  all  his  hopes  was  an  impossible,  if 
not  a  sacrilegious  understanding?  I  can- 
not reconcile  myself  to  this  idea — it  would 
madden  me.  The  reason  why  I  am  now 
dissatisfied  is,  that  I  have  not  a  clear  ap- 
preciation of  the  past.  The  past,  like  the 
country  through  which  we  walk,  boconn's 
indistinct  as  we  advance.  My  position  is 
like  that  of  a  person  wounded  in  a  dream  : 
he  feels  the  wound,  though  he  cannot 
recollect  when  he  received  it.  Come.  then, 
thou  regenerate  man,  thou  oxtnivagiuit 
prodigal,  thou  awakened  sleeper,  thou 
all-powerful  visionary,  thou  invincible  mil- 
lionaire 1  once  again  review  thy  past  life 
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of  starvation  and  wretchedness,  revisit 
the  scenes  where  fate  and  misfortune  con- 
ducted, and  where  despair  received  thee  ; 
too  many  diamonds,  too  much  gold  and 
splendor  are  now  reflected  by  the  mirror 
ill  which  Monte-Cristo  seeks  to  behold 
Dantes.  Hide  thy  diamonds,  bury  thy 
g-old,  shroud  thj^  splendor,  exchang-e  riches 
for  poverty,  liberty  for  a  prison,  a  living- 
bod}^  for  a  corpse  !  "  As  he  thus  reasoned, 
Monte-Cristo  walked  down  the  Rue  de  la 
C:iisserie  !  It  was  the  same  through 
which,  twenty-four  j^ears  ago,  he  had 
bren  conducted  by  a  silent  and  nocturnal 
guard  ;  the  houses,  to-day  so  smiling  and 
animated,  were  on  that  night  dark,  mute, 
and  closed.  "  And  j-^et  they  were  the 
.same,"  murmured  Monte-Cristo,  "  only 
now  it  is  broad  da3'light  instead  of  night : 
it  is  the  sun  which  brightens  the  place, 
and  makes  it  appear  so  cheerful." 

He  proceeded  toward  the  quay  by  the 
Rue  Saint-Laurent,  and  advanced  to  the 
Consigne ;  it  was  the  point  where  he  had 
embarked.  A  pleasure-boat  was  passing, 
with  its  striped  awning ;  Monte-Cristo 
called  the  owner,  who  immediately  rowed 
up  to  him,  with  the  eagerness  of  a  boat- 
man hoping  for  a  good  fare.  The  weather 
was  magnificent,  and  the  excursion  a 
treat.  The  sun,  red  and  flaming,  was 
sinking  into  the  water,  which  embraced  it 
as  it  approached.  The  sea,  smooth  as 
crystal,  was  now  and  then  disturbed  by 
the  leaping  of  fish,  which,  pursued  by  some 
unseen  enemy,  sought  for  safety  in  another 
element;  wliile,  on  the  extreme  verge  of 
the  horizon,  might  be  seen  the  fishernxMi's 
boats  white  and  graceful  as  tlie  sea-gull, 
or  the  merchant  vessels  bound  for  Corsica 
or  Spain. 

But  notwithstanding  that  .serene  sky, 
those  graceful  boats,  and  the  golden  light 
in  which  the  whole  .scene  was  biit.hed,  the 
Count  of  Monte-Cri.sto,  wrapped  in  his 
cloak,  could  think  only  of  this  terrible 
voyage,  the  details  of  which  were,  one  by 
one,  recalled  to  liis  memory.  The  solitary 
light  burning  at  the  Catalans;  that  first 
sight  of  the  Chateau  d'lf,  which  told  him 
whither  the^Mvere  leading  him  ;  the  strug- 
gle with  the  gendarmes  when  ht>  Avislied 
to  throw  himsolf  ovcrboai-d  ;  his  despair 


w^hen  he  found  himself  vanquished,  and 
the  cold  sensation  of  the  end  of  the  car- 
bine touching  his  forehead — all  these  were 
brought  before  him  in  vivid  and  frightful 
reality.  Like  those  streams  which  the 
heat  of  the  summer  has  dried  up,  and 
which,  after  the  autumnal  storms  gradu- 
ally begin  oozing  drop  b}'  drop,  so  did  the 
count  feel  his  heart  gradually  fill  with  the 
gall  which  formerly-  nearl}'-  overwhelmed 
that  of  Edmond  Dantes.  Henceforth  he 
no  longer  beheld  the  clear  sky,  the  grace- 
ful barks,  the  ardent  light;  the  sky  ap- 
peared hung  in  black,  and  the  gigantic 
structure  of  the  Chateau  d'lf  seemed  like 
the  phantom  of  a  mortal  enemy.  As  they 
reached  the  shore,  the  count  instinctively 
shrunk  to  the  extreme  end  of  the  boat, 
and  the  owner  was  oblig'ed  to  call  out,  in 
his  sweetest  tone  of  voice,  "  Sir,  we  have 
reached  the  shore." 

Monte-Cristo  remembered  that  on  that 
very  spot,  on  the  same  rock,  he  had  been 
violentl}'^  dragged  bj'^  the  guards,  who 
forced  him  to  ascend  the  slope  at  the 
points  of  their  bayonets.  The  journey  had 
seemed  very  long  to  Dantes,  but  Monte- 
Cristo  found  it  equally  short.  Each  stroke 
of  the  oar  seemed  to  reawaken  a  new 
crowd  of  ideas,  which  sprang  up  with  the 
froth  of  the  sea. 

There  had- been  no  prisoners  confined  in 
the  Chateau  d'lf  since  the  revolution  of 
July;  it  was  only  inhabited  b^'  a  guard 
placed  for  the  prevcmtion  of  smuggling. 
A  concierge  waited  at  the  door  to  t^xhibit 
this  monument  of  curiosity  to  visitors, 
once  a  scene  of  terror.  The  count  in- 
quired whether  any  of  the  ancient  jailers 
were  still  there;  but  they  had  all  been 
pensioned,  or  had  pas.sed  on  to  some  other 
employment.  The  concierge  who  con- 
ducted him  had  only  been  there  since 
1830.  He  visited  his  own  dungeon.  He 
again  beheld  the  dull  light,  vainly  en- 
deavoring to  penetrate  the  narrow  open- 
ing. His  eyes  rested  upon  the  spot  where 
his  bed.  since  then  removed,  had  stood, 
and.  behind  the  bed.  the  new  stones  in- 
dicated where  the  breach  made  by  the 
Abbe  Faria  had  been.  Monte-Cristo  felt 
his  limbs  treml)le  ;  lie  .seated  himself  upon 
a  log  of  wood. 
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'•  Are  there  any  stories  connected  with 
this  prison  besides  the  one  relating-  to  the 
poisoning-  of  Mirabeau  ?"  asked  the  count; 
"  are  there  any  traditions  respecting-  these 
dismal  abodes,  in  which  it  is  difficult  to 
believe  men  can  ever  have  imprisoned 
their  fellow-creatures  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  sir ;  indeed,  the  jailer  Antoine 
told  me  one  connected  with  this  very 
dungeon.'' 

Monte-Cristo  shuddered  :  Antoine  had 
been  his  jailer.  He  had  almost  forgotten 
his  name  and  face,  Out  on  hearing  the 
former  pronounced,  memory  recalled  his 
person  as  he  used  to  see  it,  his  face 
encircled  by  a  beard,  wearing-  a  brown 
jacket,  with  the  bunch  of  ke3\s,  the  jin- 
g-ling-  of  which  he  still  seemed  to  hear. 
The  count  turned  rotmd,  and  fancied  he 
saw  him  in  the  corridor,  rendered  still 
darker  by  the  torch  carried  by  the  con- 
cierge. "  Would  you  like  to  hear  the 
story,  sir?"  —  "Yes,  relate  it,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  pressing-  his  hand  to  his 
heart  to  still  its  violent  beating-s  :  he  felt 
afraid  of  hearing-  his  own  history. 

"This  dung-eon,"  said  the  concierge, 
''  was,  it  appears,  some  time  ago,  occu- 
pied by  a  ver.y  dangerous  pi-isoner,  the 
more  so  since  he  was  full  of  industry. 
Another  person  was  confined  in  the  Cha- 
teau at  the  same  time,  but  he  was  not 
wicked,  he  was  only  a  poor  mad  priest." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !— mad  !"  repeated  Monte- 
Cristo  ;  "  and  what  was  his  mania  ?  " 

''  He  offered  millions  to  any  one  who 
would  set  him  at  liberty." 

Monte-Ci-isto  raised  his  eyes,  but  he 
could  not  see  the  heavens  ;  there  was  a 
stone  veil  between  him  and  the  firma- 
ment. He  thought  that  there  had  been 
no  less  thick  a  veil  before  the  e,yes  of 
those  to  whom  Faria  offered  the  treas- 
ures. "Could  the  prisonci's  see  each 
other  ?  "  ho  asked. 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,  it  was  expressly  forbidden  ; 
but  they  eluded  tlie  vigilance  of  the  guards 
and  made  a  passage  from  one  dungeon  to 
the  other." 

"  And  whicli  of  them  made  this  pas- 
sage ?  " 

"Oh,  it  must  have  been  the  young  man. 
certainly,  foi-  he  was  strong  and  industri- 


ous, while  the  abbe  was  aged  and  weak  ; 
besides,  his  mind  was  too  vacillating  to 
allow  him  to  carry  out  an  idea." 

"Blind  fools  !  "  murmured  the  count. 

"  However,  be  that  as  it  may,  the  young 
man  made  a  passage,  how,  or  by  what 
means,  no  one  knows ;  but  he  made  it, 
and  there  is  the  trace  j-et  remaining  of 
the  proof.  Do  yoii  see  it  ?  "  and  the  man 
held -the  torch  to  the  wall. 

"  Ah  !  3'es ;  truly,"  said  the  count,  in  a 
voice  hoarse  fi"om  emotion. 

"  Tlie  result  was,  tlie  two  men  communi- 
cated together  ;  how  long  they  did  so,  no- 
bod}'  knows.  One  da}'  the  old  man  fell  ill 
and  died.  Now  guess  what  the  young 
one  did?"— "Tell  me." 

"  He  carried  off  the  corpse,  which  he 
placed  in  his  own  bed  with  its  face  to  the 
wall ;  then  he  entered  the  empty  dungeon, 
closed  the  entrance,  and  slid  himself  into 
the  sack  which  had  contained  the  dead 
bod.y.  Did  j^ou  ever  hear  of  such  an 
idea  ?  "  Monte-Cristo  closed  his  e^'es  and 
seemed  again  to  experience  all  the  sensa- 
tions he  had  felt  when  the  coarse  canvas. 
3'et  moist  with  the  cold  dews  of  death,  had 
touched  his  face.  The  jailer  continued  : 
"  Now  this  was  his  project  :  he  fancied 
they  buried  the  dead  at  the  Chateau  d'lf, 
and  imagining  they  would  not  expend 
much  labor  on  the  grave  of  a  prisoner,  he 
calculated  on  raising  the  earth  with  his 
shoulders;  but,  unfortunately,  their  ar- 
rangements at  the  Chateau  frustrated  his 
projects :  they  never  buried  their  dead  ; 
they  merely  attached  a  heavy  cannon-ball 
to  the  feet,  and  then  threw  them  into  tlie 
sea.  This  is  what  was  done.  The  young 
man  was  thrown  from  the  top  of  the  rock  : 
the  corpse  was  found  on  the  bed  next  day. 
and  the  whole  truth  was  guessed  :  for  the 
men  who  performed  the  office  then  men- 
tioned what  they  had  not  dared  to  speak 
of  before,  namely,  that  at  the  moment  the 
corpse  was  thrown  into  the  deep,  they 
heard  a  shriek,  whicli  was  almost  im- 
mediately stifled  by  the  water  in  which  it 
disappeared."  The  count  breathed  with 
difficulty;  the  cold  drops  ran  down  his 
fcn-ehead,  and  his  lieart  was  full  of  an- 
guish. 

"No,"  he  muttered,  "the  doubt  I  felt 
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was  but  the  cominencement  of  forg-etful- 
ness  ;  but  here  the  wound  reopens^  and  the 
heart  ag-aiii  thirsts  for  veng-eance.  And 
the  prisoner,"  he  continued  aloud,  ••was 
he  ever  heard  of  afterward  ?  " — •'  Oh  I  no  ; 
of  course  not.  You  can  understand  that 
one  of  two  things  must  have  happened  : 
he  must  either  have  fallen  flat,  in  which 
case  the  blow,  from  a  height  of  ninety 
feet,  must  have  killed  him  instantly,  or  he 
must  have  fallen  upright,  and  then  the 
weight  would  have  dragged  him  to  the 
bottom,  where  he  remained— poor  fel- 
low !  " 

"Then  you  pity  him  ?  "  said  the  count. 

"  Mafoi!  yes;  though  he  was  in  his 
own  element.'" 

"What  do  you  mean?" — "A  report 
ran  that  he  had  been  a  naval  officer,  who 
had  been  confined  for  plotting  Avith  the 
Bonapartists." 

'•  Truth  I  "  muttered  the  count,  '•'  thou 
art  made  to  rise  above  the  waves  and 
flames  !  Thus  the  poor  sailor  lives  in  the 
recollection  of  those  who  narrate  his  his- 
tory ;  his  terrible  storj'  is  recited  in  the 
chimney-cornei-,  and  a  shudder  is  felt  at 
the  description  of  his  transit  through  the 
air  to  be  swallowed  \)y  the  deep."  Then 
the  count  added  aloud,  "  Was  his  name 
ever  known  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  yes  ;  but  only  as  No.  34." 

"Oh  :  Villefort,  Villefort !  "  murmured 
the  count,  *'  this  scene  must  often  liave 
haunted  thy  sleepless  hours  I  " 

"Do  3'ou  wish  to  see  anything  more, 
sir  ?  "  said  the  concierge. 

"  Yes  ;  especiall}''  if  you  will  show  me 
the  poor  abbe's  room." 

"Ah!  No.  27."— "Yes;  No.  27,"  re- 
peated the  count,  who  seemed  to  hear  the 
voice  of  the  abbe  answering  him  in  those 
very  words  tlirough  the  wall  when  asked 
his  name. — "  Come,  sir." — "  Wait,"  said 
Montc-Cri.sto,  "I  wish  to  take  one  final 
glance  aiound  this  room." 

"This  is  fortunate,"  said  the  guide;  "  I 
have  forgotten  the  other  l<ey. " 

"  Go  and  fetch  it." — "  I  will  leave  you 
the  torch,  .sir." — "  No,  take;  it  away;  I 
can  see  in  the  dark." 

"Why,  you  are  like  No.  34.  They  said 
he  was  so  accustomed  todarknc^ss  that  he 


could  see  a  pin  in  the  darkest  corner  of 
his  dungeon." 

"  He  spent  fourteen  years  to  arrive  at 
that,"  muttered  the  count. 

The  guide  carried  away  the  torch.  The 
count  had  spoken  correctl}-.  Scarceh'  had 
a  few  seconds  elapsed  ere  he  saw  every- 
thing as  distinctly  as  b}'  daylight.  Then 
he  looked  around  him,  and  reall}'  recog- 
nized his  dungeon. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "there  is  the  stone 
upon  which  I  used  to  sit;  there  is  the  im- 
pression made  by  my  shoulders  on  the 
wall ;  there  is  the  mark  of  my  blood  made 
when  I,  one  day,  dashed  ray  head  against 
the  wall.  Oh  I  those  figures  !  how  well  I 
remember  them  I  I  made  them  one  day 
to  calculate  the  age  of  m}'  father,  that  I 
might  know  whether  I  should  find  him 
still  living,  and  that  of  Mercedes,  to  know 
if  I  should  find  her  still  free..  After  finish- 
ing that  calculation,  I  had  a  minute's  hope. 
I  did  not  reckon  upon  hunger  and  infidel- 
ity !  "  and  a  bitter  laugh  escaped  from 
the  count.  He  saw  in  fancy  the  burial  of 
his  father,  and  the  marriage  of  Mercedes. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  dungeon,  he  per- 
ceived an  inscription,  the  white  letters  of 
which  were  still  visible  on  the  green  wall, 
"  *  O  God  I  '  "  he  read,  "  'preserve  my 
memory!'  Oh,  j^es  ! "  he  cried,  ''that 
was  m3'  only  prayer  at  last ;  I  no  longer 
begged  for  liberty,  but  memory';  I  dreaded 
to  become  mad  and  forgetful.  O  God  ! 
Thou  hast  preserved  my  memorj';  I  thank 
Thee  !  I  thank  Thee  !  "  At  this  moment 
the  light  of  the  torch  was  reflected  on  the 
wall;  the  guide  was  advancing  :  Monte- 
Ciisto  went  to  meet  him. 

"  Follow  me,  .sir ;  ''  and,  without  ascend- 
ing tlie  stair.s,  the  guide  conducted  him  by 
a  subterraneous  passage  to  another  en- 
trance. There,  again,  Monte-Cristo  was 
assailed  by  a  crowd  of  thoughts.  Tin? 
first*  thing  that  met  his  eye  was  the  me- 
ridian, drawn  by  the  abbe  on  the  wall,  by 
which  he  calculated  the  time  :  then  he  saw 
the  remains  of  the  bed  on  which  the  poor 
prisoner  had  di(>d.  The  sight  of  this,  in- 
stead of  exciting  tlie  anguish  experienced 
by  tlie  count  in  the  dungeon,  filled  liis 
heart  with  a  .soft  and  grateful  sentiment, 
and  tears  fell  from  his  eyes. 
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"  Tliis  is  vvliere  the  iiuid  abbe  was  kept, 
sir,  and  that  is  where  the  youui;-  lurTn  en- 
tered ;  "  and  the  guide  pointed  to  the 
opening",  which  had  remained  unclosed. 
••  From  the  appearance  of  the  stone,"  he 
continued,  ''  a  leai-ned  gentleman  discov- 
ered that  the  prisoners  might  have  com- 
municated together  for  ten  years.  Poor 
things  I  they  must  have  been  ten  weary 
years." 

Dantes  took  some  louis  from  his  pocket, 
and  gave  them  to  the  man  who  had  twice 
unconsciously-  pitied  him.  The  guide  took 
them,  thinking  them  merel}^  a  few  pieces 
of  little  value;  but  the  light  of  the  torch 
revealed  their  true  worth.  "^Sir,"  he 
said,  ''you  have  made  a  mistake;  3'ou 
have  given  me  gold." — "  I  know  it."  The 
concierge  looked  upon  the  count  with  sur- 
prise. "Sir,"  he  cried,  scarcely  able  to 
believe  his  good  fortune — '"'sir,  T  cannot 
undei'stand  your  generosity  !  " 

''  Oh  !  it  is  very  simple,  my  good  fel- 
low ;  I  have  been  a  sailor,  and  your  stor}' 
touched  me  more  than  it  would  others." 

"Then,  sir,  since  3'ou  are  so  liberal,  I 
ought  to  offer  you  something." 

•'  What  have  you  to  offer  me,  my 
friend?  Shells?  Straw-work?  Thank 
3-ou  !  " — ''No,  sir.  neither  of  those:  some- 
thing connected  with  this  story." 

"  Really  !  What  is  it  ?  "— "  Listen," 
said  the  guide  ;  "  I  said  to  myself,  '  Some- 
thing is  alwa^'S  left  in  a  cell  inhabited  by 
one  prisoner  for  fifteen  years,'  so  I  began 
to  sound  the  wall." — "  Ah  !  "  cried  Monte- 
Cristo,  remembering  the  two  hiding-places 
of  the  abbe. 

"  After  some  search,  I  discovered  a  hol- 
low sound  against  the  head  of  the  bed, 
and  \mder  the  hearth." — "Yes,"  said  the 
count,  "yes." 

"  I  raised  the  stones,  and  found — " 

'"  A  rope-ladder  and  some  tools  ?  " 

"  How  do  3'OU  know  that  ?  "  asked  the 
guide  in  astonishment. 

"I  do  not  know — I  onlj-  guess  it,  be- 
cause these  sort  of  thhigs  are  generally 
found  in  prisoners'  cells." 

''  Yes.  sir,  a  rope-ladder  and  tools." 

"And  have  j'ou  them  yet  ?  **— "  No, 
sir  :  I  sold  them  to  visitors,  who  consid- 
ered   th(Mii   great  curiosit  i(»s  ;   but    T  have 


still   something   left.""  —  "What  is  it?" 
asked  the  count,  impatiently. 

"  A  sort  of  book,  written  upon  strips  of 
cloth." — "Go  and  fetch  it,  my  good  fel- 
low ;  and  if  it  be  what  T  hope,  rest  satis- 
fied." 

"  I  will  run  for  it,  sir  ;"  and  the  guide 
went  out.  Then  the  count  knelt  down  by 
the  side  of  the  bed,  which  death  had 
converted  into  an  altar.  "Oh,  second 
father  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  thou  who  hast 
given  me  liberty,  knowledge,  riches  ;  thou 
who,  like  beings  of  a  superior  order  to 
ourselves,  couldst  understand  the  science 
of  good  and  evil ;  if,  in  the  depths  of  the 
tomb,  there  still  remain  sometliing  within 
us  which  can  respond  to  the  voice  of  those 
who  are  left  on  earth  ;  if,  after  death,  the 
soul  ever  revisit  the  places  where  we  have 
lived  and  suffered,  then,  noble  heart — 
sublime  soul !  then  I  conjure  thee,  by  the 
paternal  love  thou  didst  bear  me,  by  the 
filial  obedience  I  vowed  to  thee,  grant  me 
some  sign,  some  revelation  I  Remove  from 
me  the  remains  of  a  doubt,  which,  if  it 
changed  not  to  conviction,  must  become 
remorse  I  "  The  count  bowed  his  head, 
and  clasped  his  hands  together. 

"Here,  sir,"  said  a  voice  behind  him. 

Monte-Cristo  shuddered,  and  rose.  The 
concierge  held  out  the  strips  of  cloth  upon 
which  the  Abbe  Faria  had  spread  the 
stores  of  his  mind.  The  manuscript  was 
the  great  Avork  by  the  Abbe  Faria  upon 
the  kingdoms  of  Italy.  The  count  seized 
it  hastily,  and  his  eA-es  immediately  fell 
upon  the  epigraph,  and  he  read,  *'  "Thou 
shalt  tear  out  the  dragons'  teeth,  and 
shall  trample  the  lions  under  foot,  saith 
the  Lord." "" 

"Ah!"  he  exclaimed,  "here  is  my 
answer.  Thanks,  father,  thanks."  And 
feeling  in  his  pocket,  he  took  thence  a 
small  pocket-book,  which  contained  ten 
bank-notes,  each  of  1,000  francs. 

•Here,"  he  said,  "take  this  pocketbook." 

••  Do  \ou  give  it  to  me  ?  " — **  Yos  :  but 
only  on  condition  that  you  will  not  o\n-\\ 
it  till  I  am  gone  :"  and  phicing  the  tiva.s- 
ure  he  hati  just  found  in  his  breast,  whioli 
was  more  valuable  to  him  than  the  rich- 
est jewel,  he  iiished  out  of  the  pas-sage. 
ami.  reaching  his  boat,  oriei'     ••  T'>  Mai- 
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seilles  !  "  Then,  as  he  departed,  he  fixed 
his  eyes  upon  the^loom}-  prison.  '•  Woe," 
he  cried,  "  to  those  who  confined  me  in 
that  wretched  prison ;  and  woe  to  those 
who  forg-ot  that  I  was  there  !  "  As  he  re- 
passed the  Catalans,  the  count  turned 
round,  and  burying-  his  head  in  his  cloak, 
murmured  the  name  of  a  woman.  The 
victory  was  complete ;  twice  he  had  over- 
come his  doubts.  The  name  he  pronounced, 
in  a  voice  of  tenderness,  amounting  almost 
to  love,  Avas  that  of  Haydee. 

On  landing,  the  count  turned  toward 
the  cemetery',  where  he  felt  sure  of  find- 
ing Morrel.  He,  too,  ten  years  ago,  had 
piously  sought  out  a  tomb,  and  sought 
it  vainl3\  He,  who  returned  to  France 
with  millions,  had  been  unable  to  find  the 
grave  of  his  father,  who  had  perished 
from  hunger.  Morrel  had,  indeed,  placed 
a  cross  over  the  spot,  but  it  had  fallen 
down,  and  the  gravedigger  had  burned  it, 
as  he  did  all  the  old  wood  in  the  church- 
yard. The  worthy  merchant  had  been 
more  fortunate.  Dying  in  the  arms  of 
Ids  children,  he  had  been  b}^  them  laid  hy 
the  side  of  his  wife,  who  had  preceded 
him  in  eternit}^  by  two  years.  Two  large 
slabs  of  marble,  on  which  were  inscribed 
their  names,  were  placed  on  either  side  of 
a  little  inclosure,  railed  in,  and  shaded 
by  four  cypress-trees.  Morrel  was  lean- 
ing- against  one  of  these,  mechanically 
fixing  his  eyes  on  the  graves.  His  grief 
was  so  profound,  he  was  nearly  uncon- 
scious. '"Maximilian,"  said  the  count, 
"  you  should  not  look  on  the  graves,  but 
there;  "  and  he  pointed  upward. 

"The  dead  are  everywhere,"  said  Mor- 
rel;  "did  you  not  yourself  tell  me  so  as 
we  left  Paris?  " — "Maximilian,"  saiti  the 
count,  "you  asked  hk^  dui-ing  the  journey 
to  allow  3'ou  to  remain  some  da^'S  at  Mar- 
seilles.    Do  you  still  wish  to  do  so  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  wishes,  count-;  only  I  fancy 
I  could  pass  the  time  less  painfully  here 
than  anywhere  else."  —  "  So  mucli  t  he 
better,  for  I  must  leave  you  ;  but  I  carry 
your  word  with  me,  do  I  not?  " 

"Ah,  count,  I  shall  forget  it."— '•No, 
you  will  not  forget  it,  becau.se  you  are  a 
man  of  honor,  Morrel,  l)ecause  you  have 
sworn,  atul  are  about  to  do  s-o  ag:iiu." 


"  Oh,  count  I  have  pity  upon  me.  I  am 
so  un4iapp\'." 

"I  have  known  a  man  much  more  un- 
fortunate than  you,  Morr-el." 

"  Impossible  !  "— "  Alas  !  "  said  Monte- 
Cristo,  ''  it  is  the  infirmity  of  our  nature 
alwaj'S  to  believe  ourselves  much  more 
unhappy  than  those  who  groan  b^'  our 
sides  !  " — •'•  What  can  be  more  wretched 
than  the  man  who  has  lost  all  he  loved 
and  desired  in  the  world." 

"  Listen,  Morrel,  and  pay  attention  to 
what  I  am  about  to  tell  3'ou.  I  knew  a 
man  who  like  .you  had  fixed  all  his  hopes 
of  happiness  upon  a  woman.  He  was 
young,  he  had  an  old  father  whom  he 
loved,  a  betrothed  bride  whom  he  adored. 
He  was  about  to  marr}^  her,  when  one  of 
those  caprices  of  fate  —  which  w^ould  al- 
most make  us  doubt  the  goodness  of 
Providence,  if  that  Providence  did  not 
afterward  reveal  itself  by  proving  that 
all  is  but  a  means  of  conducting  to  an 
end — one  of  those  caprices  deprived  him 
of  his  mistress,  of  the  future  of  which 
he  had  dreamed  (for  in  his  blindness  he 
forgot  he  could  only  read  the  present), 
and  plunged  him  into  a  dungeon." 

"Ah  !  "  said  Morrel,  "one  quits  a  dun- 
geon in  a  week,  a  month,  or  a  year." — 
••  He  remained  there  fourteen  years,  Mor- 
rel," said  the  count,  placing  his  hand  on 
the  3'oung  man's  shoulder.  Maximilian 
shuddered. 

"  Fourteen  years  I  "  he  muttered." 

"  Fourteen  3'ears  !  "  repeated  the  count. 
"  During  that  time  he  had  man}'  moments 
ofdespMir.  He  also,  ^lorrel,  like  you,  con- 
sidered himself  the  unhappiest  of  men." 

"Well?"  asked  Morrel.— "  Well  1  at 
the  height  of  his  despair  God  assisted  him 
throug-h  hinuau  means.  At  first,  per- 
haps, he  ilid  not  I'ecoguize  the  infinite 
mercy  of  the  Lord,  but  at  last  he  took 
patience  and  waited.  One  day  h(^  miracu- 
lously left  the  prison,  transformed,  rich, 
powerful.  His  first  cry  was  for  Ids  father: 
but  that  father  was  dead." 

"  My  father,  loo,  is  dead,"  said  Morrel. 

"Yes;  but  your  father  died  in  your 
arms,  liappy.  respected,  rich,  and  full  «»f 
years;  his  fjilher  died  poor,  despairin,::, 
almost  doubt  fill  of  l*fo\idenre  :   .'nid  when 
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Ins  son  soug"ht  his  ^rave  ten  years  after- 
ward, his  tomb  had  disappeared,  and  no 
one  could  say,  'Tliere  sleeps  the  father 
vou  so  well  loved,"  " 

"  Oh  I  "  exclaimed  Morrel. — "  He  was, 
I  hen,  a  more  unhappy  son  than  you,  Mor- 
rel, for  he  could  not  even  find  his  father's 
i^rave  I  " — '•  But  then  he  had  the  woman 
he  loved  still  remaining  ?  " 

"  You  are  deceived,  Morrel,  that  wo- 
man— " — '•  She  was  dead  ?  " 

'•  Worse  than  that:  she  was  faithless, 
and  had  married  one  of  the  persecutors 
of  her  betrothed.  You  see,  then,  Moi-rel, 
that  he  was  a  more  unhappy  lover  than 
you." — ''And  has  he  found  consolation  ?  " 

"  He  has  found  calmness,  at  least." 

"■  And  does  he  ever  expect  to  be  happj^?  " 

*'  He  hopes  so,  Maximilian."  The  young- 
man's  head  fell  on  his  breast. 

"  You  have  my  promise,"  he  said,  after 
a  minute's  pause,  extending*  his  hand  to 
Monte-Cristo.     •' Only  remember — " 

"  On  the  5th  of  October.  Morrel,  I  shall 
expect  3'ou  at  the  island  of  Monte-Cristo. 
On  the  4th  a  yacht  will  wait  for  you  in  the 
port  of  Bastia,  it  will  be  called  the  Eurus. 
You  will  deliver  your  name  to  the  cap- 
tain, who  will  bring-  you  to  me.  It  is 
understood — is  it  not  ?  " 

"But,  count,  do  .you  remember  that 
the  5th  of  October — " 

"  Child  !  "  replied  the  count,  "  not  to 
know  the  value  of  a  man's  word  I  I  have 
told  3'ou  twenty  times  that  if  you  wish  to 
die  on  that  d'dy,  I  will  assist  you.  Mor- 
rel, farewell  !  " — "  Do  you  leave  me  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  have  business  in  Italy.  I 
leave  j'ou  alone  witli  your  misfortunes, 
and  with  hope,  Maximilian." 

"  When  do  you  leave." 

"Immediately:  the  steamer  wails,  and 
in  an  hour  I  shall  be  far  from  you.  Will 
you  accompany  me  to  the  harbor,  Maxi- 
milian ?  " 

"I  am  entu'ely  yours,  count."  Morrel 
accompanied  the  count-  to  the  harbor. 
The  white  steam  was  ascending  like  a 
plume  of  feathers  from  the  bhick  chimney. 
The  steamer  soon  disappeared,  and  in  an 
hour  afterward,  as  the  count  had  said, 
was  scarcely  distinguishable  in  the  hori- 
zon nuiid  the  fogs  of  the  night. 


CHAPTER  CXV. 

PEPPIXO. 

At  the  same  time  that  the  steamer  dis- 
appeared behind  Cape  Morgiou,  a  man. 
traveling  post  on  the  road  from  Florence 
to  Rome,  had  just  passed  the  little  town 
of  Aquapendente.  He  was  travehng-  fast 
enough  to  make  a  great  deal  of  ground 
without  becoming  altogether  suspicious. 
This  man,  dressed  in  a  great-coat,  or 
rather  a  surtout,  a  little  the  worse  for  the 
journey,  but  which  exhibited  the  ribbon  of 
the  Legion  d'Honneur  still  fresh  and  bril- 
liant, a  decoration  which  also  ornamented 
the  under  coat,  might  be  recognized,  not 
only  by  these  signs,  but  also  from  the  ac- 
cent with  which  he  spoke  to  the  postilion, 
to  be  a  Frenchman.  Another  proof  that 
he  was  a  native  of  the  universal  country 
was  apparent  in  the  fact  of  his  knowing 
no  other  Italian  words  than  the  terms 
used  in  music.  ''Allegro/"  he  called 
out  to  the  postilions  at  every  ascent. 
'^  Moderatof  "  he  cried  as  they  descend- 
ed. And  any  one  who  has  ever  traveled 
that  road  knows  there  are  hills  enough 
between  Rome  and  Florence  bj'  the  way 
of  Aquapendente !  These  two  words 
greatly  amused  the  men  to  whom  they 
were  addressed.  On  reaching  La  Slorla, 
the  point  from  whence  Rome  is  first  visible, 
the  traveler  evinced  none  of  the  enthusi- 
astic curiosity  which  usually  leads  stran- 
gers to  stand  up  and  endeavor  to  calch 
sight  of  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's,  which 
may  be  seen  long  before  any  other  object 
is  distinguishable.  No.  he  merely  drew 
a  pocket-book  from  his  pocket,  and  took 
from  it  a  paper  folded  in  four,  and  after 
having:  examined  it  in  a  manner  almost 
reverential,  he  said — '•  Gooil  I  I  have  it 
still." 

The  cari-iage  entereii  by  the  Porto  del 
Popolo,  turned  to  the  left,  and  stopped  at 
the  Hotel  d'Espagnc.  Maitre  Pastrini, 
our  old  acquaintance,  received  the  ti'aveler 
at  the  door,  hat  in  hand.  The  traveler 
alighted,  ordered  a  good  dinner,  and  in- 
quired the  address  of  the  house  of  Thom- 
son &  French,  which  was  iinmediately 
giveu  to  him,  as  it  was  one  of  the  most, 
celebrated  in  Rome.  It  was  situated  in 
the  Via  »lei  Banchi,  near  St,  Peter's.     In 
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Rome,  as  everywhere  also,  the  arrival  of 
a  post-chaise  is  an  event.  Ten  young-  de- 
scendants of  Marias  and  the  Gracchi, 
l)arefooted,  and  out  at  elbows,  with  one 
hand  resting-  on  the  hip  and  the  other  arm 
g-racefulh'  curved  above  the  head,  stared 
at  the  traveler,  the  post-chaise,  and  the 
horses;  to  these  were  added  about  fifty 
little  vag-aboiids  from  the  states  of  his 
holiness,  who  made  a  collection  for  plung- 
ing- into  the  Tiber  at  hig-h  water  from  the 
bridge  of  St,  Ang-elo.  Now,  as  these 
gamins  of  Rome,  more  fortunate  than 
those  of  Paris,  understand  every  lan- 
guag-e,  more  especiall}'  the  French,  they 
heard  the  traveler  order  an  apartment,  a 
dinner,  and  finally  inquire  the  way  to  the 
house  of  Thomson  &  French.  The  result 
was,  that  when  the  new  comer  left  the 
hotel  with  the  cicerone,  a  man  detached 
himself  from  the  rest  of  the  idlers,  and, 
without  having-  been  seen  b}^  the  traveler, 
and  appearing  to  excite  no  attention  from 
tlie  guide,  followed  the  stranger  with  as 
much  skill  as  a  Parisian  agent  of  police 
would  have  used. 

The  Frenchman  had  been  so  impatient 
to  reach  the  house  of  Thomson  & 
French  that  he  would  not  wait  for  the 
horses  to  be  harnessed,  but  left  word  for 
the  carriage  to  overtake  him  on  the  road, 
or  to  wait  for  him  at  the  bankers'  door. 
He  reached  it  before  the  carriage  arrived. 
The  Frenchman  entered,  leaving  his  guide 
in  the  anteroom,  who  immediatel}'^  en- 
tei-ed  into  conversation  with  two  or  three 
of  those  industrious  idlers  who  are  always 
to  be  found  in  Rome  at  the  doors  of  bank- 
ing-houses, ciiurclu's,  uuiKcums,  or  thea- 
ters. With  the  Frenclnnan,  the  man  who 
had  followed  him  entered  too  ;  the  French- 
man knocked  at  the  inner  door,  and  en- 
tered the  first  room  ;  his  sliadow  did  the 
same. 

"  Messrs.  Thomson  <.S:  Ft-cncli  ?  "  in- 
(^uii-ed  the  stranger. 

A  kind  of  footman  rose  at  a  sign  from  a 
confidential  clerk  belonging  to  the  first 
desk.  *' Whom  shall  I  announce? '' said 
the  footman. 

"The  Baron  Danghirs.'' —  "  Follow 
me ! "  said  the  man.  A  door  opened, 
throusrh  which  the  footman  and  the  baron 


disappeared.  The  man  who  had  followed 
Danglarssat  down  on  a  bench.  The  clerk 
continued  to  write  for  the  next  five  min- 
utes; the  man  also  preserved  profound 
silence,  and  remained  perfectly  motionless. 
Then  the  pen  of  the  clerk  ceased  to  move 
over  the  paper ;  he  raised  his  head,  and 
appearing  to  be  perfecth'  sure  of  a  tete-a- 
tete — "  Ah,  ha  I  "  he  said,  "  here  a'ou  are, 
Peppino  !  " 

'•'Yes,"  was  the  laconic  reply. — "You 
have  found  out  that  there  is  something 
worth  having  about  this  large  gentle- 
man ?  " — "  There  is  no  great  merit  due  to 
me,  for  we  were  informed  of  it." 

"  You  know  his  business  here,  then  ?  " 
''  Pardieii  !  he  has  come  to  draw,  but  I 
don't  know  how  much  !  " 

'•You  will  know  presently,  my  friend." 
"Very  well,  only  do  not  give  me  false 
information,  as  you  did  the  other  day." 

"  What  do  3'ou  mean  ? — of  whom  do  you 
speak  ?  Was  it  the  Englishman  who  car- 
ried off  3,000  crowns  from  here  the  other 
day  ?  "—"No  ;  he  really  had  3,000  crowns, 
and  we  found  them.  I  mean  the  Russian 
prince,  who  you  said  had  30,000  livres, 
and  we  only  found  2'2,000." 

•'  You  must  have  searched  badly." 
"  Luigi  Vampa  himself  searched." 
"  Indeed  !     But  you  must  let  me  make 
my  observations,  or  the  Frenchman  will 
transact  his  business  without  my  knowing 
the  sum."     Peppino  nodded,  and,  taking 
a  rosary  f  i-om  his  pocket,  began  to  mutter 
a  few  prayei-s,  while  the  clerk  disappeai-ed 
through  the  same  door  by  which  Danglars 
and  the  footman  had  gone  out.     At  the 
expii-ation   of   ten    minutes   the  clerk   re- 
tui'ned,  with  a  bright  countenance. 
"Well  ?  "  asked  Peppino  of  his  friend. 
"  Joy,  joy  ! — the  sum  is  large." 
•'  Five  or  six  millions,  is  it  not  ?  " 
"  Yes,  you  Icnow  the  amount." 
"  On  the  receipt  of  the  Count  of  Monte- 
Cristo  ?  " — "  Why,  how  came  you  to  be 
so  well  acquainted  with  all  this  ?  '" 

"  1  told   you  we  were  informed  before- 
hand."— "Then  why  do  you  apply  to  me?" 
"That  I  may  be  sure  T  have  the  riglit 
man." — "  Yes,  it  is  indeed  he  I     Five  mil- 
lions— a  pretty  sum,  eh,  Peppino  ?  " 

"Hush  I — h<M-t' is  oui-  m;ui  !  "    Tlir  clerk 
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seized  his  pen,  atu)  Peppino  his  beads ; 
one  was  writing',  and  the  othei-  praying-, 
when  the  door  opened.  Danglars  looked 
radiant  with  J03'  ;  the  bankcn-  accompa- 
nied him  to  the  door. 

Peppino  followed  Dang-lars. 

According  to  the  arrangements,  the  car- 
riage was  waiting  at  the  door.  The  g-uide 
held   the  door   open.     Guides   are   useful 

(people,  who  will  turn  their  hands  to  any- 
thing. Danglars  leaped  into  the  carriage 
like  a  young  man  of  twent3\  The  cice- 
rone reclosed  the  door,  and  sprang  up  by 
the  side  of  the  coachman.  Peppino  mount- 
ed the  seat  behind.  "Will  your  excellency 
visitSt.  Peter's?  "  asked  the  cicerone. 

"I  did  not  come  to  Rome  to  see,"  said 
Danglars  aloud ;  then  he  added  softly, 
with  an  avaricious  smile,  "  I  came  to 
touch  !"  and  he  tapped  his  pocket-book, 
in  which  he  had  just  placed  a  letter, 
'•  Then  your  excellency  is  going — " 
''To  the  hotel."— '-'Casa  Pastrini  !  " 
said  the  cicerone  to  the  coachman,  and  the 
carriage  drove  rapidly  on.  Ten  minutes 
afterward  the  baron  entered  his  apart- 
ment,* and  Peppino  stationed  himself  on 
the  bench  outside  the  door  of  the  hotel, 
after  having  whispered  something-  in  the 
ear  of  one  of  the  descendants  of  Marius 
and  the  Gracchi  whom  we  noticed  at  the 
beginning  of  the  chapter,  who  immediately 
ran  down  the  road  leading  to  the  Capitol 
at  his  fullest  speed.  Danglars  was  tired 
and  sleepy  ;  he  therefore  went  to  bed  plac- 
ing his  pocket-book  under  his  pillow,  Pep- 
pino had  a  little  spare  time,  so  he  had  a 
game  of  mora  with  the  facchina,  lost  three 
crowns,  and  then,  to  console  himself,  drank 
a  bottle  of  vin  d'Orvieto.  The  next  morn- 
ing Danglars  awoke  late,  though  he  went 
to  bod  so  early  ;  he  had  not  slept  well  for 
five  or  six  nights,  even  if  he  had  slept 
at  all.  He  breakfasted  heartily  ;  and 
caring  little,  as  he  said,  for  the  beauties  of 
the  Eternal  City,  ordered  post-horses  at 
noon.  But  Danglars  had  not  reckoned 
upon  the  formalities  of  the  police  and  the 
idleness  of  the  posting-master.  The  horses 
only  arrived  at  two  o'cK)ck.  and  the  cice- 
rone did  not  bring  the  passport  till  throe. 
All  these  preparations  had  collected  a 
number  of  idlers  round  1  lie  dooi-  of  ^lailre 


Pastrini's  ;  the  descendants  of  Murius  and 
the  Gracchi  were  also  not  wanting.  The 
baron  walked  triumphantly  through  the 
crowd,  who,  for  the  sake  of  gain,  styled 
him  "  your  excellency."  As  Danglars  had 
hitherto  contented  hnnself  with  being 
called  a  baron,  he  felt  rather  flattered  at 
the  title  of  excellency,  and  distributed  a 
dozen  pauls  among-  the  canaille,  who  were 
ready,  for  twelve  more,  to  call  him  ••'your 
highness." 

"  Which  road  ?  "  asked  the  postilion  in 
Italian,  "  The  Ancona  road,"  replied  the 
baron.  Maitre  Pastrini  interpreted  the 
question  and  answer,  and  the  horses  gal- 
loped off.  Danglars  intended  traveling  to 
Venice,  where  he  would  receive  one  part 
of  his  fortune,  and  then  proceeding  to  Vi- 
enna, where  he  would  find  the  rest,  he 
meant  to  take  up  his  residence  in  the  lat- 
ter town,  which  he  had  been  told  was  a 
cit\'  of  pleasure. 

He  had  scarcely-  advanced  three  leagues 
out  of  Rome  when  da^'light  began  to  dis- 
appear. Danglars  had  not  intended  start- 
ing so  late,  or  he  would  have  remained ; 
he  put  his  head  out  and  asked  the  postilion 
how  long  it  would  be  before  they  reached 
the  next  town.  *'  Non  cajnsco,'"  was  the 
reply.  Danglars  bent  his  head,  which  he 
meant  to  imply,  '•'  Very  well."  The  car- 
riage again  moved  on.  "  I  will  stop  at 
the  first  posting'-house, "  said  Dang-Iars  to 
himself. 

He  still  felt  the  same  self-satisfaetiGn 
which  he  had  experienced  the  previous 
evening-,  and  which  had  procured  him  so 
g-ood  a  night's  rest.  He  was  luxuriously 
stretched  in  a  g-ood  Engli.sh  caloche,  with 
double  springs ;  he  was  drawn  by  four 
good  horses,  at  full  grallop  ;  he  knew  the 
relay  to  be  at  a  distance  of  seven  leagues. 
What  subject  of  meditation  could  present 
itself  to  the  banker,  so  fortunately  l)o- 
come  bankrupt  ? 

Danglars  thought  for  ten  minutos  upon 
his  wife  in  Paris :  another  ten  minutes 
upon  his  daughter  traveling  about  with 
Mademoiselle  d'Armilly  :  the  same  poriixi 
was  given  to  his  creditoi's,  and  tlio  man- 
ner in  which  he  intended  spending  their 
money:  and  then,  having  no  subject  left 
for  contemplation,  he  shut  his  eyes   and 
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fell  asleep.  Now  and  then  a  jolt,  more 
violent  than  the  rest,  caused  him  to  open 
his  ej'es ;  then  he  felt  that  he  was  still 
carried  with  vast  rapidity  over  the  same 
country,  so  thickly  strewn  with  broken 
aqueducts,  which  look  like  g-ranite  g-iants 
petrified  in  the  midst  of  their  course.  But 
the  nig-ht  was  cold,  dull,  and  rainy  ;  and 
it  was  much  more  pleasant  for  a  traveler 
to  remain  in  the  warm  carriage  than  to 
put  his  head  out  of  the  window  to  make 
inquiries  of  a  postilion,  whose  onl}'  answer 
was  '•  Non  capisco!^' 

Dang-lars  therefore  continued  to  sleep, 
saying-  to  himself  that  he  would  be  sure  to 
awake  at  the  posting-house.  The  carriage 
stopped.  Danglars  fancied  they  had 
reached  the  long-desired  point ;  he  open- 
ed his  e\-es,  looked  through  the  window, 
expecting  to  find  himself  in  the  midst  of 
some  town,  or  at  least  village  ;  but  he  saw 
nothing  but  a  kind  of  ruin,  whence  three 
or  four  men  went  and  came  like  shadows. 
Danglrrs  waited  for  a  moment,  expecting 
the  postilion  to  come  and  demand  pay- 
ment, having-  finished  his  stage.  He  in- 
tended taking  advantage  of  the  oppor- 
tunity to  make  fresh  inquiries  of  the  new 
conductor  ;  but  the  horses  were  unhar- 
nessed, and  others  put  in  their  places, 
without  any  one  claiming-  money  from  the 
traveler,  Danglars,  astonished,  opened 
the  door;  but  a  strong  hand  pushed  him 
back,  and  the  carriag-e  rolled  on.  The 
baron  was  completely  roused.  "  Eh  !  "  he 
said  to  the  postilion,  "eh,  mio  caro  ?" 

This  was  another  little  piece  of  Italian 
the  baron  had  learned  from  hearing-  his 
daughter  sing-  Italian  duets  with  Caval- 
canti.  But  mio  caro  replied  not,  Dan- 
glars tlien  opened  the  window. 

"  Come,  my  friend,"  he  said,  thrusting- 
his  hand  through  the  opening,  "where 
are  we  going?"  —  "  Denfro  la  te.stdf" 
answered  a  solemn  and  imperious  voice, 
accompanied  by  a  menacing  gesture.  Dan- 
g-lars  thought,  clp.nfro  hi  testd  meant  "  Put 
in  your  head  I  "  He  was  makuig  rapid 
prog-ress  in  Italian,  He  obeyed,  not  with- 
out some  uneasiness,  which,  momentarily 
increasing,  caused  his  mind,  itisttad  of 
being  as  unoccupied  as  it  was  when  he  be- 
gan his  journey,  to  fill  with  ideas  which 


were  very  likely  to  keep  a  traveler  awake, 
more  especially  one  in  such  a  situation  as 
Danglars,  His  eyes  acquired  thatqualitA^ 
which  in  the  first  moment  of  strong-  emo- 
tion enables  them  to  see  distinctly,  and 
which  afterward  fails  from  being  too 
much  taxed.  Before  we  are  alarmed, -we 
see  correctly ;  when  we  are  alarmed, 
we  see  double ;  and  when  we  have  been 
alarmed,  we  see  nothing  but  trouble. 
Danglars  observed  a  man  in  a  cloak  gal- 
loping at  the  right  hand  of  the  carriage, 

"'Some  gendarme!"  he  exclaimed. 
'•  Can  I  have  been  signaled  by  the  French 
telegraphs  to  the  pontifical. authorities  ?  " 
He  resolved  to  end  his  anxiety,  "  Where 
are  you  leading-  me  ?  "  he  asked.  •'•'  Den- 
tro  la  testa,"  replied  the  same  voice,  with 
the  same  menacing  accent. 

Danglars  turned  to  the  left ;  another 
man  on  horseback  was  galloping-  on  that 
side.  "  Decidedly  !  "  said  Danglars,  with 
the  perspiration  on  his  forehead,  "  I  must 
be  taken."  And  he  threw  himself  back 
in  the  caleche,  not  this  time  to  sleep,  but 
to  think.  Directly  afterward  the  moon 
rose.  He  then  saw  the  g-reat  aque/lucts, 
those  stone  phantoms  which  he  had  before 
remarked,^  only  then  they  were  on  the 
right  hand,  now  they  were  on  the  left. 
He  understood  that  they  had  described  a 
circle,  and  were  bringing  him  back  to 
Rome.  "Oh!  unfortunate,"  he  cried, 
"they  must  have  obtained  m^'  arrest," 
The  carriage  continued  to  roll  on  with 
frightful  speed,  A  terrible  hour  elapsed, 
forevei-y  spot  they  passed  indicated  tliey 
were  returning  on  the  road.  At  length, 
ho  saw  a  dark  mass,  against  which  it 
seemed  the  carriag-e  must  dash ;  but  it 
turned  round,  leaving  behind  it  the  mass 
which  was  no  other  than  one  of  the  ram- 
parts encircling  Rome. 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  "  cried  Danglars,  "we  are 
not  returning  to  Rome  ;  then  it  is  not 
justice  which  is  pursuing:  me  !  Gracious 
lieavens !  anolhcr  idea  presents  itself; 
what  if  they  should  be — " 

His  hair  stood  on  viu].  He  remembered 
those  interesting  stories,  so  little  b«^lieved 
in  Paris.  res|)ecl  ing  Roman  bandits  ;  he 
remembered  the  adventures  that  Albert 
de  Morcerf  had  n-lated   when  it  was  m- 
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tended  he  should  many  Mademoiselle  Eu- 
^•enie.  '•  The}'  are  robbers,  perhaps  !  "  he 
muttered.  Just  then  the  carriag-e  rolled 
on  something*  harder  than  the  graveled 
road.  Danglars  hazarded  a  look  on  both 
sides  of  the  road,  and  perceived  monu- 
ments of  a  singular  form ;  and  his  mind 
now  recalled  all  the  details  Morcerf  had 
related,  and  comparing-  them  with  his  own 
situation,  he  felt  sure  he  must  be  on  the 
Appian  Wa^-.  On  the  left,  in  a  sort  of 
valle\',  he  perceived  a  circular  excavation. 
It  was  Caracalla's  circle.  On  a  word 
from  the  man  who  rode  at  the  side  of  the 
carriage  it  stopped.  At  the  same  time 
the  door  w^as  opened.  "  Scendi  !  '^  ex- 
claimed a  commanding-  voice.  Danglars 
instantl}'^  descended ;  though  he  did  not 
yet  speak  Italian,  he  understood  it  very 
well.  More  deed  than  alive,  he  looked 
around,  him.  Four  men  surrounded  him, 
besides  the  postilion. 

•'  Di  qua,''  said  one  of  the  men,  de- 
scending a  little  path  leading  out  of  the 
Appian  Way.  Danglars  followed  his  guide 
without  opposition,  and  had  no  occasion 
to  turn  round  to  see  whether  the  three 
others  were  following  him.  Still  it  ap- 
peared as  though  they  stopped  at  equal 
distances  from  one  another,  like  sentinels. 
After  walking  for  about  ten  minutes,  dur- 
ing- which  Danglars  did  not  exchang-e  a 
single  word  with  his  guide,  he  found  him- 
self between  a  hillock  and  a  clump  of  high 
weeds  ;  three  men,  standing  silent,  formed 
a  triangle,  of  which  he  was  the  center. 
He  wished  to  speak,  but  his  tongue  re- 
fused to  move. — "  Avanti !  ''  said  the 
same  sharp  and  imperative  voice. 

This  time  Danglars  had  double  reason  to 
understand ;  for  if  the  word  and  gesture 
had  not  explained  the  speaker's  meaning, 
it  was  cleai'ly  expressed  b}^  the  man  walk- 
ing behind  him,  who  pushed  him  so  rudely 
that  he  struck  against  the  guide.  This 
guide  was  our  friend  Peppino,  who  dashed 
into  the  thicket  of  high  weeds,  through  a 
path  which  none  but  lizards  or  polecats 
could  have  imagined  to  be  an  open  road. 
Peppino  stopped  before  a  pit  overhung  by 
thick  hedges;  the  pit,  half  open,  a  Horded 
a  passage  to  the  young  man,  who  disap- 
peannl   like    the  evil  spirits    in  tlu>   fairy 


tales.  The  voice  and  gesture  of  the  man 
who  followed  Danglars  ordered  him  to 
do  the  same.  There  was  no  longer  aiiv 
doubt,  the  bankrupt  was  in  the  hands  of 
Roman  banditti.  Danglars  acquitted  him- 
self like  a  man  placed  between  two  dan- 
gerous positions,  and  who  is  rendered 
brave  by  fear.  Notwithstanding-  his  large 
stomach,  certainly  not  intended  to  pene- 
trate the  fissures  of  an  Italian  road,  he 
slid  down  like  Peppino,  and,  closing-  his 
eyes,  fell  upon  his  feet.  As  he  touched 
the  ground,  he  opened  his  eyes.  The  path 
was  wide,  but  dark.  Peppino,  who  cared 
litlle  for  being-  recognized  now  he  was  in 
his  own  territories,  struck  a  light,  and  lit 
a  torch.  Two  other  men  descended  after 
Danglars,  forming  the  rear-guard,  and 
pushing-  Danglars  whenever  he  happened 
to  stop,  they  ai^rived  by  a  gentle  declixity 
at  the  center  of  a  cross-road  of  sinister 
appearance.  Indeed,  the  walls,  hollowed 
out  in  sepulchers,  placed  one  above  the 
other,  seemed,  in  contrast  with  the  white 
stones,  to  open  their  large  dark  eyes,  like 
those  which  we  see  on  the  faces  of 
the  dead.  A  sentinel  struck  his  carbine 
against  his  left  hand.  ••  Who  g-oes  there?" 
he  cried. — "Friends  I  friends  !"  said  Pep- 
pino ;  ''but  where  is  the  captain  ?  " 

"There!"'  said  the  sentinel,  pointing- 
over  his  shoulder  to  a  sort  of  larg-e  hall, 
hollowed  out  of  the  rock,  the  lights  from 
which  shone  into  the  passage  throug-h  the 
large  arched  opening:s.  "  Fine  spoil  I  cap- 
tain, fine  spoil  !  "  said  Peppino.  in  Italian, 
and  taking  Danglars  by  the  collar  of  his 
coat,  he  drag-ged  him  to  an  opening  re- 
.sembling'  a  door,  through  which  they  en- 
tered the  hall,  of  which  the  captain  ap- 
peared to  have  made  his  dwelling-place. 

"  Is  this  the  man  ?  '*  asUed  tlie  captain, 
who  was  attentively  reading  Plutarch's 
"Life    of    Alexand(-r." 

" Himself,  captain — himself." 

"  Very  well,  show  him  to  me."  At  this 
rather  impertinent  order.  Peppino  raised 
his  torch  to  Danglars'  face,  who  hastily 
withdrew,  that  he  might  not  have  his  eye- 
lashes burned.  His  agitated  features  pre- 
sented the  appearance  of  pale  and  hideous 
terror.  "  The  man  is  tirtHl."  said  the  cap- 
tain, '-conduct  him  to  his  ht^d." — "Oh  !  " 
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munnuretl  Uang-lars,  •*  that  bed  is  i)iob- 
ably  one  of  the  coffins  hollowed  in  the 
wall,  and  the  sleep  I  shall  enjoy  will  be 
death  from  one  of  the  poniards  I  sec  g-list- 
ening-  in  the  shade." 

From  the  depths  of  the  hall  were  now 
seen  to  rise  from  their  beds  of  dried  leaves 
or  calf-skin  the  companions  of  the  man 
Avho  had  been  found  by  Albert  de  Morcerf 
reading-  "  Caesar's  Commentaries.''  and  by 
Dang-lars  studying-  tlie  "Life  of  Alexan- 
der." The  banker  uttered  a  g-roan  and 
followed  his  g-uide  :  he  neither  supplicated 
nor  exclaimed.  He  no  long-er  possessed 
streng-th,  will  power,  or  feeling-;  he  fol- 
lowed where  the^*  led  him.  At  leng-th,  he 
found  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  staircase, 
and  he  mechanically  lifted  lii^  foot  five  or 
six  times.  Then  a  low  door  was  opened 
before  him,  and  bending-  his  head  to  avoid 
sti-iking  his  forehead,  he  entered  a  small 
room  cut  out  of  the  rock.  The  cell  was 
clean,  though  naked;  and  dry,  though 
situated  at  an  immeasurable  distance  un- 
der the  earth.  Dang-lars,  on  beholding-  it, 
brig-htened,  fancying  it  a  type  of  safety. 
"  Oh,  God  be  praised  !  "  he  said  ;  '•'  it  is  a 
real  bed!" — ''Eccof"  said  the  g-uide, 
and  pushing-  Danglars  into  tlie  cell,  he 
closed  the  door  upon  him. 

A  bolt  g-rated  ;  Danglars  was  a  pris- 
oner ;  besides,  had  there  been  no  bolt,  it 
would  have  been  impo.ssible  for  him  to 
pass  through  the  midst  of  the  garrison 
who  held  the  catacombs  of  St.  Sebastian, 
encamped  round  a  master  whom  our 
readers  must  have  recogni7>ed  as  the  fa- 
mous Luigi  Vanipa.  Danglars,  too,  had 
recognized  the  bandit,  whose  existence  he 
would  not  believe  wlien  Albert  de  Morcerf 
mentioned  him  in  Paris;  and  not  only  did 
he  recognize  him,  but  also  the  cell  in  which 
Albert  had  been  confined,  and  which  was 
probably  kept  for  the  accommodation  of 
strangers.  These  recollections  w<'re  dwelt 
upon  with  some  pleasure  b\-  Danglars, 
and  restored  him  to  soni<>  degree  of  tran- 
quillity. Since  Ihc  bandits  had  not,  dis- 
patched him  at  once,  he  felt  that  they 
would  not,  kill  him  at  all.  They  had  ar- 
rested liim  for  the  pur-pose  of  robbery, 
and  :is  he  had  only  a  few  louis  about  him, 
he   doubted   not  lie  would    bo   rnnsnmed. 


He  remembered  that  Morcerf  had  been 
taxed  at  4,000  crowns;  and  as  he  consid- 
ered himself  of  much  greater  importance 
than  Morcerf,  he  fixed  his  own  price  at 
8,000  crowns  :  8,000  crowns  amounted  to 
48,000  livres :  he  would  then  have  about 
5,050,000  francs.  Wit  h  this  sum  he  could 
manage  to  keep  out  of  difficulties.  There- 
fore, tolerably  secure  in  being  able  to  ex- 
tricate himself  from  his  position,  provided 
he  were  not  rated  at  the  unreasonable  sum 
of  5,050,000  francs,  he  stretched  himself 
on  his  bed,  and,  after  turning  round  two 
or  three  times,  fell  asleep  with  the  tran- 
quillity of  the  hero  whose  lif^  Luigi  Vampa 
was  studving. 


CHAPTER   CXVI. 

LUIGI   VAMPA'S    bill   OF   FARE. 

We  awake  from  every  Sleep  except  the 
one  dreaded  by  Danglars.  He  awoke.  To 
a  Parisian  accustomed  to  silken  curtains, 
walls  hung  with  velvet  drapery,  and  the 
soft  perfume  of  burning  wood,  the  white 
smoke  of  which  diffuses  itself  in  graceful 
curves  around  the  room,  the  appearance 
of  the  whitewashed  .cell  which  greeted 
his  eyes  on  awaking  seemed  like  the  con- 
tinuation of  some  disagreeable  dream. 
But  in  such  a  situation  a  single  moment 
suffices  to  change  the  strongest  doubt 
into  certaintj'.  "  Yes,  yes,"  he  mur- 
mured, "  I  am  in  the  hands  of  the  brig- 
ands of  whom  Albert  de  Morcerf  spoke." 
His  first  idea  was  to  breathe,  that  he 
might  know  whether  he  was  wounded. 
He  borrowed  this  from  '*  Don  Quixote." 
the  onl3'  book  he  had  ever  read,  but  which 
he  still  slightly'  remembered. 

"  No,"  he  cried,  ''  they  have  not  wound- 
ed, but  perhaps  they  have  robbed  me!" 
and  he  tlirust  his  hands  into  his  pockets. 
They  were  untouched  :  tlie  hundred  louis 
he  had  reserved  for  his  journey  from 
Rome  to  Venice  wci'e  in  his  trousers 
pocket,  and  in  that  of  his  great-coat 
he  found  the  little  note-case  containing 
his  letter  (if  credit  for  5,050,000  francs. 
"Singular  liandits  !  "  he  exclaimed; 
"they  have  left  me  my  ]Miise  and  pocket- 
book.  As  I  was  saying  last  night,  they 
intend  me  to  be  ransomed.  Hollo!  here 
is  my  watch  !     l.ci   me  see  what  time  it 
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is.'"  Bang-iars'  watch,  one  of  Breguet's 
chofs-d'oeuvre,  which  he  had  carefulh- 
Avound  up  on  the  previous  night,  struck 
half-past  five.  Without  this,  Danglars 
would  have  been  quite  ig-norant  of  the 
time,  for  daj'lig'ht  did  not  reach  his  cell. 
Should  he  demand  an  explanation  from 
the  bandits,  or  should  he  wait  patiently' 
for  them  to  propose  it.  The  last  alterna- 
tive seemed  llie  most  prudent,  so  he 
waited  until  twelve  o'clock.  During-  all 
this  time  a  sentinel,  who  had  been  relieved 
at  eight  o'clock,  had  been  watching  his 
door.  Danglars  suddenly  felt  a  strong- 
inclination  to,  see  the  person  who  kept 
watcb  over  him.  He  had  remarked  that 
a  few  rays,  not  of  daylight  but  from  a 
lamp,  penetrated  through  the  ill-joined 
planks  of  the  door  ;  he  approached  it  just 
as  the  brigand  was  refreshing  himself 
with  a  mouthful  of  brandy,  which,  owing 
to  the  leathern  bottle  containing  it,  sent 
forth  an  odor  which  was  extremely  un-- 
pleasant  to  Danglars.  "  Faugh  !  "he  ex- 
claimed, retreating  to  the  extreme  corner 
of  his  cell. 

At  tw^elve,  this  man  was  replaced  by 
another  functionary,  and  Danglars,  wish- 
ing to  catch  sight  of  his  new  guardian, 
approached  the  door  again.  He  was  an 
athletic,  gigantic  bandit,  with  large  eyes, 
thick  lips,  and  a  flat  nose  ;  his  red  hair  fell 
in  disheveled  masses  like  snakes  ai'ound 
his  shoulders.  "Ah!  ah!''  cried  Dan- 
glars, "  this  fellow  is  more  like  an  ogre 
than  anything  else  ;  however,  I  am  rathe)- 
too  old  and  tough  to  be  xevy  good  eat- 
ing !  "  We  see  that  Danglars  was  quite 
collected  enough  to  jest ;  at  the  same 
time,  as  though  to  disprove  the  ogreish 
propensities,  the  nuin  took  some  black 
bread,  cheese,  and  onions  from  his  wallet, 
which  he  began  devouring  voraciously. 
''  May  I  be  hanged,''  said  Danglars,  glanc- 
ing at  the  bandit's  dinner  through  the 
crevices  of  the  door — "  may  I  be  hanged 
if  I  can  understand  how  people  can  eat 
such  filth  !  "  and  he  withdrew  to  seat  him- 
self upon  his  goatskin,  which  recalled  to 
him  the  smell  of  the  brandy-. 

But  the  secrets  of  nature  are  incompre- 
hensible, and  there  are  certain  invitations 
contained  in  even  the  coarsest  fooil  which 


appeal  very  irresistibly  to  a  fasting  siom- 
ach.  Danglars  felt  his  own  not  to  be  veiv 
well  supplied  just  tlien  ;  and  gradually  the 
man  appeared  less  ugly,  the  bread  less 
black,  and  the  cheese  more  fresh,  while 
those  dreadful  vulgar  onions  recalled  to 
his  mind  certain  sauces  and  side-dishes, 
which  his  cook  prepared  in  a  ver\'  superior 
manner  whenever  he  said,  "  M.  Deniseau, 
let  me  have  a  nice  little  fricassee  to-day." 
He  rose  and  knocked  at  the  door ;  the 
bandit  raised  his  head.  Danglars  knew 
that  he  was  heard,  so  he  redoubled  his 
blows.  '•'  Che  cosa  .?"  asked  the  bandit. 
"Come,  come,"  said  Danglars,  tapping 
his  fingers  against  the  door,  "I  think  ii. is 
quite  time  to  think  of  giving  me  something 
to  eat  !  "  But  whether  he  did  not  under- 
stand him,  or  wliether  he  had  received  no 
orders  respecting  the  nourishment  of  Dan- 
glars, the  giant,  Avithout  answering,  re- 
commenced his  dinner.  Danglars  felt  his 
pride  hurt,  and  not  wishing  to  commit 
himself  with  the  brute,  threw  liimself  down 
again  on  his  goatskin,  and  did  not  breathe 
another  word. 

Four  hours  passed  b\-,  the  giant  was 
replaced  b^^  another  bandit.  Danglars, 
Avlio  really  began  to  experience  sundry 
gnawings  at  the  stonuich,  rose  softly, 
again  applied  his  axQ  to  the  crack  of  the 
door,  and  recognized  the  intelligent  coun- 
tenance of  his  guide.  It  Avas,  indeed, 
Peppino  who  Avas  preparing  to  mount 
guard  as  comfortably  as  possible  by  seat- 
ing himself  opposite  to  the  door,  and  plac- 
ing between  his  legs  an  eartlien  pan,  con- 
taining chick-pease  stewed  with  bacon. 
Near  the  pan  he  also  placed  a  pretty  little 
basket  of  grapes  and  a  bottle  of  Vin 
d'Orvieto.  Peppino  was  decidedly  an  epi- 
cure. While  Avitnessing  these  pivpara- 
tions Danglars'  mouth  watered.  **  Come," 
he  said  to  himself,  "  let  me  try  if  he  aviII 
be  more  tractable  than  the  otiier  !  "  and 
he  tapped  gently  at  the  door.  "  Coining  I" 
exclaimed  Peppino,  Avho.  from  fivtiuentnig 
the  house  of  Maitre  Pastrini.  understood 
French  perfectly. 

Danglars  immediaioly  ivcogm/.ixj  imii 
as  the  man  Avho  had  called  out  in  sucli  a 
furious  manner,  "  Put  in  your  head  !  ** 
Hut  this  was  not   the  time  for  ivcriniifia- 
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tiou,  so  he  assumed  his  most  agreeable 
manner  and  said  with  a  gracious  smile — 
"Excuse  me,  sir,  but  are  they  not  g-oing- 
to  gi ve  me  anj-^  dinner  ?  ' ' 

"Does  your  excellency  happen  to  be 
hungry  ?  " 

"  Happen  to  be  hungry  !  that's  excel- 
lent, when  I  .have  not  eaten  for  twenty- 
four  hours  !"'  muttered  Dang-lars.  Then 
he  added  aloud,  "Yes,  sir,  I  am  hungry 
— very  hung-ry  !  " — "  What  would  your 
excellency  like  ?"  and  Peppino  placed  his 
pan  on  the  g-round,  so  that  the  steam  rose 
directly  under  the  nostrils  of  Dang-lars. 
'•'  Give  your  orders  I  " 

"Have  you  kitchens  here  ?  '" 

"Kitchens  ? — of  course  !  complete  ones-" 

"  And  cooks  ?  "— "  Excellent  !  * ' 

"Well  !  a  fowl,  fish,  game,  it  signifies 
little,  so  that  I  eat.'' 

"  As  your  excellency  pleases  I  You  men- 
tioned a  fowl,  I  think  ?  "' 

"  Yes,  a  fowl."  Peppino,  turning- round, 
shouted,  "  A  fowl  for  his  excellenc}^  !  " 
His  voice  3'et  echoed  in  the  archwa}-  when 
a  3'oung  man,  handsome,  graceful,  and 
lialf-naked,  appeared,  bearing-  a  fowl  in  a 
silver  dish  on  his  head,  without  the  assist- 
ance of  his  hands.  "I  could  almost  be- 
lieve myself  at  the  Cafe  de  Paris  I"'  mur- 
mured Dang-lars. 

"Here,  your  excellency  !  "  said  Peppino, 
taking-  the  fowl  from  the  3'oung  bandit 
and  placing-  it  on  the  worm-eaten  table, 
which,  with  a  stool  and  the  g-oatskin  bed, 
formed  the  entire  furniture  of  the  cell. 
Danglars  asked  for  a  knife  and  fork. 
''Here,  excellency,"  said  P(;ppino,  olfcr- 
ing-  him  a  little  blunt  knife  and  a  boxwood 
fork.  Danglai's  look  the  knife  in  one  hand 
and  the  fork  in  the  otlier,  and  was  about 
to  cut  up  the  fowl.  "Pardon  me,  excel- 
lency," said  Peppino,  piacin.g  liis  iKUufon 
the  banker's  shoulder  ;  "peoplr  pay  here 
before  they  eat.  They  might  not  be  satis- 
fied, and—" 

"Ah!  ah!"  thought  Danglars,  "this 
is  no  longer  like  Paris,  without  i-cckoning 
that  I  shall  probably  be  lleeced  !  Never 
minil,  I  will  carry  it  olT  wrll  !  I  have  al- 
w;iys  heard  how  cheap  poultry  is  in  Ilaly  ; 
I  sliould  tliink  a  fowl  is  worth  about  twelve 
sous  n1  Rome. — There."  he  said,  throw  ing 


a  louis  down.  Peppino  picked  up  the  louis, 
and  Dang-lars  ag-ain  prepared  to  carve  the 
fowl. 

"  Stay  a  moment,  your  excellency, "said 
Peppino,  rising  :  "  you  still  owe  me  some- 
thing-." 

''I  said  they  would  fleece  me,"  thoug-ht 
Danglars  ;  but  resolving  to  resist  the  ex- 
tortion, he  said,  "'  Come,  how  much  do  I 
owe  3'^ou  for  this  fowl  ?  " 

"  Your  excellency  has  g-iven  me  a  louis 
on  account." 

"  A  louis  on  account  for  a  fo-vvl  !  " 

"  Certainly  ;  and  3'our  excellency  now 
owes  me  4,999  louis  !  "  "Dang-lars  opened 
his  enormous  eyes  on  hearing-  this  g-ig-antic 
joke. 

"  Come,  come,  this  is  vei-y  droll — ver}^ 
amusing — I  allow  ;  but,  as  I  am  very  hun- 
g-ry,  pray  allow  me  to  eat.  Stay,  here  is 
another  louis  for  you." 

"  Then  that  will  make  only  4,998  louis," 
said  Peppino,  with  the  same  indifference. 
"I  shall  get  them  all  in  time." 

"Oh!  as  for  that,"  said  Dang-lars, 
ang-ry  in  his  perseverance  in  the  jest — "  as 
for  that  you  will  never  succeed.  Go  to 
the  devil !  You  do  not  know  with  whom 
j'ou  have  to  deal  I  "  Peppino  made  a  sig'n, 
and  the  A'outh  hastily  removed  the  fowl. 
Dang-lars  threw  himself  upon  his  goatskin, 
and  Peppino,  re-closing-  the  door,  ag-ain 
began  eating-  his  peas  and  bacon.  Though 
Danglars  could  not  see  Peppino,  the  noise 
of  his  teeth  allowed  no  doubt  as  to  his  oc- 
cupation. He  was  certainly  eating-,  and 
noisily  too,  like  an  ill-bred  man.  "  Brute  !  " 
said  Danglars.  Peppino  pretended  not  to 
hear  him,  and,  without  even  turning  his 
head,  continued  to  eat  slowly.  Danglars' 
stomach  felt  so  empty,  it  seemed  as  though 
it  would  be  impossible  ever  to  fill  it  again  ; 
still  he  had  i)anence  for  anothrr  half-hour, 
whi(-h  appeared  to  him  like  a  century.  He 
again  rose  and  went  to  the  door.  "  Come, 
sir,  do  not.  keep  me  starving  here  any 
longer,  but  tell    me  what  they  want." 

"  Nay,  your  excellency,  it  is  you  should 
tell  us  what  you  want.  Give  yourorder.s, 
and  we  will  execute  them." 

"Then  open  tho  door  directly."  Pej)- 
pino  obeyed.  "  I'ardieu  /  I  want  some- 
thinir  to  rat  !     To  cut — do  vou  hear?  " 
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••  Ai-e  you  hungry  ?  " 

••  Come,  you  understand  me." 

•'What  would  your  excellenc}'  like  to 
eat?  " — -'A  piece  of  dry  bread,  since  the 
fowls  are  beyond  all  price  in  this  accursed 
place.'- 

"  Bread  !  ver3^  well.  Holloa,  there  I 
some  bread  I  "  he  exclaimed.  The  3'outh 
broug-ht  a  small  loaf. 

*•  How  much?"  asked  Dang-lars. 

••Four  thousand  nine  hundred  and 
ninet^'-eig-ht  louis,"  said  Peppino ;  ''you 
have  paid  two  louis  in  advance." 

'•  What  !  100,000  francs  for  a  loaf  ?  " 

*'  One  hundred  thousand  francs  !  "  re- 
pealed Peppino. 

'•But  you  onl}^  asked  100,000  francs  for 
a  fowl !  " 

*'  We  have  a  fixed  price  for  all  our  pro- 
visions. It  signifies  nothing"  whether  you 
eat  mucli  or  little — whether  3'ou  have  ten 
dishes  or  one — it  is  alwaj's  the  same  price." 

•'  What  I  still  keeping-  up  this  sillj'  jest  ? 
My  dear  fellow,  it  is  perfectl}^  ridiculous — 
stupid  !  You  had  better  tell  me  at  once 
that  you  intend  starving-  me  to  death." 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  your  excellency,  unless 
you  intend  to  commit  suicide.  Pay  and 
eat," — "And  what  am  I  to  pay  with, 
brute  ?  "  said  Dang-lars,  enrag-ed.  "  Do 
3^ou  suppose  I  carry  100,000  francs  in  my 
pocket  ?  " 

"  Your  excellency  has  r),050,0(H)  francs 
in  your  pocket;  that  will  be  fift^^  fowls  at 
100,000  francs  a-piece,  and  half  a  fowl  for 
til.'  50,000." 

Danglars  shuddered.  The  bandag-e  fell 
from  his  eyes,  and  he  understood  the  joke, 
which  he  did  not  think  quite  so  stupid  as 
he  had  done  just  before,  "Come,"  he 
said,  ''if  I  pay  you  the  100,000  francs,  will 
you  be  satisfied,  and  allow  me  to  oat  at 
my  ease  ?  " 

"Certainly,"  said  Peppino. 

"But  how  can  I  pay  them  ?  "— "  Oh, 
nothing  easier :  j'ou  have  an  account 
opened  with  Messrs.  Thomson  &  French, 
Via  del  Banchi,  Rome  ;  give  me  a  bill  for 
4,9!i8  louis  on  those  gentlemen,  and  our 
banker  shall  take  it."  Danglars  thought 
it  as  well  to  comply  with  a  good  grace; 
so  he  took  the  pen,  ink,  and  paper  Pep- 
pino offered  him,  wrote  the  bill,  and  signed 


it.  "Here,"  he  said,  "here  is  a  bill  at 
sight," — "  And  here  is  your  fowl."  Dan- 
glars sighed  while  he  carved  the  fowl ;  it 
appeared  vevy  thin  for  the  price  it  had 
cost.  As  for  Peppino,  he  read  the  paper 
attentively',  put  it  into  his  pocket,  and 
continued  eating  his  peas. 


CHAPTER  CXVH. 

THE    PARDON. 

The  next  day  Danglars  was  again  hun- 
gry;  certainly  the  air  of  that  dungeon 
was  very  appetizing.  The  prisoner  ex- 
pected that  he  would  be  at  no  expense 
that  day,  for,  like  an  economical  man,  he 
had  concealed  half  of  his  fowl  and  a  piece 
of  the  bread  in  the  corner  of  his  cell.  But 
he  had  no  sooner  eaten  than  he  felt  thirsty; 
he  had  forgotten  that.  He  struggled 
against  his  thii-st  till  his  tongue  clave  to 
the  roof  of  his  mouth  ;  then,  no  longer 
able  to  resist,  he  called  out.  The  sentinel 
opened  the  door;  it  was  a  new  face.  He 
thought  it  w'ould  be  better  to  transact 
business  with  his  old  acquaintance,  so  he 
sent  for  Peppino.  "  Here  I  am,  your  ex- 
cellency," said  Peppino,  with  an  eagerness 
which  Danglars  thought  favorable  to  him. 
"What  do  you  want?" 

"  Something  to  drink." 

*'  Your  excellency  knows  that  wine  is 
beyond  all  price  near  Rome." 

"Then  give  me  watoi-,"  cried  Danglars. 
endeavoring  to  parrj-  the  blow. 

''Oh,  water  is  even  more  scarce  than 
wine,  3'our  excellency,  there  has  been  such 
a  drought," — "Come,"  thought  Danglare, 
"  we  are  going  to  repeat  the  old  story." 
And,  while  he  smiled  as  he  attempted  to 
regard  the  affair  as  a  joke,  h«'  felt  his 
temples  moist  with  perspiration. 

"Come,  my  friend,"  said  Danglai^. 
seeing  he  made  no  impression  on  Peppino, 
"  you  will  not  refuse  me  a  glass  of  wine  ?  " 

"I  have  already  told  you  that  we  do 
not  sell  retail."—"  Well.  then,  let  me  have 
a  bottle  of  the  least  exponsivo."— "  Thoy 
are  all  the  same  price,"— "And  what  is 
that  ?"—"  Twenty-five  thousand  francs 
per  bottle,"—"  Toll  mo,"  crioti  Danglars, 
in  a  voice  of  oxtremo  bitterness— "  t<«l I  mo 
that  you  wish  to  despoil  mo  of  all  :  it  will 
bo  sooner  over  than  devouring  me  piece- 
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meal." — "  It  is  possible  such  may  be  the 
master's  intention."  —  "  The  master  !  — 
who  is  he  ?  " — "The  person  to  whom  you 
were  conducted  3'esterday." — "  Where  is 
he?" — ''Here." — "Let  me  see  him." — 
"Certainly."  And  the  next  moment  Luig"i 
Vampa  appeared  before  Dang-lars. — "You 
sent  for  me?"  he  said  to  the  prisoner. — 
"  Are  you,  sir,  the  chief  of  the  people  who 
brought  me  here  ?  ' ' 

"  Yes,  your  excellency.     What  then?  " 

"  How  much  do  j'ou  requiie  for  my  ran- 
som ?  "— "'  Merely  the  5,000,000  you  have 
about  you."  Dang-lars  felt  a  dreadful 
spasm  dart  throug-h  his  heart.  "  But  this 
is  all  I  have  left  in  the  world,"  he  said, 
"out  of  an  immense  fortune.  If  you  de- 
prive me  of  that,  take  away  my  life  also." 

"  We  are  forbidden  to  shed  3^our  blood." 

*' And  b3^  whom  are  j-ou  forbidden  ?  " 

"By  him  we  obe3\" 

"  You  do,  then,  obe\-  souie  one  ?  " 

"Yes,  a  chief." 

"  I  thought  3'ou  said  3'ou  were  the 
chief?" — "So  I  am  of  these  men;  but 
there  is  another  over  me." 

"And  did  j'our  superior  tell  you  to  treat 
me  thus?"— "Yes." 

"But  m^^  purse  will  be  exhausted." 

"Probably." 

"  Come,"  said  Danglars,  "  will  you  take 
a  million?"— "No." 

"  Two  millions  ? — three  ? — four  ?  Come, 
four^?  I  will  give  them  to  you  on  condi- 
tion that  you  let  me  go." 

"  Why  do  you  offer  me  4,000,000  for 
what  is  worth  r),000,000?  This  is  a  kind 
of  usury,  banker,  I  do  not  understand." 

"Take  all,  then— take  all,  I  tell  you, 
and  kill  me  !  " 

"  Come,  come,  calm  youi'self.  You  will 
excite  .vour  blood,  and  that  would  produce 
:in  appetite  it  would  require  a  million  a 
day  to  satisfy.     Be  more  economical." 

"  But  wiien  I  have  no  more  money  left 
to  pay  you  ?"  asked  the  infuriated  Dan- 
glars." 

"Tiien  you  must  sulfer  hiingci'." 

"Suffer  hung-er?"  said  Danglars,  be- 
coming pale, 

"Most  likely,"  rejdied  Vampa.  coolly. 

"But  3'ou  say  3'ou  do  not,  wish  lo  kill 
,„c?"— "No." 


'•  And  yet  3'ou  will  let  me  perish  with 
hunger  ?  " 

"  Ah,  that  is  a  different  thing." 

"Well,  then,  wretches!"  cried  Dan- 
glars, "I  will  def}'  3'our  infamous  calcula- 
tions ! — I  would  rather  die  at  once  I  You 
ma^'  torture,  torment,  kill  me,  but  you 
shall  not  have  my  signature  again  !  " — 
"  As  your  excellency  pleases,"  said  Vam- 
pa, as  he  left  the  cell,  Danglars,  raving, 
threw  himself  on  the  goatskin.  Who 
could  these  men  be  ?  Who  was  the  invisi- 
ble chief?  What  could  be  his  projects 
toward  him  ?  And  why,  when  every  one 
else  was  allowed  to  be  ransomed,  might 
he  not  also  be  ?  Oh,  yes !  certainly  a 
speedy,  sudden  death  would  be  a  fine 
means  of  deceiving  these  remorseless 
enemies,  who  appeared  to  pursue  him 
with  such  incomprehensible  vengeance. 
But  to  die  ?  For  the  first  time  in  his  life 
Dang-lars  contemplated  death  with  a  mix- 
ture of  dread  and  desire  ;  the  time  had 
come  whfu  the  implacable  specter,  which 
exists  in  the  mind  of  every  human  creat- 
ure, arrested  his  sight,  and  called  out, 
with  everj'  pulsation  of  his  heart,  "  Thou 
shalt  die  I  " 

Danglai-s  resembled  a  timid  animal  ex- 
cited in  the  chase  :  first  it  flies,  then  de- 
spairs, and  at  last,  b}-  the  very  force  of 
desperation,  succeeds  in  escaping.  Dan- 
glars meditated  an  escape  :  but  the  walls 
were  solid  rock,  a  man  was  sitting  read- 
ing- at  the  only  outlet  to  the  cell,  and  be- 
hind that  man  figures  armed  with  g-uns 
continually  passed.  His  resolution  not 
to  sign  lasted  two  days,  after  which  he 
offered  a  million  for  some  food.  They 
sent  him  a  magnificent  supi)er,  and  took 
his  million. 

From  this  lime  the  prisoner  resolved 
to  suffer  no  longer,  but  to  yield  to  all  his 
exigencies.  At  the  end  of  twelve  days, 
after  having  made  a  splendid  dinner,  he 
reckoned  his  accounts,  and  found  he  had 
only  50,000  francs  left.  Then  a  si  lange  re- 
action took  place  :  he  who  had  just  aban- 
doned 5,000,000  endeavored  lo  save  the 
50,000  francs  he  had  left ;  and,  sooner 
than  give  them  up.  he  resolved  to  enter 
again  upon  his  life*  of  privation — he  yielded 
to  rays  of  liope  resembling  madness.     He, 
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who  for  so  long  a  time  had  forg-otten  God, 
began  to  think  that  miracles  were  possi- 
ble :  that  the  accursed  cave  might  be  dis- 
covered by  the  officers  of  the  Papal  States, 
who  would  release  him ;  that  then  he 
would  have  50,000  remaining,  which 
would  be  sufficient  to  save  him  from 
starvation;  and,  finally,  he  prayed  that 
this  sum  might  be  preserved  to  him,  and 
as  he  prayed  he  wept.  Three  days  passed 
thus,  during  which  his  praj'^ers  were  fre- 
quent, if  not  heartfelt.  Sometimes  he 
was  delirious,  and  fancied  he  saw  an  old 
man  stretched  on  a  pallet;  he,  also,  was 
dying  oi  hunger. 

On  the  fourth,  he  was  no  longer  a  man, 
but  a  living  corpse.  He  had  picked  up 
every  crumb  that  had  been  left  from  his 
former  meals,  and  was  beginning  to  eat 
the  matting  which  covered  the  floor  of  his 
cell.  Then  he  entreated  Peppino,  as  he 
would  a  guardian  angel,  to  give  him  food; 
he  offered  him  1,000  francs  for  a  mouthful 
of  bread.  But  Peppino  did  not  answer. 
On  the  fifth  day  he  dragged  himself  to 
the  door  of  the  cell. 

"Are  3^ou  not  a  Christian  ?"  he  said, 
falling  on  his  knees.  "  Do  3'ou  wish  to 
assassinate  a  man  who,  in  the  e3'es  of 
Heaven,  is  a  brother?  Oh,  my  former 
friends,  \ny  former  friends ! "  he  mur- 
mured, and  fell  with  his  face  to  the 
ground.  Then  rising  with  a  species  of 
despair,  he  exclaimed,  "The  chief!  the 
chief !  " 

"■  Here  I  am,"  said  Vampa,  instantly 
appearing;  '-  what  do  you  want?  " 

"Take  my  last  gold,''  muttered  Dan- 
glars,  holding  out  his  pocket-book,  "and 
let  me  live  here  ;  I  ask  no  more  for  liberty 
— I  onl}-^  ask  to  live  !  " 

"Then  you   suffer  a  great  deal?" 

"Oh,  yes,  yes,  cruelly  !  " 

"Still,  there  have  been  men  who  suffered 
more  than  you." — "  I  do  not  think  so." 

"Yes;  those  who  have  died  of  hunger." 

Danglars  thought  of  the  old  man  wliom, 
in  his  hours  of  delirium,  he  had  seen  groan- 
ing on  his  bed.  He  struck  his  forehead  on 
the  ground  and  groaned.  "  Yes."  he  said. 
"  there  have  been  some  who  have  sulfered 
more  than  I  have,  but  tht'ii  they  must 
have  been  martyi-s  at  least." 


"Do  you  repent  ? "  asked  a  deep,  solemn 
voice,  which  caused  Danglars'  liair  to  stand 
on  end.  His  feeble  eyes  endeavored  to  dis- 
tinguish objects,  and  behind  the  bandit  he 
saw  a  man  enveloped  in  a  cloak,  half  lost 
in  the  shadow  of  a  stone  column. 

"  Of  what  must  I  repent  ?  "  stammered 
Danglars. — "Of  the  evil  you  have  done," 
said  the  voice. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  oh,  ye&  !  I  do  indeed  repent." 
And  he  struck  his  breast  with  his  emaci- 
ated fist. — "Then  I  forgive  you,"  said 
the  man,  dropping  his  cloak,  and  advanc- 
ing to  the  light. 

"The  Count  of  Monte-Cristo ! "  said 
Danglars,  more  pale  from  terror  than  he 
had  been  just  before  from  hunger  and 
misery. — **You  are  mistaken — I  am  not 
the  Count  of  Monte-Cristo  I  " 

"  Then  who  are  3'ou  ?  " — "  I  am  he  whom 
3'ou  sold  and  dishonored — I  am  he  whose 
beti-othed  you  prostituted — I  am  he  upon 
whom  you  trampled  that  you  might  raise 
.yourself  to  fortune — I  am  he  whose  father 
you  condemned  to  die  of  hunger — I  am  lie 
whom  you  also  condemned  to  starvation, 
and  who  yet  forgives  you,  because  lie 
hopes  to  be  forgiven  —  I  am  Edmond 
Dantes  !  "  Danglars  uttered  a  cry  and 
fell  prostrate.  "Rise,"  said  the  count, 
"  your  life  is  safe  ;  the  same  good  foi'tune 
has  not  happened  to  your  accomplices — 
one  is  mad,  the  other  dead.  Keep  the 
50,000  francs  you  have  left. — I  give  tliem 
to  you.  The  5,000,000  you  robbed  from 
the  hospitals  has  been  restored  to  them 
by  an  unknown  hand.  And  now  eat  and 
drink ;  I  will  entertain  you  to-night. 
Vampa,  when  lliis  man  is  satisfied  let  him 
be  free."  Danglars  remained  prostrate 
while  the  count  withdrew  ;  when  he  raised 
his  head  he  saw  nothing  more  than  a  kind 
of  shadow  ilisappearing  in  the  passage, 
before  which  the  bandits  bowed.  Accoixl- 
ing  to  the  count's  directions,  Dunglai-s 
was  waited  on  by  Vampa,  who  brought 
him  the  best  wine  and  fruits  of  Italy: 
then,  having  conducted  him  to  the  i\)ad. 
and  pointed  to  his  post-chaise,  he  left  him 
li>aning  against  a  t  ret».  He  remained  there 
all  night,  not  knowing  wIi.mv  h»'  was. 
When  daylight  dawned  he  sflw  thai  he 
was  near  a   stream:   he  was  thirsty,  and 
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drag-g-ed  himself  toward  it.  As  he  stooped 
down  to  drinlv,  he  perceived  that  his  hair 
had  become  quite  white. 


CHAPTER    CXVIII. 

THE     FIFTH     OF     OCTOBER. 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening- ; 
an  opal-colored  light,  throug-h  which  an 
autumnal  sun  shed  its  g-olden  rays,  de- 
scended on  the  blue  sea.  The  heat  of  the 
day  had  g-radually  decreased,  and  a  lig-ht 
breeze  arose,  seeming  like  the  respiration 
of  nature  on  awakening  from  the  burning 
siesta  of  the  south ;  a  delicious  zeph^^r 
played  along  the  coasts  of  the  Mediterra- 
nean, and  wafted  from  shore  to  shore  the 
sweet  perfume  of  plants,  mingled  with  the 
fresh  smell  of  the  sea. 

A  light  yacht,  chaste  and  elegant  in  its 
form,  was  gliding  amid  the  first  dews  of 
the  night  over  the  immense  lake,  extend- 
ing from  Gibraltar  to  the  Dardanelles, 
and  from  Tunis  to  Venice.  The  motion 
resembled  that  of  a  swan  with  its  wings 
opened  toward  the  wind,  gliding  on  the 
water.  It  advanced,  at  the  same  time, 
swiftly  and  gracefully,  leaving  behind  it 
a  glittering  track.  By  degrees  the  sun 
disappeared  behind  the  western  horizon  ; 
but,  as  though  to  prove  the  truth  of  the 
fanciful  ideas  in  heathen  mythology,  its 
indiscreet  raj's  reappeared  on  the  summit 
of  each  wave,  seeming  to  reveal  that  the 
god  of  fire  had  just  infolded  himself  in 
the  bosom  of  Amphitrite,  who  in  vain  en- 
deavored to  hide  her  lover  beneath  her 
azure  mantle.  The  yacht  moved  rapidly 
on,  though  there  did  not  appeal-  to  be  suf- 
ficient wind  to  riifTle  the  nirls  on  the  head 
of  a  young  girl.  Standing  on  tlie  prow 
was  a  tall  man,  of  a  dark  complexion,  who 
saw  with  dilating  eyes  that  they  were 
approaching  a  dark  mass  of  land  in  the 
.shape  of  a  cone,  rising  from  the  midst  of 
the  waves,  like  the  hat  of  a  Catahm.  **  Is 
that  Monte-Crist6?"  asked  the  traveler, 
to  whose  orders  tlie  yacht  was  for  the 
lime  submitted,  in  a  melancholy  voice. 

"Yes,  your  excellencj',"  said  the  cap- 
tain, "  we  have  reached  it !  " 

"We  have  reached  it  I  "  repeated  the 
traveler,  in  an  accent  of  indescribable  sad- 
ness.    Then    he    added,    in    a    low  tone, 


"  Yes  ;  that  is  the  haven."  And  then  he 
again  plunged  into  a  train  of  thought,  the 
character  of  which  was  better  revealed  by 
a  sad  smile,  than  it  would  have  been  by 
tears.  A  few  minutes  a  I'terward  a  flash  of 
light,  which  was  extinguished  instantl}'^, 
was  seen  on  the  land,  and  the  sound  of 
firearms  reached  the  yacht. 

"Your  excellency,"  said  the  captain, 
"  that  was  the  land  signal,  will  you  an- 
swer it  yourself?"  —  "What  signal?" 
The  captain  pointed  toward  the  island,  up 
the  side  of  which  ascended  a  volume  of 
smoke,  increasing  as  it  rose.  "  Ah,  yes," 
he  said,  as  if  awaking  from  a  dream. 
"  Give  it  to  me." 

The  captain  gave  him  a  loaded  carbine; 
the  traveler  slowly  raised  it,  and  fired  in 
the  air.  Ten  minutes  afterward,  the  sails 
were  brailed,  and  they  cast  anchor  about 
one  hundred  paces  from  the  little  harbor. 
The  canoe  was  already  in  the  sea,  loaded 
with  four  rowers  and  the  pilot.  The  trav- 
eler descended,  and  instead  of  sitting  down 
at  the  stern  of  the  boat,  which  had  been 
decorated  with  a  blue  carpet  for  his  ac- 
commodation, stood  up  with  his  arms 
crossed.  The  rowers  waited,  their  oars 
half  lifted  out  of  the  water,  like  birds 
drying  their  wings. 

"  Proceed,"  said  the  traveler.  The 
eight  oars  fell  into  the  sea  simultaneously 
wnthout  splashing  a  drop  of  water,  and 
the  boat,  j'ielding  to  the  impulsion,  glided 
forward.  In  an  instant  the^'  found  them- 
selves in  a  little  harbor,  formed  in  a  natu- 
ral creek  ;  the  boat  tonclied  the  fine  sand. 

"  Will  your  excellency  be  so  good  as  to 
mount  the  shoulders  of  two  of  our  men, 
they  will  carry  you  ashore  ?  "  The  young 
man  answered  this  invitation  with  a  gest- 
ure of  indifference,  and  stepping  out  of 
the  boat,  the  sea  immediately  rose  to  his 
waist.  "  Ah  !  your  excellenc}',"  mur- 
mured the  pilot,  "  you  should  not  have 
done  so  :  our  master  will  scold  us  for  it." 
The  young  man  continued  to  advance,  fol- 
lowing the  sailors,  who  chose  a  firm  foot- 
ing. After  about  thirty  paces  they  landed  ; 
the  young  man  stamped  on  the  ground 
to  .shake  otT  tlie  wet,  and  looked  round  for 
some  one  to  show  him  his  road,  for  it  was 
quite  dark.     Just   as   he   turned,  a  hand 
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rested  on  his  shoulder,  and  a  voice,,  which 
made  him  shudder,  exclaimed — "  Good 
evening-,  Maximilian  !  you  are  punctual, 
thank  you  !  "—''Ah  !  is  it  you,  count  ?  " 
said  the  young"  man,  in  an  almost  jo,yful 
accent,  pressing  Monte-Cristo's  hand  with 
both  his  own. 

"  Yes  ;  you  see  I  am  as  exact  as  you 
are.  But  3'ou  are  dripping",  my  dear  fel- 
low; you  must  chang-e  your  clothes,  as 
Calypso  said  to  Telemachus.  Come,  I 
have  a  habitation  prepared  for  3'ou,  in 
which  you  will  soon  foi*g"et  fatig-ue  and 
cold."  Monte-Cristo  perceived  that  the 
young"  man  had  turned  round  ;  indeed, 
Morrel  saw  with  surprise  that  the  men 
who  had  broug-ht  him  had  left  without 
being  paid,  or  uttering  a  word.  Already 
the  sound  of  their  oars  might  be  heard  as 
thej'  returned  to  the  yacht. 

"Oh,  3'^es,"  said  the  count,  "j^ou  are 
looking  for  the  sailors." 

''Yes;  I  paid  them  nothing,  and  yet 
they  are  gone." 

"Never  mind  that,  Maximilian,"  said 
Monte-Cristo,  smiling.  "  I  have  made  an 
agreement  with  the  Navy,  that  the  access 
to  my  island  shall  be  free  of  all  charge. 
I  have  made  a  bargain."  Morrel  looked 
at  the  count  with  surprise.  "  Count,"  he 
said,  "3^ou  are  not  the  same  here  as 
in  Paris."— "How  so  ?  "— "  Here  you 
laugh."  Thecofmt's  brow  became  clouded. 
"You  are  right  to  recall  me  to  myself, 
Maximilian,"  he  said;  "I  was  delighted 
to  see  you  again,  and  forgot  for  the  mo- 
•ment  that  all  happiness  is  fleeting." 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !  count,"  cried  Maximilian, 
seizing  the  count's  hands,  "  pray  laugh  : 
be  happy,  and  prove  to  me,  b}^  .your  in- 
difference, that  life  is  endurable  to  suder- 
ers.  Oh  !  how  charitable,  kind,  and  good 
you  are ;  you  affect  this  gaycty  to  inspire 
me  with  courage." — "You  are  wrong, 
Morrel;  I  was  really  happy." 

"Then  you  forget  me;  so  much  the 
b(»,tter."— "How  so?" 

"Yes  ;  for  as  the  gladiator  said  to  the 
emperor  when  he  entered  the  arena,  '  He 
.who  is  going  to  die  salutes  you.'  " 

''Then  you  are  not  consoled  ?""  nsked 
the  count,  surprised. 

"  Oh  !"  exclaimed  Morrel.  with  a  i;-lance 


of  bitter  reproach,  "  do  you  think  it  possi- 
ble I  could  be  ?"—"  Listen, "  said  the  count . 
"Do  you  understand  the  meaning  of  mv 
words  ?  You  cannot  take  me  for  a  com- 
monplace man,  a  mere  rattle,  emitting 
a  vague  and  senseless  noise.  When  I  ask 
you  if  you  are  consoled,  I  speak  to  you 
as  a  man  for  whom  the  human  heart  has 
no  secrets.  Well  1  Morrel,  let  us  both 
examine  the  depths  of  your  heart.  Do 
you  still  feel  the  same  feverish  impatience 
of  grief  which  made  you  start  like  a 
wounded  lion  ?  Have  you  still  that  devour- 
ing thirst,  which  can  only  be  appeased  in 
the  grave  ?  Are  you  still  actuated  by  the 
regret  which  drags  the  living  to  the  pur- 
suit of  death,  or  are  yoxi  onl}^  suffering 
from  the  prostration  of  fatigue  and  the 
weariness  of  'hope  deferred?'  Has  the 
loss  of  memory  rendered  it  impossible  for 
you  to  weep  ?  Oh  !  my  dear  friend,  if  this 
be  the  case,  if  .you  can  no  longer  weep,  if 
3^our  frozen  heart  be  dead,  if  3'ou  put  all 
your  trust  in  God,  then,  Maximilian,  you 
are  consoled — do  not  complain." 

"  Count,"  said  Morrel,  in  a  firm  and  at 
the  same  time  soft  voice,  "  listen  to  me, 
as  to  a  man  whose  thoughts  are  raised 
to  heaven,  though  he  remains  on  earth  : 
I  come  to  die  in  the  arms  of  a  friend. 
Certainly,  there  are  people  whom  I  love. 
I  love  m.y  sister  Julie — I  love  her  husband 
Emmanuel  :  but  I  require  a  strong  mind 
to  smile  on  m3^  last  moments :  m.v  sister 
would  be  bathed  in  tears  and  fainting : 
I  could  not  bear  to  see  her  suffer :  Em-' 
manuel  would  tear  the  weapon  from  m.v 
hand,  and  alarm  the  house  with  his  cries. 
You,  count,  who  are  more  than  mortal, 
will,  I  am  sure,  lead  me  to  death  bv  a 
pleasant  path,  will  .von  not  ?  ** — '*  M.v 
friend,"  said  the  count,  "  I  have  still  one 
doubt — are  .vou  weak  enough  topi'ide  .vour- 
self  upon  .vour  sufferings  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed — I  am  calm,"  said  Morrel, 
giving  his  hand  to  the  count  :  "m.v  pulse 
does  not  beat  slower  or  faster  Ihan  usu:j1. 
No.  I  feel  I  have  reached  the  goal,  and  I 
will  go  no  farther.  You  told  me  to  wait 
and  hope  :  do  vou  know  what  .vou  did.  un- 
fortunate adviser?  I  wai(<Hl  a  month,  ov 
i-ather  I  suffered  for  a  month  I  I  tlid  hop*- 
(man  is  a  poor  wretcheil  creature).  I  did 
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hope.  What  I  cannot  tell:  something- 
wonderful,  an  absurdity,  a  miracle — of 
what  nature  He  alone  can  tell  who  lias 
ming-led  with  our  reason  that  folly  we 
call  hope.  Yes  :  I  did  wait ;— yes  :  I  did 
hope,  count,  and  during-  this  quarter  of 
an  hour  we  have  been  talking  together, 
you  have  unconsciouslj'  wounded,  tortured 
my  heart,  for  every  word  you  have  ut- 
tered proved  that  there  was  no  hope  for 
me.  Oh  !  count,  I  shall  sleep  calmly,  de- 
liciously  in  the  arms  of  death  I  "  Morrel 
pronounced  these  words  with  an  energ}' 
which  made  the  count  shudder.  "  My 
friend,"  continued  Morrel,  "you  named 
the  fifth  of  October  as  the  term  of  the 
delay  you  asked — to-daj'  is  the  fifth  of 
October,"  he  took  out  his  watch;  ''it  is 
now  nine  o'clock — I  have  yet  three  hours 
to  live." 

"  Be  it  so?  "  said  the  count,  "come," 
Morrel  mechanically  followed  the  count, 
and  they  had  entered  the  grotto  before  he 
perceived  it.  He  felt  a  carpet  under  his 
feet,  a  door  opened,  perfumes  surrounded 
him,  and  a  brilliant  light  dazzled  his  eyes. 
Morrel  hesitated  to  advance,  he  dreaded 
the  enervating  effect  of  all  that  he  saw. 
Monte-Cristo  drew  him  in  gently.  "  Why 
should  we  not  spend  the  last  three  hours 
remaining  to  us  of  life,  like  those  ancient 
Romans,  who,  when  condemned  by  Nero, 
their  emperor  and  heir,  sat  down  at  a 
table  covered  with  flowers,  and  gently 
glided  into  death,  through  the  perfume  of 
heliotropes  and  roses?"  Morrel  smiled. 
"  As  you  please,"  he  said  ;  "  death  is  al- 
ways death,  that  is  forgetful ness,  repose, 
exclusion  from  life,  and  therefore  from 
grief."  He  sat  down,  and  Monte-Cristo 
placed  himself  opposite  to  him.  They  were 
in  Ihe  marvelous  dining-room  before  de- 
scribed, where  the  statues  had  baskets  on 
their  heads  always  filled  with  fruits  and 
flowers.  Moi-iel  had  looked  carelessly 
around,  and  had  probably  noticed  nothing. 

"Let,  us  talk  like  men,"  lie  said,  look- 
ing at  the  count . — "  Proceed  !  " 

"Count!"  saitl  Morrel,  "you  aie  the 
epitome  of  all  human  Knowledge,  and  you 
seem  to  be  a  being  descended  from  a  wiser 
and  tnore  advanced  world  than  ours." 

"•  There  is  something  true  in  what  you 


say,"  said  the  count,  with  that  smile  which 
made  him  so  handsome;  "I  have  de- 
scended from  a  planet  called  grief."--"  I 
believe  all  you  tell  me  without  questioning 
its  sense ;  in  proof,  you  told  me  to  live, 
and  I  did  live  ;  you  told  me  to  hope,  and  I 
almost  did  so.  I  am  almost  inclined  to 
ask  you,  as  though  you  had  experienced 
death,  '  is  it  painful  to  die  ?  '  " 

Monte-Cristo  looked  upon  Morrel  with 
indescribable  tenderness.  "  Yes,"  he  said, 
"yes,  doubtless  it  is  painful,  if  j-ou  vio- 
lenth'  break  the  outer  covering  which  ob- 
stinately begs  for  life.  If  you  plunge  a 
dagger  into  your  flesh:  if  you  insinuate 
a  bullet  into  your  brain,  which  the  least 
shock  disorders ;  certainly,  then,  you  will 
suffer  pain,  and  30U  will  repent  quitting 
a  life  for  a  repose  3'ou  have  bought  at  so 
dear  a  price."— "  Yes  ;  I  understand 
there  is  a  secret  of  luxury  and  pain  in 
death,  as  well  as  in  life  :  the  only  thing  is 
to  understand  it." 

"You  have  spoken  truly,  Maximilian  ; 
according  to  the  care  we  bestow  upon  it, 
death  is  either  a  friend  wlio  rocks  usgent- 
1}'  as  a  nurse,  or  an  enemy  who  violently 
drags  the  soul  from  the  body.  Some 
daj',  when  the  world  is  much  older,  and 
when  mankind  will  be  masters  of  all  the 
destructive  powers  in  nature,  to  serve 
for  the  general  good  of  humanity  ;  when 
mankind,  as  you  were  jifst  saying,  have 
discovered  the  secrets  of  death,  then  that 
death  will  become  as  sweet  and  volup- 
tuous as  a  slumber  in  the  ai-ms  of  j'oui- 
beloved." — "And  if  you  wished  to  dir. 
you  would  choose  this  death,  count  ?  " — 
"  Yes."  "  Morrel  extended  hishand.  "Now 
I  understand,"  he  .said,  "  why  you  had  me 
brought,  here  to  this  desolate  spot  in  the 
midst  of  the  ocean,  to  this  subterranean 
palace  ;  it  was  because  you  loved  me,  was 
it  not,  count?  It  was  because  you  loved 
me  well  enough  to  give  me  one  of  those 
sweet  means  of  death  of  which  we  were 
speaking;  a  death  without  agony,  a  death 
which  all<»ws  me  to  fade  away  while  pro- 
nouncing Valentine's  name  and  pressing" 
your  hand." 

"Yes  ;  you  have  guessed  riglitly,  Mor- 
rel." said  the  count,  "that  is  what  I  in- 
tended."—"  Thanks  !    the  idea,    that  to- 
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njorrow  I  shall  no  loug-er  suffer,  is  sweet 
to  my  heart." — '"'  Do  you  then  regret 
nothing-?  "—"No,"  replied  Morrel. 

''  Not  even  me  ?  "  asked  the  count,  with 
deep  emotion.  Morrel's  clear  eye  was  for 
the  moment  clouded,  then  it  shone  with 
unusual  luster,  and  a  large  tear  rolled 
down  his  cheek. 

"What!"  said  the  count,  **do  you 
n  still  regret  anything  in  the  world,  and 
yet  die?"— ''Oh!  I  entreat  you,"  ex- 
claimed Morrel,  in  a  low  voice,  "do  not 
speak  another  word,  count,  do  not  prolong- 
my  punishment."  The  count  fancied  he 
was  yielding,  and  this  belief  revived  the 
horrible  doubt  that  had  overwhelmed  him 
at  the  Chateau  d'If.  "  I  am  endeavoring-," 
he  thought,  "  to  make  this  man  happy  ; 
I  look  upon  this  restitution  as  a  weig-ht 
thrown  into  the  scale  to  balance  the  evil 
I  have  wrought.  Now,  supposing-  I  am 
deceived,  if  this  man  has  not  been  unhap- 
py enough  to  merit  happiness.  Alas ! 
what  would  become  of  me,  who  can  only 
atone  for  evil  by  doing  good  ?  "  Then  he 
i  said  aloud,  "Listen,  Morrel,  I  see  your 
grief  is  great,  but  still  you  do  not  like  to 
risk  your  soul."  Morrel  smiled  sadly. 
"Count,"  he  said,  "I  swear  to  you  my 
soul  is  no  longer  my  own."—"  Maximil- 
ian, you  know  I  have  no  relation  in  the 
world.  I  have  accustomed  mj-self  to  re- 
gard you  as  my  son  :  well,  then,  to  save 
my  son,  I  will  sacrifice  my  life,  nay,  even 
my  fortune." 

*'  What  do  you  mean  ?  "— "  I  mean  that 
you  wish  to  quit  life  because  3'ou  do  not 
understand  all  the  enjoyments  which  are 
the  fruits  of  a  large  fortune.  Morrel,  I 
possess  nearly  a  hundred  millions,  I  give 
them  to  you  :  with  such  a  fortune  you  can 
attain  every  wish.  Are  you  ambitious? 
Every  career  is  open  to  you.  Overturn 
the  world,  change  its  character,  yield  to 
mad  ideas,  be  even  criminal— but  liv«>." 

"  Count,  I  have  your  word,"  said  Mor- 
rel, coldly,  then,  taking  out  his  watch,  he 
added  :  *'  It  is  half-past  eleven." 

"  Morrel,  can  you  intend  it  in  my  house, 
beneath  my  eyes  ?  " 

"Then  let  me  go,"  said  Maximilian, 
"  or  1  shall  think  you  did  not  love  me  for 
my  own  sak(\  but  for  yours  ;  "  and  lu>  rose. 


"It  is  well,"  said  Monte-Cristo,  whose 
countenance  brightened  at  these  words, 
"  you  wish  it ;  you  are  inflexible  ;  yes,  as 
you  said,  you  are  indeed  wretched,  and  a 
miracle  alone  can  cure  you;  sit  down, 
Morrel,  and  wait." 

Morrel  obeyed  ;  the  count  rose,  and  un- 
locking a  closet  with  a  key  suspended 
from  his  g-old  chain,  took  from  it  a  little 
silver  casket,  beautifully  carved  and 
chased,  the  corners  of  which  represented 
four  bending  fig-ures,  similar  to  the  Carya- 
tides,  the  forms  of  women,  symbols  of  the 
angels  aspiring  to  heaven.  He  placed 
the  casket  on  the  table  ;  then  opening  it. 
took  out  a  little  golden  box,  the  top  of 
which  flew  open  when  touched  by  a  secret 
spring.  This  box  contained  an  unctuous 
substance  partly  solid,  of  which  it  was 
impossible  to  discover  the  color,  owing  to 
the  reflection  of  the  polished  gold,  sap- 
phires, rubies,  emeralds,  which  ornament- 
ed the  box.  It  was  a  mixed  mass  of  blue, 
red,  and  gold.  The  count  took  out  a  small 
quantity  of  this  with  a  gilt  spoon,  and 
offered  it  to  Morrel,  fixing  a  long  stead- 
fast glance  upon  him.  It  was  tiien  ob- 
servable that  the  substance  was  greenish. 
"  This  is  what  yo\i  asked  for,"  he  said, 
"  and  what  I  promised  to  givej'ou." 

"I  thank  you  from  the  depths  of  my 
heart,"  said  the  young  man,  taking  the 
spoon  from  the  hands  of  Monte-Cristo. 

The  count  took  another  spoon,  and 
again  dipped  it  into  the  golden  box. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do,  my  friend?" 
asked  Morrel,  arresting  his  hand. 

"  Mafoi!  Morrel,  I  was  thinking  that 
I.  too,  am  weary  of  life,  and  since  an  op- 
portunity presents  itself — " 

"  Stay  I  "  said  the  young  man.  "  You 
who  love,  and  are  beloved  ;  you.  who 
have  faith  and  hope— Oh  !  do  not  follow 
ni}'  example  ;  in  your  case  it  would  bo  a 
crime.  Adieu,  my  noble  and  gem-rous 
friend,  adieu  ;  I  will  go  and  tell  Valentine 
what  you  have  done  for  me."  And  slow- 
ly, though  without  any  hesitation,  only 
waiting  to  press  the  count's  hand  fervent^ 
ly,  he  swallowed  the  mysterious  substance 
offered  by  Monte-Ciisto.  Then  they  wore 
both  silent.  Ali,  mute  and  attentive. 
brought    the  pipes  and  coffee,  and  dis.np- 
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peared.  B}^  degrees  the  lamps  gradually 
faded  in  the  hands  of  the  marble  statues 
which  held  them,  and  the  perfumes  ap- 
peared less  powerful  to  Morrel.  Seated 
opposite  to  him,  Monte-Cristo  watched 
him  in  the  shadow,  and  ^lorrel  saw  noth- 
ing but  the  bright  eyes  of  the  count.  An 
overpowering  sadness  took  possession  of 
the  young  man  ;  his  hands  relaxed  their 
hold ;  the  objects  in  the  room  gradually 
lost  their  form  and  color ;  and  his  dis- 
turbed vision  seemed  to  perceive  doors 
and  curtains  open  in  the  wall. 

'^  Friend,"  he  cried,  '^  feel  that  I  am 
dying  ;  thanks  !  "  He  made  a  last  effort 
to  extend  his  hand,  but  it  fell  powerless 
beside  him.  Then  it  appeared  to  him  that 
Monte-Cristo  smiled,  not  with  the  strange 
and  fearful  expression  which  had  some- 
times revealed  to  him  the  secrets  of  his 
heart,  but  with  the  benevolent  kindness 
of  a  father  for  an  infant.  At  the  same 
time  the  count  appeared  to  increase  in 
stature  ;  his  form,  nearly  double  its  usual 
height,  stood  out  in  relief  against  the 
red  tapestr}',  his  black  hair  was  thrown 
back,  and  he  stood  in  the  attitude  of  a 
menacing  angel.  Morrel,  overpowered, 
turned  round  in  the  armchair  ;  a  delicious 
torpor  was  insinuated  into  every  vein  ;  a 
change  of  ideas  presented  themselves  to 
his  brain,  like  a  new  design  on  the  kalei- 
doscope ;  enervated,  prostrate  and  breath- 
less, he  became  unconscious  of  outward 
objects,  he  seemed  to  be  entering  that 
vague  delirium  preceding  death.  He 
wished  once  again  to  press  the  count's 
hand;  but  his  own  was  unmovable  :  lie 
wished  to  articulate  a  last  farewell,  but 
his  tongue  lay  motionless  and  heavy  in 
his  throat,  like  a  stone  at  the  mouth  of  a 
sepulcher.  Involuntarily  his  languid  eyes 
closed  ;  and  still  through  his  e3'e-lashes  a 
well-known  form  seemed  to  move  amid 
the  obscurity  with  which  he  thought  him- 
self enveloped. 

The  count  had  just  opened  a  door. 
Immediately  a  brilliant  light  from  the  next 
room,  or  rather  from  the  palace  adjoining, 
shone  upon  the  room  in  which  he  was 
gently  gliding  into  his  last  sleep.  Then 
he  saw  a  woman  of  marvelous  beauty  ap- 
pear on  tlie  threshold  of  the  door sep:uat- 


ing  the  two  rooms.  Pale,  and  sweetly 
smiling,  she  looked  like  an  angel  of  mercy 
conjuring  the  angel  of  vengeance.  *'  Is  it 
heaven  that  opens  before  me?"  thought 
the  dying  man;  '-'that  angel  resembles 
the  one  I  have  lost."  Monte-Cristo  pointed 
Morrel  to  the  young  woman,  who  advanced 
toward  him  with  clasped  hands  and  a  smile 
upon  her  lips. 

''Valentine  I  Valentine  !  "  he  mentallj- 
ejaculated;  but  his  lips  uttered  no  sound  : 
and,  as  though  all  his  strength  were  cen- 
tered in  that  intei-nal  emotion,  he  sighed 
and  closed  his  e3'es.  Valentine  rushed  to- 
w'ard  him  ;  his  lips  again  moved. 

''He  is  calling  you,"  said  the  count: 
"  he  to  whom  3'ou  have  confided  your  des- 
tiny— he  from  whom  death  would  have 
separated  you,  calls  you  to  him.  Happil}", 
I  vanquished  death.  Henceforth,  Valen- 
tine, you  will  never  again, be  separated  on 
earth ;  since  he  has  rushed  into  death  to 
find  you.  Without  me,  you  would  both 
have  died.  May  God  accept  my  atone- 
ment of  these  two  existences  I  " 

Valentine  seized  the  count's  hand,  and, 
in  her  irresistible  impulse  of  jo}-,  carried  it 
to  her  lips. 

"  Oh  !  thank  me  again  !  "  said  the  count : 
"tell  me  till  you  are  wear\',  that  I  have 
restored  you  to  happiness ;  you  do  not 
know  how  much  I  require  this  assurance." 

"  Oh  I  yes,  yes,  I  thank  you  with  all  m}' 
heart,"  said  Valentine  ;  "and  if  you  doubt 
the  sincerity  of  my  gratitude,  oh,  then, 
ask  Haydee  !  ask  my  beloved  sister  Hay- 
dee,  who,  ever  since  our  departure  from 
France,  has  caused  me  to  wait  patiently 
for  this  happy  day,  while  talking  to  me  of 
j'ou." — "  You  then  love  Haydee  ?  "  asked 
Monte-Cristo,  with  an  emotion  he  in  vain 
endeavored  to  dissimulate. 

"  Oh  yes  I  with  all  my  soul." 

"Well,  then!  listen,  Valentine,"  said 
the  count;  "  I  have  a  favor  to  ask  of  you." 

"Of  me  !  Oh,  am  I  happy  enough  for 
that  ?  " — "  Y^  ;  you  have  called  Haydee 
your  sister ;  mt,  her  become  so  indeec;^, 
Valentine  ;  render  her  all  the  gratitude 
you  fancy  you  owe  me  :  protect  her,  for" 
(the  count's  voice  was  thick  with  emotion) 
"henceforth  she  will  be  alone  in  tin 
world."  .[ 
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"Alone  ill  the  world!"  repeated  a 
A-oice  behind  the  count,  "and  why?" 

ilonte-Cristo  turned  round  ;  Haj'dee 
was  standing-  pale,  motionless,  looking-  at 
t  he  count  with  an  expression  of  fearful 
amazement. 

"Because  to-morrow,  Haydee,  you  will 
be  free ;  you  will  then  assume  your  proper 
position  in  society,  for  I  vA'ill  not  allow  my 
destin^^  to  overshadow  yours.  Daughter 
of  a  prince !  I  restore  to  you  the  riches 
and  name  of  your  father." 

Haydee  became  pale,  and  lifting  her 
transparent  hands  to  heaven,  exclaimed  in 
a  voice  hoarse  with  tears,  "  Then  you 
leave  nie,  ni}^  lord  ?  " 

"  Haydee,  Ha3'dee  !  you  are  3'oung  and 
beautiful ;  forget  even  my  name,  and  be 
happy  !  " 

"  It  is  well,"  said  Haydee  ;  "  your  order 
shall  be  executed,  my  lord  ;  I  will  forget 
even  your  name,  and  be  happy."  And  she 
stepped  back  to  retire. 

"Oh  heavens!"  exclaimed  Valentine, 
who  was  supporting  the  head  of  Morrel  on 
her  shoulder,  "do  3^ou  not  see  how  pale 
she  is  ?     Do  3^ou  not  see  how  she  suffers  ?  " 

Haydee  answered  with  a  heartrending 
expression,  "Why  should  he  understand 
tliis,  my  sister  ?  He  is  my  master,  and  I 
am  his  slave ;  he  has  the  right  to  notice 
nothing." 

The  count  shuddered  at  the  tones  of  a 
\  (.)ice  which  penetrated  the  inmost  recesses 
of  his  heart:  liis  eyes  met  those  of  the 
young  girl,  and  he  could  not  bear  their 
brilliancy.  "Oh  heavens!"  exclaimed 
Monte-Cristo,  "  can  my  suspicions  be  cor- 
rect ?  Haydee,  would  it  please  you  not  to 
k^ave  me  ?  " 

"  I  am  young,"  gently  replied  Haydee  ; 
•  I  love  the  life  you  have  made  so  sweet 
lo  me,  and  should  regret  to  die." 

"You  mean,  then,  that  if  I  leave  you, 
ITaydee — " — "I  should  die;  yes,  my  lord." 

••  Do  you  then  love  me  ?  " 

•-  Oh,  Valentino  !   he  nsjpti  if  I  love  him. 

alentine,    tell    him    if    you    love    Maxi- 

ilian."  The  count  felt  his  heart  dilate 
and  throb;  he  opened  his  arms,  and  Hay- 
dee, uttering  a  cry,  sprang  into  them. 
••  Oh.  yes  !  "  she  cried,  "  I  do  love  you  !    I 

vo  you  as  one  loves  a  father,  brother. 


husband  \  I  love  you  as  my  life,  for  you 
are  the  best,  the  noblest  of  created  "be- 
ings! "—"Let  it  be,  then,  as  you  wish, 
sweet  angel ;  God  has  sustained  me  in  my 
struggle  with  my  enemies,  and  has  given 
me  this  victory  ;  He  will  not  let  me  end 
my  triumph  with  this  penance;  I  wished 
to  punish  myself,  but  He  has  pardoned 
me !  Love  me  then,  Ha3'dee !  Who 
knows?  perhaps  your  love  will  make  me 
forget  all  I  wish  not  to  remembei-." 

"What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ?  " — "I 
mean  that  one  word  from  you  has  enlight- 
ened me  more  than  twenty  3'ears  of  slow 
experience ;  I  have  but  you  in  the  world, 
Haydee;  through  you  I  again  connect 
myself  with  life,  through  you  I  shall  suf- 
fer, through  you  rejoice." 

"Do  3'ou  hear  him,  Valentine?"  ex- 
claimed Ha3'dee  ;  "  he  sa3-s  that  through 
me  he  will  suffer — through  me,  who  would 
3neld  m3^  life  for  his."  The  count  with- 
drew for  a  moment.  "  Have  I  discovered 
the  truth  ?  "  he  said  ;  "  but  whether  it  be 
for  recompense  or  punishment,  I  accept  my 
fate.  Come,  Ha3'dee,  come  !  "  and  throw- 
ing his  arm  round  the  young  girl's  waist, 
he  pressed  the  hand  of  Valentine  and  dis- 
appeared. 

An  hour  had  nearly  passed,  during  which 
Valentive,  breathless  and  motionless, 
watclied  steadfastly  over  Morrel.  At 
length  she  felt  his  heart  beat,  a  faint 
breath  pla\'ed  upon  his  lips,  a  slight  shud- 
der, announcing  the  return  of  life,  passed 
through  the  3'oung  man's  frame.  At 
length,  his  ej'^es  opened,  but  the3'  were  at 
first  fixed  and  expressionless;  then  sight 
returned,  and,  with  it,  feeling  and  grief. 
"  Oh  !  "  he  cried,  in  |an  accent  of  despair, 
"  the  count  has  deceived  me  :  I  am  .vet 
living  ;  "  and  extending  his  hand  toward 
the  table,  he  seized  a  knifi'. 

"Dearest  !  "  exclaimed  Valentin«\  with 
her  adorable  smile,  "awake,  and  look  on 
my  side."  Morrel  uttered  a  loud'  excla- 
mation, and  frantic,  doubtful,  dazzled,  as 
though  b3'  a  celestial  vision,  ho  foil  uiwn 
his  knees. 

The  no.\t  morning,  at  da.vbreaU,  Valen- 
tino and  ilorrol  were  walking  arm-in-arm 
on  the  sea-shore.  Valentine  ix'lating  l>ow 
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Monte-Cristo  had  appeared  in  her  room ; 
how  he  had  unveiled  ever3'thing'  ;  how 
he  had  revealed  the  crime ;  and,  finallj', 
how  he  had  saved  her  life  by  allow- 
ing' her  to  seem  dead.  They  had  found 
the  door  of  the  grotto  opened,  and  went 
forth,  the  few  remaining  stars  \et  press- 
ing" through  the  morning  light.  Morrel 
soon  perceived  a  man  standing  amid  the 
g"roup  of  rocks,  who  was  awaiting  a  sign 
from  them  to  advance;  he  pointed  him 
out  to  Valentine.  "Ah!  it  is  Jacopo," 
she  said,  "  the  captain  of  the  yacht ;  "  and 
she  beckoned  him  toward  them. 

"  Do  you  wish  to  speak  to  us?  "  asked 
Morrel. — "\  have  a  letter  to  give  you 
from  the  count." — "From  the  count!" 
murmured  the  two  young  people. — "'  Yes; 
read  it."  Morrel  opened  the  letter  and 
read  : 

"My  Dear  Maximilian: 

'*  There  is  a  felucca  for  30U  at  anchor. 
Jacopo  will  conduct  3'ou  to  Leghorn, 
where  M.  Noirtier  waits  his  gi^and- 
daughter,  whom  he  wishes  to  bless  before 
3'ou  lead  her  to  the  altar.  All  that  is  in 
this  grotto,  my  friend,  my  house  in  the 
Champs-El3'sees,  and  m^'^  chateau  at  Tre- 
port,  are  the  marriage  gifts  bestowed  \iy 
Edmond  Dantes  upon  the  son  of  his  old 
master,  Morrel.  Mademoiselle  de  Ville- 
fort  will  share  them  with  3'ou  ;  for  I  en- 
treat her  to  give  to  the  poor  the  immense 
fortune  reverting  to  her  from  her  father, 
now  a  madman,  and  her  brother,  who 
died  last  September  with  his  mother. 
Tell  the  angel  who  will  watch  over  your 
future  destin3%  Morrel,  to  pra3'  sometimes 
for  a  man,  who,  like  Satan,  thought  him- 
self, for  an  instant,  equal  to  God  ;  but 
who  now  acknowledges,  with  Christian 
humility,  that  God  alone  possesses  su- 
preme power  and  infinite  wisdom.  Per- 
haps those  pra3'ers  may  soften  the  re- 
morse he  feels  in  his  heart.  As  for  3'ou, 
Morrel,  this  is  tlie  secret  of  my  comUict 
toward  you.     There  is  neither  happiness 


nor  misery  in  the  world  ;  there  is  only  the 
comparison  of  one  state  with  another, 
nothing  more.  He  who  has  felt  the  deep- 
est grief  is  best  able  to  experience  su- 
preme happiness.  We  must  have  felt 
what  it  is  to  die,  Morrel,  that  we  may  ap- 
preciate the  enjoyments  of  life. 

"Live,  then,  and  be  happj',  beloved 
children  of  m3^  heart !  and  never  forget, 
that  until  the  day  when  God  will  deign 
to  reveal  the  future  to  man,  all  human 
wisdom  is  contained  in  these  two  words — 
'  Wait  and  hope.' 

"  Your  friend, 

"Edmond  Dantes, 

"  Count  of  Monte-Cristo.'" 

During  the  perusal  of  this  letter,  whicli 
informed  Valentine,  for  the  first  time,  of 
the  madness  of  her  father  and  the  death 
of  her  brother,  she  became  pale,  a  heavj'' 
sigh  escaped  from  her  bosom,  and  tears, 
not  the  less  painful  because  the3'-  were 
silent,  ran  down  her  cheeks ;  her  happi- 
ness cost  her  very  dear.  Morrel  looked 
round  uneasily.  "But,"  said  he. 
"the  count's  generosity  is  too  over- 
wlielming- ;  Valentine  will  be  satisfied 
with  m3'  humble  fortune.  Where  is  the 
count,  friend  ?  Lead  me  to  him."  Jacopo 
pointed  toward  the  horizon.  "  What  do 
3'oumean?"  asked  Valentine.  "Where 
is  the  count  ? — where  is  Ha3-dee  ?  " 

"  Look  !  "  said  Jacopo. 

The  e3'es  of  both  were  fixed  upon  the 
spot  indicated  b3'^  the  sailor,  and  on  the  blue 
line  separating  the  sk3^  from  the  Mediterra- 
nean Sea,  they  perceived  a  large  white  sail. 

"  Gone  !  "  said  Morrel :  "  Gone  !  — 
Adieu,  my  friend  ! — adieu,  my  father  1  " 

"Gone!"  murmured  Valentine:  "Adieu, 
my  friend  ! — adieu  m3'  sister  !  " — "  Who 
can  say  whether  we  shall  ever  see  them 
again  ?"  said  Morrel,  with  tearful  eyes. 

"My  fiiend,"  repUed  Valentine,  "has 
not  the  count  just  told  us,  that  all  human 
wisdom  was  coutained  in  these  two  word.<* 
— '  Wait  and  hope  ?  '  " 


END   OF   "THE   COUNT   OF   M0NTE-<'RISTO. 


